
        
            
                
            
        

    CB4262 Wayward Wife By David Ingram
FOREWORD
In many cases today's marriage is seen as a business and/or social arrangement between consenting adults rather than a continuing expression of love.
The results are obvious: casual, promiscuous infidelity; a lack of concern for the partner and the children; the breakdown of the nuclear family; and the use of others for thrill-seeking-and often deviant-purposes as an end in itself instead of a means of showing devotion and affection. Too often a loving veneer masks a core of, at best, unconcern, at worst, depravity.
WAYWARD WIFE is the story of a woman who appears outwardly happy to be married, yet she is inwardly eager to satisfy her lustful cravings any way she can. A shocking story, true, but also a mirror of our times.
 - The Publisher
CHAPTER ONE
I held the pantyhose in place and stepped into my panties. I had them up to my knees when I noticed my husband standing in the doorway.
"It's stupid to wear both," he said when I glanced up at him.
The flash from the camera blinded me, but I could plainly hear him chuckling with glee. "You bastard," I hissed, "I told you, you can't take pictures of me like this."
"I've got one now," Jack chortled.
My eyes slowly cleared and I saw the picture sliding from the camera. "You mean you had one," I said, and snatched the picture from the camera. "I've told you a hundred times that I won't let you take pictures of me undressed or even almost undressed. For God's sake, Jack, what if one of the kids found it?"
I glanced at the picture and blushed. It was crystal clear and in living color. My arm hid my bush, which would have been prominent through the sheer pantyhose, but my tits were not hidden and hung pendulously. They looked vulgar and much too large. The nipples were dark and full in the stark light from the flash. I quickly tore the picture in half.
"Aw, shit, honey, at least let me look at it," Jack said.
"No way," I said, tearing it in half again, unceremoniously dropping it in the wastebasket.
Jack grimaced, watching the pieces flutter down. "Hell, Jan, I'd lock it up. The kids would never see it," he said.
"Yeah, and then we're killed in a car wreck or something. Some legacy to leave three small children, photos of their late mommy in the nude."
Jack said he could see the logic in my argument, but I don't think he was convinced. He's never tried taking pictures like that before and had promised that he wouldn't, though he's asked often enough. I can't for the life of me see why he wants pictures when he has the real thing. Men, they are absolutely mystifying. After he got his new Polaroid, I should have guessed that it would be too tempting not to try.
I reached down for my panties again, but before I could haul them up, Jack was on his knees pulling them down my calves. He looked up at me, flashed his famous Irish grin, and pressed his face between my legs. He moved up quickly, his mouth closing against the crotch of my pantyhose. He sucked the fabric wetly into his mouth.
"Jack, stop that," I cried. "I haven't got time, I'll be late. Jack... aw, shit, you're getting my pantyhose all wet. Don't, honey, please, I... oh Jack, honey, mmmmmmmmmm!"
I was still struggling weakly, but my knees came apart in spite of the constricting panties around my calves. Jack welcomed the encouragement and got his mouth directly on my cunt. I could feel his tongue stroking back and forth, sliding hard on my hot little button, and almost spreading the lips apart through the thin nylon. It felt marvelous, and I was rapidly losing any resistance I might have had.
"Oh Jack, damn, you're getting me excited," I cried, putting both hands to the back of his head to press him tighter. "Maybe I could push my pantyhose down... maybe for a minute."
I wondered if Jack had noticed the change in me lately. It wasn't a marked change, but I seemed to have a renewed interest in sex. I got turned on easier and wanted it more often. I mean, with a little affection and a few kisses, I was ready to go, ready to go all the way. I liked his mouth on me, too. It made me feel very aggressive, very much in need. I felt very aggressive now.
I had the waistband of my pantyhose down to the pubic hair when I saw John standing in the door watching. Boy, did I cool off fast. I rapped Jack roughly on the top of the head with my knuckles.
"Don't look now, lover, but your young son is watching us from the door you carelessly left open," I said. I was more distressed at losing Jack's mouth than I was at John's watching.
Jack pulled his face from the warmth of my cunt. He saw the boy and snarled, "Get lost kid." John stood with his mouth open looking like he was going to cry, so Jack said gently, "Be a good boy, John, and go play." John still did not move. "Do it now, right now," Jack roared. And John turned and fled down the hall.
Jack turned to resume his play, but the moment was gone, at least for me, and I was gone, too. I grabbed a dry pair of pantyhose and walked past him. "You missed your chance, big boy. I'm going in the bathroom to dress. Next time you feel like a little loving, close the goddamn door." I stopped at the door and looked down at the frustrated man. "I'd like to hear how you explain to your son what you were doing to his mommy. Thank God it wasn't one of the girls."
I was dressed and combing my hair when the phone rang. Jack came to the door and told me it was Wilma. Wilma is my regular bridge partner. We play duplicate every Thursday night. Jack baby-sits.
"Wilma can't play tonight," I said when I returned to the bedroom. "She gives a person lots of notice. Hell, I guess I'll go anyway since I'm all ready. I can pick up a partner there, there's always someone."
I drove to the Fremont Hotel where the club met and then parked the car. I almost wished I had stayed home. Jack didn't mind, but hell, I could miss one Thursday night and it wouldn't kill me.
The first person I met was Tony Bonino. He was a newcomer to the club, only a regular for about the past two months.
"Hi, Janet Kelly," Tony said, though he usually called me gorgeous or fair lady or beauty or some such thing. It always flustered me. "Where's your stalwart partner tonight?"
"She can't make it. Guess I'll have to scrounge around for a substitute tonight," I said.
"Scrounge no further, fair lady. Tony Bonino is available and at your service," he said, flashing his perfect teeth.
"Where's Mrs. Bonino tonight?" I asked.
"Didn't feel good, decided to forego," he answered.
"Okay, I guess you'll do."
"I hope so, dear. I've wanted to play with you since the first night Vera and I came here," he said, the twinkle in his dark eyes hinting at a double meaning.
I blushed just a little, but not wanting to. "Oh, go on. Flattery will get you everything," I quipped.
"Promises, promises," Tony said.
At first, I felt a little self-conscious sitting across the table from him. He was ten years younger than me, I think he said he was twenty-seven, and so good looking. He had those great Italian good looks, was very muscular, and macho-very macho. He was an excellent bridge player, too. I wasn't sure I liked his wife, though. She was good looking enough and quite buxom, a little too heavy, in fact, and had huge tits. Unlike Tony, she was very blonde, aided, I'm sure, by the beauty parlor. She tended to overdress and she often displayed too much of her big tits for my taste.
We played well together and came in high. I was delighted.
"We make a great pair," Tony said. "We'll have to do this again. Soon."
"Sure, next time we're both available," I said dryly.
"I'm available right now." He said it with a wicked grin.
I blushed again, angry at myself. He was always saying things like that, even in front of Vera. His flirting made me feel self-conscious, but I had to admit that I like it. It makes me feel very much a woman.
"Promises, promises," I said coyly.
"Want to stop for a drink before you go home?" he said.
I looked at my watch. "God, Tony, it's after eleven. I'd better not."
"They have a bar right here in the hotel. It wouldn't make you much later."
"Gosh, I'd love to," I said. "But can you give me a rain check?"
"Sure, any time. Come on, I'll walk you to your car."
"That really isn't necessary, Tony. I'm a big girl," I said.
"Yeah, I noticed," he said.
I made a weak swat at his cheek, missing, of course. I felt unusually flustered.
"Come on, I insist. It's dark in that parking lot," he said, taking my hand.
It was a beautiful night, clear and cloudless, with a million stars. By the time we reached my car I felt giddy. He took a step closer and I panicked. I opened the car door, jumped in, and pulled it shut. The window was open, so I stuck my head out and said a little too loudly, "Thanks, Tony, it was a good night."
"It was a wonderful night," Tony said.
I fumbled in my purse for the keys, found them, made a wild stab at the ignition, missed.
"Something wrong?" Tony said.
"Uh, no," I stammered, "missed the hole... uh, the keyhole." I was blushing scarlet and thankful it was dark inside the car. I was even more thankful when the car started, the engine's roar calming me down. "G'night, Tony," I said, and jerked the gearshift lever to drive.
"Goodnight, you lovely woman," Tony whispered loudly, and blew me a kiss.
The air whooshed from my mouth and I pulled away, the tires squealing. I was so embarrassed, sure that he could tell how shook-up I was. I slowed the car and took a deep breath, tipping the wing so the air would blow in my face.
He was going to kiss me, I was sure he was going to kiss me. Playing bridge with a guy sure didn't give him those kind of rights. I wondered, though, why it had scared me so, why I hadn't let him. It wouldn't hurt anything, just a kiss, a harmless kiss.
I lit a cigarette and felt better. "Well, old Tony Bonino can park his shoes under my bed anytime," I said aloud, and laughed at myself. It was a little joke that Jack and I always used on the other when a person of the opposite sex was admired.
When I walked into the house, Jack was reading a book. He looked up and said, "Hi, Jan, have a good time?"
"Yeah. Had a great game, came in high," I said.
"Terrific. Who with?"
"Tony Bonino. I don't think you know him. He and his wife are there all the time. She was sick tonight."
"Too bad. Well, maybe not for you, you came in high,"
"No, not for me," I said with a laugh. I could imagine Jack picturing Tony as old, hair in his ears, and his hands shaking.
"Some of those old guys are good bridge players," he said.
"Yeah, some of them are," I said.
Later, in the bedroom, I was about to drop my nightie down over my head when I realized Jack was again on his knees in front of me. I looked down and saw that he was naked, his prick already hard. It stuck straight out from the hairy patch at the bottom of his belly.
"Don't put that thing on yet," he said, and he put his hands on my hips.
I looked quickly at the door, saw that it was closed and locked, and smiled. "Can't you wait until we get in bed?" I said, smiling down at him.
"I can't wait another second," he said, and he plunged his face into my hairy cunt.
I didn't struggle this time, not even weakly, and quickly slid my feet far apart. I bent my knees a little and pushed out with my hips, pushing my cunt right up against his mouth. I sighed softly, his gently licking tongue bringing me up fast. Lord, it felt delicious, just delicious.
He withdrew his tongue and started kissing my pussy, spreading the lips with his fingers. I thought of Tony trying to kiss me and blushed furiously. I was ashamed for even thinking such a thing, but pushed harder against Jack's mouth.
I wondered how he could stand to kiss me and suck me there-it was so nasty-but still glad he could. I liked it, liked it very much.
"Oh, goddamn, Jack, feels good," I moaned, putting both hands on the back of his head. I started moaning and grunting, rolling my hips against his face.
I usually kept quiet, holding inside how good it made me feel, and hardly ever touched his head while he was doing it, but it seemed better than it used to, more exciting, and I just couldn't help myself. We had been married over ten years before I ever let him go down on me, and I wondered now why I had waited so long. Too prudish too long. Well, I was going to change, was changing, in fact. Christ, I was thirty-seven years old. Life was passing me by. I needed a few thrills, deserved them.
"Good, honey, good," I whispered, running my fingers through his thick hair. "I'm getting close, make me come, Jack. I want to come."
My words of encouragement inspired him, because he really gave my pussy a going over. I swear he had never stuck his tongue so far inside my cunt before. And then he was finger-fucking me while his mouth sucked hard on my clit. I came hard, almost violently, my legs going weak. I tried to keep my balance, keep his mouth and finger fucking me, but I felt faint, giddy, and fell backwards onto the bed.
I was almost panting for breath it had felt so good. The whole lower half of my body still tingled. I knew Jack was looking at me so I let my legs come open. I don't know why he likes looking at my cunt so much, but he does. He finally dropped onto his back beside me.
"If you aren't careful, Jan, you're going to make me think you like it when I go down on you," he said.
"I loved it, Jack," I said.
"I suspected it, but you've never actually told me before."
"Well, I'm telling you now. I decided from now on I'm going to tell you if I like something."
"You've changed," he said, his hand rubbing in a circle on my cunt. It made me tingle all over again.
"Yes, I've changed. It's stupid to always worry that you're enjoying something too much. I did. From now on, if it feels good, do it."
"Wow!" Jack said, his fingertips nuzzling in my cunt-bush, just touching the tip of my clit.
I liked it that way, slow and easy, and I was getting hot again. I was surprised at how turned on again I was. I sat up and took hold of his prick.
"Goddamn, Jack, you have a nice hard-on," I said, sliding my hand up and down. I had always liked the feel of it, but now it felt terrific, so hard, like it would burst, so alive, throbbing and pulsing inside my clenched fist. "If it feels good, do it. Does that feel good, Jack?" I said, rolling the skin off the head and then back up.
"Wow!" he said again.
I leaned over and put my head on his belly, my hand slowly jacking his cock. I was close enough to smell the rich musk of his cock. It made my heart pound furiously.
"Kiss it," he said.
"Aw, Jack," I said, but moved closer.
It was all wet on the end, pre-cum leaking out in little bubbles. Still, I wanted him happy, too, and quickly pressed my puckered lips over the hole. I kissed with a suck and pulled back. "It's all wet. Stuff is leaking out," I said.
"Yeah, it does that when it gets excited. It won't hurt you," he said. "Suck it a little."
"Aw, Jack, you know I can't," I said, but I stared at his wet prick, thinking I might.
"Please, baby, please," he moaned.
I bit my lip, looking at the shiny head. Another clear drop of pre-cum had bubbled up. I kissed it again, sucking hard. It wasn't quite as salty as at first, but I realized I liked the rich salt taste. It made the taste buds in my mouth tingle. His for-skin covered about half the head, so I slowly peeled it down and let his cock sink deeper into my mouth. Before I knew it, I had the whole head in my mouth, the farthest I had ever taken him, and was sucking hard, saliva running freely.
"Oh, baby, that's wonderful," Jack gasped.
I sucked for a few seconds, my fingers massaging the long shaft, and then pulled my head away. "Jack, honey," I gasped, "I'm ready, screw... Jack, fuck me." It was the first time I had ever said it to him and I heard the air rush from his lips.
"God, honey, me, too. Slide up on the bed," he said.
I slid up on the bed and opened my legs. He was quickly on top of me. I usually start him in, but his cock found the hole by itself and his fat knob was inside me. I gave a loud sigh. It felt so good. I realized, feeling his thick cock sliding in, that I could actually suck it and not mind. It had thrilled me to do it, the thought always had, and I had finally broken the ice. It didn't taste bad because there really wasn't much taste, at least once the salt was cleared away. I decided then that next time I would suck him good, not let him come in my mouth, but give him a good sucking.
"God, honey, that feels good. I'm really going to fuck you," he snorted.
It was the first time he had said it to me and it did excite me. "Yes, darling, fuck me... good!" I gasped.
He was all the way in and I raised my knees up, relaxing and pressing my thighs against him to increase the friction. I never, and I mean never, had had more than one orgasm per session, but that was going to change. I was building to a great climax, and building fast.
"Jack, honey, keep going, don't stop. I'm almost there, come with me, I want to feel you cum, too." I hunched under him, my legs tight around his back now. "Aw, shit, Jack. Oh, goddammit, I'm coming. Honeeeee, I'm coming!" I screamed.
"Me, too," he cried, jamming in hard against my wet crotch. "Jesus, Janet, so good, so fucking good!"
"Yeah, so fucking good," I grunted.
I kept moving, even after he had stopped. It still felt good and I wanted to milk him dry. He didn't complain, just lay still and let me work my orgasm off all the way. He didn't actually go soft, but I knew it was over because his prick lost the throbbing hardness that made it feel so good.
"I think I could go all night," I said.
"I wish I could keep it up for you," he said.
"That's okay, honey. I really made it. The best ever, I'm sure." I let my legs fall down off his back.
"I don't know how it's possible, babe, but it seems to get better all the time," Jack said.
"Yeah, for me, too," I said.
Jack finally rolled off and we lay there, both breathing hard, but Jack harder than me. His prick lay limply on my thigh and I could feel the last of his cum leaking out.
"You're leaking on me," I said.
"It wasn't so bad, was it honey? I mean, sucking me," he said.
"No, not bad," I said, then remembered what I'd said earlier about telling him if I liked something. "I kind of liked it."
Jack turned and kissed me. I could taste my cunt on his mouth. I opened my mouth and let his tongue in.
"Will you do it again?" he said.
"Yes," I said, "but only if you promise not to come."
"Even that wouldn't hurt you," he said.
"Probably not, but I don't think I could. It would make me sick."
"It doesn't make me sick when I go down on you."
"I don't know how you can stand it. It's so, so messy down there." I took his face in my hands. "But I'm sure glad you can."
We kissed again. It was so good to still be in love after all these years. The way I felt, I was sure I would come if he would fuck me again. I never felt that way before. I wanted to be fucked for the sheer pleasure of being fucked. It was a good feeling, I decided.
CHAPTER TWO
An uneventful week passed and it was Thursday again. When I left for bridge, Jack was taking an after-dinner nap on the couch, the girls were in their room doing their homework, and my son John was sitting on the floor watching TV. I bent down and kissed my little man on the mouth. He wrinkled his nose and made a spitting noise. "'Bye, John, take good care of Daddy," I said.
"Goodbye, Mommy," he said, his eyes still on the TV screen.
Wilma, my regular bridge partner, was still out of town. I hadn't mentioned it to Jack. I drove to the Fremont Hotel.
Tony saw me when I entered the door and came over.
"Hey, I see you're alone. Need a partner?" he said.
"Yes. Wilma is out of town. Anyone available tonight?" I said."
"Beautiful, I told you I was always available."
"I see Vera sitting over there."
"She has another partner."
"You're putting me on, Tony. You always play together."
"Don't you want me for a partner?"
"Yes, I do," I said, too quickly. "But..."
"Okay, it's settled. I'll trot over and tell Vera not to worry about me." He looked at me with his big brown eyes. "She was afraid I couldn't get anyone," he smirked.
He went over and talked to Vera for a minute. She looked over at me, smiled and waved, and then got up and walked over to a small group of people. I couldn't help but suspect she was looking for a partner.
Tony played brilliantly and we won high again. I was ecstatic and therefore agreed to have a drink in the bar with Tony and Vera. "Just one," I said, holding up my forefinger. I had never stopped for a drink after bridge in all the years I had been playing, and it made me feel a little risque, a little guilty, too. Jack was at home waiting for me.
The one drink turned into three and I could really feel them. I was having such fun that I don't know how I cut it off there, but I gathered my senses, somehow, and said that I really had to go. It was almost midnight.
"Is Wilma going to be back next week?" Tony asked.
"I... I'm not sure," I answered. I don't know exactly why I answered like that because I was pretty sure she would be.
"Great. I'll see you here and we'll beat everybody's pants off," he said.
"Gee, Tony, I, I don't know, Wilma might be back." I looked across the table at Vera. "Besides, what about Vera? I know she didn't have another partner tonight. You were just being nice to me."
"Aw, come on, Janet, humor him," Vera said. "I have another person that has been telling me how good he is. I'd like to find out."
They both sat looking at me, flustering me terribly. I really did want to play with him because he was good. Finally, I grinned weakly and said, "Well, okay, but only if Wilma isn't back."
"It's settled," Tony said. He got to his feet. "I'd better walk you out to your car."
I scoffed, laughing. "Tony, you treat me like a little girl."
"You are a little girl, and I insist," he said. "Stop playing hard to get," Vera said, slurring her words a little. "You go ahead, he can come back and get me. I want one more drink, anyway." She'd already had at least five and was a little drunk. I shrugged and got up. Vera wrinkled her nose and blew me a kiss. I had already decided that I liked her, after all, even if she was a showoff. She was wearing a sweater that was two sizes too small and she had such big tits, anyway.
On the way to the car I got suddenly very nervous. Was he going to try and kiss me again?
He did, gently pushing me against the door before I could get it open.
"No, Tony... you mustn't," I cried, both palms flat against his chest.
I tried to push him away, knowing that I wanted him to kiss me. And then his lips were on mine and I wasn't pushing as hard. When he finally freed my lips, I gave a little gasp and said, "Oh!" He kissed me again. This time I wasn't pushing at all. In fact, I think I bunched his jacket in my hands, I was so excited. I came to my senses and pushed him away. "I've really got to go, Tony," I said.
On the way home, I really abused myself. I felt so guilty for letting Tony kiss me, well, really not for that, I hadn't let him, he just did it, but for the way I felt afterwards. I even helped a little on the second kiss. It had excited me, and I had wanted him to do it again.
Another point that bothered me was the way I felt about him. I couldn't hide the fact that I was definitely attracted to him, me a happily married woman. I had never been unfaithful to Jack in all those years, not even a stolen kiss-not until tonight.
I gathered myself together before I got home. It was nothing, just a couple of innocent kisses. No harm was done and it had excited an old married broad. It would never happen again, anyway. I decided then that I would break our date for next Thursday.
Jack was watching a movie on TV when I got home. I went right over and gave him a big kiss. It wasn't the same.
"Hey, you've been drinking," Jack said.
"I... uh, we had such a good game we stopped at the bar in the hotel and had a drink. Uh, Wilma and I." I don't know why I lied. Guilt, I guess.
"I thought you were a little later than usual. Wait a few minutes for me, this movie is almost over."
I sat down in a chair, my head buzzing. I suddenly felt very guilty, like I had done him a great wrong even though I knew I hadn't. I had to make it up to him.
Just as his movie ended, I stood up and said, "Look," and lifted my dress to the waist of my pantyhose.
"Hey, no underpants," he said.
"You told me it was stupid to wear both," I said.
"Boy, you really look great, Jan. I think your figure is better than it was fifteen years ago," he said.
I blushed with pride. "If you had your camera, I'd let you take a picture of me."
"Shit, I'll get it!" he cried.
I had misgivings while he was getting the camera, but still felt I owed him something. I dropped my skirt to mid-thigh when he returned with the camera.
"Aw, come on, higher than that," he said.
I lifted it up a couple of inches.
"Higher," he shouted.
I hesitated, then thought what the hell, and lifted it all the way. The flash bulb made me see stars. I dropped my skirt.
"Let me see it," I said.
"You won't tear it up?"
"No, I just want to see it."
He reluctantly handed me the picture. It was a beauty. I had a dumb look on my face and the hair showed very plainly through the pantyhose. "It's horrible!" I cried. "Lewd and vulgar. I should tear it up."
"You said you wouldn't," he whined.
I handed the picture back to him, satisfied that I had done my duty.
He looked at the picture and grinned. I felt much better seeing how happy it had made him.
"How about taking another one?" he said.
"No," I said.
He looked so disappointed that I almost relented, but gosh, I hadn't been that naughty. "Do you have a hard-on?" I asked.
"You should see it," he said.
"Okay, let me see it."
Jack grinned and put down the camera. He quickly unzipped and reeled out his cock. It stuck straight out and appeared about to burst, the foreskin already rolled half off the head.
"Does it excite you that much to take dirty pictures of me?" I asked, knowing the answer.
"Yes, it does, and they aren't dirty," he snapped.
"Okay," I said with a shrug, and kneeled in front of him. I wrapped my hand around his prick. "Maybe this will excite you even more." I stared at his cock. The hole was open in the end and it was oozing again. I puckered my lips and placed a long, sucking kiss on the hole, then slowly pushed my lips over the knob until I had pushed the skin down off the crown. I sucked hard, the rich salty taste exciting me. I started jerking him off, holding his shaft unusually tight.
"Oh, Christ, honey, I really like that," he moaned, pushing hard against my mouth.
He kept thrusting until he had forced half his cock into my mouth, almost choking me. I released my grip, but kept hold of him at the base with my thumb and forefinger while he slid smoothly in and out. God, I thought, he's fucking my mouth. I was really getting turned on and almost-almost-thought I would let him come this way.
As if he read my thoughts, he cried, "Goddamn, Jan, bring me off like this. I'm almost there."
I backed off, let his throbbing cock fall free. "Whoa, big boy, I said I wouldn't let you come in my mouth. It would make me throw-up." I got to my feet. "Let's go to bed."
He started for the bedroom, but I grabbed his arm. "Don't leave that picture lying on the coffee table," I said.
"Oh, yeah," he said, and picked up the snapshot.
I almost said something, but didn't. I knew he would be careless with the photograph. He sensed what I was thinking and snapped, "I wasn't going to leave it there."
I started undressing as soon as we got into the bedroom. Jack grabbed me and put my hand on his cock. "You wanta suck it some more?" he said. I looked him right in the eye and said, "No, big boy, I want you to fuck me." He almost flipped when I said that and he started peeling off, telling me how it turned him on to have me say things like that.
I stretched out on the bed wearing my pantyhose and bra. I spread my legs and put them up in the air. "Take them off, honey, and then you can kiss me.
He pulled the pantyhose down my legs and dropped onto the foot of the bed. I could hardly stand the suspense while he kissed the insides of my thighs, first one and then the other, moving steadily towards my cunt. I couldn't wait any longer and reached down and grabbed his head. He moved against my crotch, his mouth open, and I gasped. His tongue went to work on me and I realized I liked this almost as much as fucking. Now that I had stopped fighting it, it was better every time he did it.
"Oh, goddamn, Jack, that feels good. I jus' love it when you eat me!" I cried, wanting to make him good and hot. "Suck me, Jack, suck my pussy good. Make me come so I'll really be ready for your big old cock. Yeah, honey, stick your tongue in there. Shove it all the way up that nasty old hole." And then it started, that luscious feeling that signaled the coming orgasm. The spasms started in my cunt and I didn't want to talk any more, didn't want to do anything but enjoy the wonderful feeling of coming. "Oh, Jack, my darling, I'm coming... it's so good!"
Jack raised up grinning, his mouth and chin all wet. "I'm gonna fuck you now, Janet," he said.
"Jack, Jack, you can do anything to me you want. You made me feel so good. Yes, fuck me, I want it," I sighed.
Jack was on top of me and kissing me. I could taste my cunt and feel the wet, but suddenly I didn't care, and I took his tongue all the way down in my throat. I even stuck my tongue in his mouth and then licked at his lips and chin. I felt wanton, depraved.
"Get your cock in me, Jack, and squeeze my tits," I said.
"You've still got your bra on," he said.
"Well, shit, take it off!" I cried.
He got my bra off and bunched my big tits in his hands. He was too rough, but I even liked that.
"Fuck me, Jack," I gasped.
I almost fainted. It felt so good to feel his big cock pushing up inside me. The fat knob spread my lips open and blazed a trail for the thick shaft that followed.
"Fuck me, Jack, I want it," I grunted.
"Aw, baby, you're wonderful," he said, and sunk the wonderful thing in to the hilt.
He's like a contortionist when he gets going, and he got one of my nipples in his mouth. He sucked hard, drawing it out until it was hard and hurting, then he did the same to the other. He rammed into my cunt furiously all the while.
"Slow down, slow down," I cried, "you'll come too quick. I can make it again if you'll last a couple of minutes."
I had always liked it after he brought me off with his mouth, it felt nice, but I had never considered coming again, not until last Thursday, and now it seemed like a must. I wanted to come again, pressed for it, knew I would.
"Yeah, yeah, like that, Jack. Slow and easy, just like that... oooooh, honey, you're in the right spot, keep going. I'm getting close, keep fucking, don't stop, not ever!"
I was in heaven, for sure. My second come was crashing down on me like a ton of rocks. Jack started coming, I knew, because he went stiff all over. Then I could actually feel his cum spurt inside me. I came off like a Roman candle when I felt that.
"Darling, darling, darling, I'm coming!" I screamed, tossing my head wildly from side to side.
He drained himself inside my pussy and went limp. He was gasping for breath, the poor darling had worked so hard. My orgasm seemed to go on and on. I held him in, grinding hard to keep the fucking going. It finally started to subside and I lay weak and fucked out beneath him.
"Wow!" Jack finally said, rolling off and lying on his back, "You are one hot mamma, Janet. You're like a different woman."
"Do you like the new me?" I said.
"I love you more than I ever have," he said.
After Jack had gone to work the next morning, I found the picture lying on the dresser where he had put it last night. I took a good look and blushed. I had a stupid, drunk look on my face and the triangle of cunt-hair seemed to leer out from under my pantyhose. I tore it up and threw it in the wastebasket.
I told him that night that I had found it on the dresser in plain sight for little eyes to see.
"Where is it?" he cried, "I'll lock it up right now."
"I tore it up and threw it away," I said.
Then Jack got madder than I'd ever seen him.
CHAPTER THREE
It was Thursday again and I didn't break the bridge date with Tony like I said I would. It made me nervous and excited all day. And I couldn't understand why-it was only to play bridge with the man, a perfectly harmless evening.
I still felt bad about tearing up Jack's picture of me even though he had gotten over it quickly and apologized for getting so angry. He is a sweetheart and I do love him a great deal.
Tony was his usual charming self, and just seeing him excited me. I don't know why he affects me that way and I must guard against getting infatuated with him-if I'm not already. Vera brought another guy to play with and I wasn't very impressed with him. She was very glad to see me, which made me feel good, but Brad Hamilton was cool and aloof. He's a real snob. I certainly can't figure out why he puts on such airs. He's really quite homely, frail looking, and wears dumpy, wrinkled clothes. He is a good bridge player, though; they came in high. Tony and I dropped clear down to fifth, but we had a lot of fun. I just couldn't seem to keep my mind on the game and I made lots of dumb mistakes.
The four of us stopped at the bar for a nightcap.
I really like Vera now, she is so funny and says such suggestive things-dirty, actually. She and Brad sat on one side of the booth and Tony and me on the other. I think I blushed when Tony took my hand under the table. But rather than make a scene I let him hold it. It kind of thrilled me.
We had three or four drinks and I was really having fun when I glanced at my watch. "Oh, my God, I've got to get going," I cried. I didn't protest when Tony said he would walk me to my car. He would have insisted, anyway, "I'm sorry I played so badly tonight," I told him.
"Don't give it another thought. Everyone has an off day. We'll come in first next week," he said.
I noticed that he took it for granted that we had a date next week, but I didn't say anything.
"I don't think I like Brad. He's such a conceited bore."
"Oh, he's not a bad guy. You'll like him when you get to know him better."
"I doubt it," I scoffed.
Tony laughed and slid his arm around my waist. I didn't pull away. Our hips touched as we walked and it thrilled me.
"Why did you take my hand under the table in the bar right in front of your wife?" I asked, trying to sound put out.
"I like holding your hand," he said.
I liked it, too, but I didn't tell him. Instead, I said, "Well, you shouldn't have. You shouldn't do things like that, Vera might have noticed."
"She wouldn't have cared," Tony said.
When we got to the car, I turned to face him, knowing he would try to kiss me. I guess I wanted him to, but I'm not sure. Well, he kissed me. God, did he kiss me. He didn't say anything to spoil the moment, just took me in his arms and kissed me hard. I was a little giddy from the drinks, and tingling from the ferocity of his kiss, and I wasn't expecting him to be 'so ardent, and... well, I guess I just lost my head, because I let my arms go around him and kissed back with all my being. We kissed several times and then I felt his tongue against my lips. I tried to keep my lips tight, but finally couldn't resist and let him slide it smoothly into my mouth. He was holding me very close and it was at this moment that I felt his prick against my leg. I was sure it was hard-it couldn't be that big and be soft.
I don't know what brought me to my senses, but I suddenly pushed him away. "No, Tony, we can't do this. It, it isn't right!" I cried, and pulled the door open. I got in and pulled the door closed. Not daring to even look at him, I somehow got it started and pulled away, almost hitting the car in front of me.
My heart pounded driving home. I had gotten so excited that I think I wet my pants a tiny bit because they felt all wet in the crotch. I finally decided that it was perfectly harmless and didn't mean a thing. It was his cock pressing against my leg, but that was only natural, no harm was done and it will go no further. I decided that I would definitely break next week's date.
I remembered his remark about Vera not caring if he held my hand and wondered why he would say such a thing. Were they swingers, or something? I wondered, too, about Vera bringing a man for a partner, especially someone like Brad. I really detest him. He is such a funny looking little man, younger than either Vera or Tony, I'm sure, and such a conceited bore. Asshole is a better word. I really wonder about Vera's taste.
I was a little worried that Jack would be angry because I was so late. It was after midnight again, but he evidently hadn't even looked at the time. He was in his pajamas reading a book. He had had a couple of drinks himself so he didn't notice my breath.
"If you'll get your camera I'll let you take another picture and I won't tear it up this time. I really am sorry about that," I said.
"Hey, okay," he said, and dashed for the camera.
I threw my bag in a chair and hiked my skirt a little above mid-thigh. It was a hot night and I wasn't wearing pantyhose. I had on heels so my legs looked very good, if I do say so myself.
Jack grinned at me and yelled higher.
I raised it a couple of inches and grinned back at him.
"Come on, baby, all the way," he said.
I had planned on it, anyway, and lifted it all the way.
"Jesus, look at you," he said, his eyes popping.
I was wearing a little pair of white bikinis, quite unlike what I usually wear, and there was a liberal amount of hair showing on each side. "It's a surprise, honey. I bought them just for you," I said.
"Goddamn," he snorted, and the flash blinded me. "How about another one?"
"You're getting greedy," I said, and let my dress fall back into place. He didn't seem to mind, really, and looked so happy staring at the picture he had just taken that I decided I would give him a real treat. It had already broken down and let him take dirty pictures of me, to some extent at least, so what did it matter if I went just a bit further.
Shamelessly, while he looked at his picture, I reached under my dress and pulled my panties, down around my thighs and raised my skirt again-all the way up. "Look at me, Jack," I said.
His eyes drank me in. "Can I..." he stammered.
"Take it," I hissed.
The camera flashed again, whirred with its funny little noise, and Jack was holding his precious picture. "Shit, Jan, this is terrific. It came out perfect!" he cried.
"Does it really excite you so much to take dirty pictures of me?" I asked, feeling his excitement and feeling a little of my own. It was kind of fun to display myself in front of his camera.
"It sure as hell does," he said. "Look." He hauled out his prick. It stuck straight out from his pajamas. It seemed to nod its head, beckoning me, taunting me. Suddenly, aflame with desire for cock, I actually wanted to suck it, hold it in my hand, and fuck it with my mouth.
I pushed my panties on down to the floor and knelt in front of him. I took his cock in my hand, looked up at him and smiled, and said, "I think he wants me to kiss him."
"He sure does," Jack said.
"Well, I certainly wouldn't want to disappoint," I said, and planted a long, sucking kiss on his wet piss-slit.
It was very salty tasting, puckering my lips and tingling my taste buds. I was getting to like that first salty taste of a man's cock. With lips still puckered, I slide them around the hot head, pushing the foreskin slowly back. I reached into his pajamas, cupping and caressing his balls, his hair tickling the palm of my hand, lustily sucking the hot knob now completely in my mouth.
"Aw, honey, that feels great," he said. "You're really getting good."
I felt a shiver of pride. I was getting good, and I was liking it more all the time. It was a thrill to know that I could excite him like this. It felt good to me, too, like it belonged there in my mouth. I seemed to be growing more jaded each day. I could suck him now with abandon, without any guilt or shame. I loved sucking his cock and bent to my task.
I slid my mouth down the shaft until his knob nudged against my throat. It was hard to keep from gagging, but I managed, and even got the tip into my throat. I came back to the head and grasped his hips, pulling. He knew what I wanted and he started fucking my mouth, pushing in until he was at my throat and then pulling out to the head. I let him continue like this until I realized he was groaning loudly and on the verge of coming. I pulled back quickly.
"Oh, goddamn, Jan, I'm gonna come, don't stop!" he cried.
I grabbed his shaft with my hand and started pumping. Within two strokes he was spurting, his hot cum splashing out against my face. I kept stroking him, closing my eyes and letting him come all over my face.
"Shit, honey, that feels good," he groaned while I milked the hot jism from his cock.
He gave me a little push when he'd had enough and I fell backwards onto my ass. The stuff was all over my face, on my dress, and I could feel a big drop clinging to the end of my nose. I don't know why, but I stuck out my tongue and the drop fell down. I quickly brought it back in. I looked up at him and said, "You've really made a fine mess on me."
"Yeah," he said, grinning.
I reached over and scooped up my panties and wiped at my face. I had forgotten the crotch was already quite wet and I smelled the fragrance from my cunt. "You won't want to fuck me now," I said, taking another swipe at my face.
"I want to, Jan, but I don't think I can," he said.
I fell onto my back, drew my feet up close to my buttocks, and let my knees fall apart. "You could do something else," I said. "I really need you, honey."
He knew what I meant and he hesitated for only an instant before he had his head between my legs. "Oh, boy, oh, honey, suck me good," I gasped when I felt his hot mouth close over my cunt.
I almost came the instant he started sucking. I closed my thighs against the sides of his face and hunched against him. He ate me out good, licking back and forth in the slit, sucking and nibbling at the clit, and finally jabbing into the hole with his tongue. I started coming, coming hard, and realized I had been wanting an orgasm since the moment Tony had kissed me by the car. I let my mind wander while the good feeling consumed my cunt and wondered if Tony did this to Vera. I was sure he did, sure he was good at it, too, and wondered without shame what it would feel like to have his head down there between my legs.
My orgasm was passing away and I sighed and let my legs fall from his cheeks. "Oh, that was so good, Jack, honey," I gasped, catching myself just in time. "You made me come so good."
"Favor for a favor," he said, and moved up on top of me.
I felt his cock hit against my leg. "Oh, Jack, are you hard again?"
"About halfway," he said.
I found his meat with my hand and stuffed the head into my cunt. "Get it completely hard," I said.
Once he was inside, his prick came back to life. I could feel it swell and stiffen as he pushed in. "Fuck me, Jack," I said, and raised my legs up over his back.
He fucked me rapidly and I had no doubts that I would come again. The pleasant feeling was already there. It needed only to be fanned into flame-and Jack's cock was doing the fanning. His thick cock filled me, thrilled me, possessed me. I was so possessed with his cock that it never entered my mind that one of the children might awaken, hear us, and come into see what was going on. We had never fucked anywhere but in the bedroom before.
"Slow down, honey, make it last. I can come most any old time, but it's too good to end," I said.
"Yeah," Jack grunted, and slowed his pace. "Is good, Jan. Jesus, you've really turned into one hot broad."
It was true, I had turned into one hot broad. Sex was so much better than it had been, and it seemed like I just couldn't get too much. It was great tonight because it had started great, and it had started great because of another man. I was turned on because I was making it up to Jack for letting Tony kiss me, for kissing him back, for wanting him to keep on kissing me. I really hadn't been unfaithful to Jack, but it was an indiscretion that I should never had allowed to happen. And since it had happened, there was no point in unnecessarily punishing myself for it. It had happened, no harm was done, and it wouldn't happen again. So I decided to enjoy as the first wave of orgasm washed over me. The second wave was stronger and I bucked up under him.
"I'm coming!" I gasped. "Come with me, darling, fill me, flood me, I want it. I love you so much, Jack, darling, and it's so good to make you happy!"
It almost turned me inside out when he came. And I was still bursting. It was so good it almost hurt. Coming off had never been better.
CHAPTER FOUR
We waited until the scores had been tallied and then went to the bar for our nightcap. Vera and Brad sat on one side of the booth and Tony and me on the other. I felt elated from Tony's company and drank my first drink too fast. It went right to my head.
"You promised we'd win high," I said, leaning against Tony, my hand on his arm.
"We had a couple of bad breaks and then I didn't play too well tonight. I guess it unnerved me sitting across from you all evening," Tony said.
"Flatterer," I quipped. The second round had arrived and I took a quick drink.
"We did come in second. Next week we'll knock them dead. We are a great team," he said.
"Yeah," I said, and tried to keep from blushing. We were a good team. We played well together.
We were sitting pretty close together and I could feel his leg against mine. It thrilled me. And then he was holding my hand again. I looked quicky at Vera, but she wasn't paying any attention. She was sitting too close to Brad and they were talking softly. I certainly couldn't see what she saw in him, not when she had a man like Tony to crawl into bed with every night.
I drained my glass and put it down with a clunk. "One more and I'd better get for home," I said.
"Whatever you say, darlin'," Tony said, and signaled the waitress for another round. He squeezed my hand under the table.
It was the first time he had called me that. I squeezed him back. It was foolishness to get so excited just sitting here beside him, but I couldn't help myself.
I finished the drink and had yet another before I said I had to go. I was feeling pretty drunk when I slid out of the booth, and didn't object when Tony slipped his arm around me. I no longer objected to Tony walking me to my car. I expected it. At the door I glanced back and saw Vera and Brad kissing. She really doesn't care, I thought, she's shameless letting him kiss her right there in the bar. Why, anyone could see them, even Tony.
We walked slowly and Tony held me very close. I leaned against him, acting a little more drunk than I actually was. I wasn't surprised when we got to the car and he turned me to him for a kiss. And I wasn't disturbed, either. I melted into his strong arms and he kissed me, but hard. Standing there with our bodies pressed together, and my inhibitions already a bit distant from the drinks, I felt that everything was changed somehow. I liked the way Tony kissed me, and I liked the way he pushed his tongue into my mouth when he did it. I didn't mind his hands suddenly active on my back, or even my ass.
And then I felt his hard prick pressing against my leg. It thrilled me to think that I could do that to him. It filled me with confidence that I could excite him. Because of that, and the booze, I ignored the warning flashes in my mind and pushed my tongue deep into his mouth. I think I was moaning softly.
He sucked hungrily at my tongue and put his hand on one of my tits, gently squeezing with his fingers and massaging my rapidly hardening nipple with his palm. I didn't stop him. I liked it. And then I realized his other hand had dropped to the bottom of my ass. He cupped one of my ample buns, the tips of his fingers moving between the cleft. His fingers were a soft thrill, and instead of pulling away, I crowded closer. His fingers searched the crevice, moving slowly downward until they were between my legs. I felt my skirt being pulled up until the backs of my legs were bare and I felt his hand against the naked flesh.
His fingers touched at the sensitive flesh between my thighs and then they were touching my panties. I groaned and let my head fall back when his finger slipped under my panties and touched my cunt. I was mad with lust, wanting him to do more.
I could feel his cock against my leg and instinctively reached down, let my hand slide between our bodies, and circled the throbbing bulge through his pants. I gasped, both my mind and body inflamed. I imagined myself on my back, my legs apart, and Tony on top of me. His cock felt so huge, easily bigger than Jack's. God, it would feel so good pushed deep inside my cunt. I started rubbing my hand around his cock, letting him feel my pussy as freely as he wanted. He slid his finger back and forth through my slit and then slowly pushed it up into my hole.
"Oh, Tony, oh," I muttered almost incoherently. I realized what was happening almost through a fog. And I knew it must go no further, but I was powerless to stop. I wanted more, more-I wanted to go all the way!
I really wasn't responsible any more, and slowly tugged at his zipper until it was completely open. It thrilled me to stealthily let my fingers sneak into his fly. I touched his cock with my fingertips and my heart jumped with delight. Surely there could be no harm in going just a little farther, maybe take it out, feel it, press it between my legs. Maybe let him put it in me just a little, just the tip-it would thrill me so. Jack would never know. It couldn't possibly hurt him.
I had my hand completely inside his pants when a car turned into the parking lot and for an instant caught us in its full glare. I was so startled I thought I would faint. I jerked my hand from his fly and pushed quickly away. The beautiful moment was gone, it was suddenly a furtive groping in the dark, something nasty and dirty.
"Tony this is madness, utter madness!" I cried, trying frantically to open the door. Tony knew it was over, too, and didn't try to stop me. He opened the door for me and closed it after I had gotten in.
"Are you okay? Can you drive?" he asked, peering at me through the open window.
"Certainly. I'm not that drunk," I said.
"Well, I wouldn't want anything to happen to you."
"Why not?" I glanced at him quickly, that same warm feeling going through me.
"I... I just wouldn't," he said.
I drove away then, afraid to linger for even another second. I was positive he was going to say he loved me.
I vowed that it had to stop, right here and now. No more, absolutely no more, ever. I certainly had no intention of breaking up a good marriage over a silly little infatuation.
After I got home, I had to sit in the car for a full five minutes to regain my composure. Sitting there, I realized how differently I had acted the last three Thursdays when I got home. Jack was no fool, surely he would begin to suspect something if it continued. I hatched a little scheme to throw him off, a smoke screen, so to speak. I don't know why women are so shrewish at times, just our nature, I guess.
I came in, said hello, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and stood looking down at him. He sensed my mood. "Something wrong?" he said.
"I didn't say anything before I left because the children were in and out, but I noticed those pictures you took of me weren't in your drawer. Did you take them to work with you?"
"Uh, well..." he stammered, a funny look crossing his face.
"Well, did you?" I hadn't even looked in his drawer, I had assumed he had them locked up.
"Yeah, yeah I did. I like to look at them," he said, keeping his eyes averted.
"I'll bet you took them to show to someone," I said.
"Aw, you know I wouldn't do that," he said, but Jack could never lie to me face to face without it showing, and it showed now.
"You did, I know you did. Don't lie to me, Jack Kelly. Tell me the truth." I was talking too loudly now.
He shot a look at me, not a pretty look. "Okay, yeah, I let Frank Smith see them. I'm sorry."
"Jack, how could you? You promised," I shrieked, putting both hands to my mouth. I realized almost instantly that I was putting on an act. I wasn't that upset. In fact, it kind of thrilled me to think of a strange man looking at them.
Jack was on his feet, his arms around me. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, honey. I won't do it again. I'll tear them up if you want."
I put my head on his shoulder and let him hold me. "Oh, Jack, I'm so embarrassed," I said. "What did he say?"
"Aw, honey, don't torture yourself. I'll get rid of them."
"No, what did he say, Jack?"
"Well, he just about flipped his lid. He said, 'Jesus Christ, Jack, is that really your wife? You lucky bastard.' That's exactly what he said."
"Did he really," I asked, thrilled.
"He sure did. He asked me later to see them again."
"Did you show him again?"
Jack hesitated a moment. "Yeah, yeah I did."
"Oh, Jack, you're so naughty. Kiss me, and then let's have a drink. I need a drink."
I'm sure that Jack was bewildered by my sudden change, but he didn't say anything. He kissed me and then went and made two tall drinks. I could still feel what I'd had earlier, especially now that I was relaxing again. A couple of beers earlier had dulled Jack's sense of smell so he hadn't noticed I'd been drinking. Of course, maybe he just assumed that I had a drink before coming home and didn't mind.
When he brought the drinks, I plopped down on his lap. "Oh honey, I love you so much," I said, and took a long drink. We started kissing and then taking a drink and then kissing again. By the time our glasses were empty I was well on the road to being drunk. "Honey," I said, putting his hand under my dress, "I'll let you take another picture of me if you promise not to show it to that old Fred Smith."
"Frank Smith," he corrected, disbelief on his face.
"Oh, whoever," I said, and giggled. "I'll go in the bedroom and you get the camera."
I went to the bedroom and quickly peeled out of my dress and stood in bra and panties, the little bikinis that revealed so much. I had on heels, but hadn't worn pantyhose again.
Jack gasped when he came in the room. "Do you want one of me like this?" I said, coyly.
He took a couple from different angles. I unsnapped my bra and let it fall to the floor. He took another. I pushed my panties down and stepped out of them. "Like this?" I said, and the camera went off. I posed while he took two more and then fell back on the bed. I still wore my red heels. I spread my legs open. "Want one like this?" He took one. "Come in closer," I said. I felt wild and totally uninhibited. I half-closed my eyes and imagined Frank Smith seeing these. It sent thrills up through my cunt.
I really don't know how many he took, the whole roll, I imagine. I held my arms out to him. "Get undressed and come to me. I'll look at the pictures later," I said.
I watched him undress until he was down to his shorts. I sat up and said, "Let me do the rest." I pulled the tented shorts down slowly, watching his prong bob up when it came free from the waistband. "Oh, my, such a nice hard-on. Is it for me?" I said.
"It sure as hell is," he said.
I bent forward, holding the shaft straight out with my hand, and gave the wet slit a big, wet kiss. "Does it really make you this excited to take pictures of me?"
"Yeah," he said.
"I guess I should have let you a long time ago."
He held my head in his hands and kissed me. I tasted of his tongue for a moment and then he was kissing my chin, and my neck, and my shoulders. His pace slowed when he reached the nipple on my right tit.
"God, Jan, you've got such great tits. They're so Firm and proud, no sag at all," he said.
I filled with pride, joyous that he liked them so. "If they're so nice, suck them," I said. He really sucked, bringing the nipple up hard, sending little thrills racing through my body. "Oh, goddamn, I like that, Jack. Now do it to the other one," I said.
He moved back and forth until he had both nipples hard and hurting, hurting good, and then moved on, kissing under my tits, along the swelling edges, and even into my armpits. That really gave me delicious chills. He wetted my belly with his lips and tongue, moving steadily down until he was at the fringe of my pubic hair. My heart was pounding with anticipation, and then he stopped and looked up at me, grinning.
"Oh, honey, don't stop now!" I cried. "Keep going down, you're almost to the best part." I put my hands on his head and pushed. I really wanted him to suck my pussy, and pushed until his mouth slid wetly into my gash. I wanted his mouth on my cunt every time we had sex now. It made the fucking so much better. "Eat me, you bastard, suck my cunt good!" I growled deep in my throat.
Jack was still amazed by my new sexuality. "You're really coming around, baby," he said. "Old Jack has really turned you into one hot cupcake." He dived into my cunt then, his mouth open, his tongue out, still congratulating himself on a job well done.
I was changed, all right, but at least partly because of my desire for another man, not Jack. It never dawned on the poor guy that my passion was heightened by a little infidelity. My desire and guilt for another man made me feel dirty, and feeling dirty turned me on. I was actually a better sex partner to Jack because I was cheating, at least cheating in my mind. I had allowed Tony a few liberties that I shouldn't have, but no harm was done because I had made up my mind that it would stop right there. I had no intention of letting Tony get me alone again.
I looked down at Jack and saw only his thick hair-his face was buried in my pussy. "Let me lay down, Jack, and then you can lay beside me... inverted, of course," I said, giggling.
I stretched out on my back and he lay beside me, his head going back between my legs. I lay relaxed and let him suck, enjoying the excitement his mouth brought to my cunt. I stroked his belly and thighs with one hand and finally found his rigid cock. I held it tightly for a moment and then urged it towards my mouth. He rolled over on top of me until we were in a full sixty-nine. I felt his hard thighs on each side of my head and took his cock into my mouth. It tasted good, felt good, and I even toyed with the idea of bringing him off, letting him come in my mouth. I started to come, then, his tongue deep in my hole, and forgot the foolish idea. It would probably have made me sick.
I was still tingling when we got turned around and his prick fucked my cunt. I groaned, amazed at how good it felt. I just lay back and let him fuck, encouraging him with dirty words. He had always wanted me to talk dirty when he fucked me, but I had always refused. How foolish I had been, because it made it better for me, too. It excited me to tell him to fuck me, tell him how good his big, hard cock felt, tell him how much my pussy loved his hard cock.
I knew I would come again, assuming that the second orgasm was my right, now. I imagined for a moment that it was Tony on top of me, riding hard, loving me, and I started coming. My knees came up and I grunted like some back-alley slut, loving the exquisite feeling, wanting it to go on and on. I don't know how Jack held off, the way I was twisting and turning and crying out, but he did. He kept sliding in and out, faster and faster. My cunt was a slippery, slimy mess.
My orgasm peaked and started slowly fading away, leaving me weak and numb, my legs feeling detached, no longer a part of me. Jack kept fucking my cunt. To my amazement, I started climbing to another peak. I would have made it, too, if Jack could have held out for just a little longer. He didn't, though, and came inside me with a gush and a grunt. I guess three comes in one session was too much to ask for.
He rolled off and lay on his back gasping for breath. When I finally regained my strength, I sat up and looked at his shriveled cock. It seemed like I just couldn't get enough any more, because I wanted to suck his cock. I wanted to suck it and make it hard again and make it spit into my mouth. I blushed at the thought.
I finally got up. On my way to the toilet, I stopped and looked at the pictures Jack had taken. Some of them were downright lewd-me lying on my back, my legs apart, my pussy open and inviting. I shivered, afraid that he would show these to other men. I wondered if it would excite them, make them want me.. I wondered, too, if there was any way he could take one of me holding his prick, or even sucking it.
CHAPTER FIVE
"It's been a rough day, Jack, so stop fucking around," I said when Jack got home from work and grabbed me by the ass. He wasn't used to my talking like that and looked very shocked. It kind of surprised me, too.
"What's the problem, honey?" he said.
"Oh... hell, I shouldn't take it out on you, Jack. The kids have been bugging me and it's just been a blah day. I was going to skip bridge tonight, but now I feel like going."
"I insist that you go, Janet. Playing bridge is a good outlet for you. You need it. Hell, I kind of look forward to it, too. The kids are studying usually and then go to bed. It gives me a chance to read or putter or whatever I feel like. I really think you should go. It wouldn't be too late to get Wilma, would it?"
"Uh, no, she was going, anyway," I stammered, not accustomed to lying. It bothered me to lie to Jack, but I had to go on now. "You go up and wash for supper and I'll give her a quick call. I'm sure she didn't get another partner yet." I had worried that Jack might talk to Wilma on the phone or something-though they really weren't good friends-ever since I told her that I wasn't going to play any more on Thursday night. We always played on Friday afternoons, anyway. My little flirtation was getting me in pretty deep, but one more night wouldn't hurt, and then I would tell Tony no more Thursday night games.
The instant I saw Tony I felt my grand resolutions fading away. Just the sight of him thrilled me, and when he took my hand I thought I would flip. I wondered if any of the other people noticed my reaction, but it wouldn't have mattered if they did because I couldn't help myself. Luckily, Jack didn't know any of them.
We didn't have a particularly good game, but we had fun. I laughed and had a tremendous time, forgetting all about my bad day. Vera and Brad came in first.
"Next week we'll beat their pants off, won't we, Tony?" I said.
"We sure as hell will," he said, and let his arm glide around my waist.
I blushed, wondering if anyone or everyone was looking. Surely, they could see we were having an affair, thinking it far worse than it really was. It was innocent, a few kisses, an exhilarating feeling, nothing more. "Let's go and have a drink, Tony. I think I need one," I said.
The first drink was a double and just what I needed. It made me relax and calmed my nerves right down. The second was a double, too, and made my head swim. I leaned heavily against Tony and squeezed his hand. I was holding it in my lap and could feel his hard knuckles press my thigh.
I looked up quickly, knowing how it must look to Vera, and saw them kissing. It shocked me. They were kissing hard, right there in the bar, right in front of Tony. I wanted Tony to kiss me, too, but not right out in public.
"Those drinks went to my head, Tony. I need fresh air. Walk me to my car," I said. I was embarrassed for him, I don't know why, and wanted to get him out of there. We got up and left and neither Vera or Brad said so much as goodbye. There were too wrapped up in their wild necking. I felt disgusted.
We were about halfway to the car when Tony turned to kiss me. "Oh... Tony, darling," I whispered, and took his tongue into my mouth. We must have stopped to kiss every five steps from there on.
I leaned against the car and let him hold me, fondle me, love me. He kissed me hard and then his hands were under my blouse. My tits were bare and I blushed pink when his hand cupped my tit-flesh and felt my rapidly swelling nipples.
"I... I didn't wear a bra tonight," I stammered, excited beyond belief.
"Yes, I noticed," he said. "Oh, honey, your breasts are magnificent, great, just great."
"They're not as big as Vera's," I said, not knowing why I said it.
"Forget about Vera. Let's just think about us," he said.
My head was swimming, my tits burning with pleasure. I felt the pleasure between my legs, too. I knew I should stop it, but I didn't want to, not quite yet, and remembered the car lights of last Thursday. "Let's get in... the car, just for a minute," I whispered.
Tony opened the door and we got in. We were safe inside, locked in an embrace before I realized we were in the back seat, not in the front as I had intended. We were safe from prying eyes with no steering wheel to get in our way. I should have known what was going to happen, but I was still naive enough to think that it would stop with some kisses and a little petting.
We had already taken certain liberties, so I didn't object when his hand slid inside my blouse. I moved closer to him while tiny thrills danced in my nipples. We were alone in the darkness of the car. It would hurt no one, so why should I object? I didn't object, I let him squeeze my tits. I leaned back and Tony kissed my throat. He had my blouse unbuttoned now. His lips, his precious lips rained tiny kisses upon my tits. I almost gasped when he took a nipple into his mouth. I loved it. I was aflame with lust.
I felt him raising my skirt and a lump of fear knotted in my throat-how far would I let him go? His fingers touched my bare thigh and I realized I didn't mind. If he had been less confident perhaps I would have stopped him, but he was so sure of himself, as if it was his right to put his hand under my dress. He pushed me down until I was under him, my skirt going higher. His hand felt my thighs and I'm sure my legs opened just a little.
I closed my eyes and the whole world seemed to sway back and forth. I felt his hand on the crotch of my panties and knew I was near the point of no return. He kept pressing until the tiny crotchband was up in my pussy-slit.
"Oh, Tony, I've never cheated on Jack," I said.
His answer was to bring his lips to mine. I kissed back hungrily and then lifted slightly when he tugged at my panties. They came down surprisingly easy, onto my thighs, past my knees, and down my calves. I think I freed one foot and then kicked them off. His hand came to my cunt, feeling, probing, and finally entering. His finger slid easily inside my pussy.
And the I lost all contact with reality-my passion for this man knew no bounds. It even excited me all the more that I was cheating on my husband. I disentangled one arm and groped for his fly. This time, I got his zipper down and my hand around his cock, then pulled it out. It felt so huge there in the dark, easily larger than Jack's. I slowly stroked it.
"Jan, Jan, my darling Jan," he whispered, "let me get my pants down. I don't want to scratch you with my zipper."
"Yes," I sighed, releasing his marvelous prick.
His pants came down and he straddled me, my legs open for him. I found his prick with my hand and guided it in. "Fuck me, Tony, I want it so bad!" I cried. The head of his cock slipped inside my cunt.
I hadn't intended for it to go this far, but it had, and his cock felt so good, so big, so alive. I was shameless, I felt no guilt. A man other than my husband had his cock in me. And I wanted it. He was going to fuck me, make me feel deliriously good, make me come. And I wanted it. Oh, God, how I wanted it.
He slid into me so easily, so effortlessly, as if it were nothing new, as if he had been fucking me forever. I grunted my approval and hunched my ass up to him to get his whole cock in there. His prick felt so huge, much more so than Jack's, and it felt so hot and hard. I could almost feel the thick veins throbbing, it filled me so completely. He had it in all the way, and he started moving, slowly, deliberately, with an expertise I hadn't believed possible. I thought I would go through the roof of the car, it thrilled me so.
He held me tightly, his mouth against my ear, his cock deep, fucking slowly in and out. He sucked my lobe for a moment and then started whispering, moaning, "Aw, shit, Janet, that feels so fucking good. You sweet bitch, I had no idea you would be so tight, how can you be so tight, it's unbelievable.
I knew I had to have you from the first night we were partners. I knew, too, that I could fuck you, I could tell. It'll take some time, I told myself, but Janet will come across, she can be fucked, and it will be worth it. It's worth it, Janet, Oh, Jesus, you are good!"
I should have been shocked, no, enraged at his insulting, obscene remarks-but they only excited me more. "How... how did you know?" I gasped, not wanting to talk, wanting only to absorb myself in what we were doing, wanting only to enjoy, to let it happen, let him fuck me, let him make me come. I was so near already.
"How did I know?" he asked. "I knew because you look like a fuck, and from the first moment we were together, you acted like a fuck. Maybe you didn't realize it, Janet, but you're a fuck and have been all along. You realize it now, don't you?"
"Yes, Tony, yes," I hissed. "I think I wanted you to fuck me the first time I saw you, and I've wanted you to fuck me all these past Thursdays, and I still want you to fuck me... keep fucking me, darling, I'm going to come!"
"I won't be far behind," Tony growled.
"No, don't come yet. Keep fucking, but don't come yet!" I shrieked.
Oh, God, I was coming so hard that I didn't want it to ever end. I wanted him to fuck me all night. The fact that we were cramped into the back seat of a car for our illicit fuck or that I was a cheat, a wanton slut, meant nothing. I just wanted to keep coming. My whole body tingled with the thrill-I felt good, wonderful, excited. He kept fucking and somehow didn't come. I lay rigid under him, my stiff body jerking with pleasure, until it finally started to recede.
"You can come now, Tony," I said softly. "I want you to come inside me, feel the way I felt. I... I love you, Tony." I wasn't sure at that moment if I really loved him or if I simply loved his cock. I was a fuck and I knew it. I didn't want it to happen again, but even now after climax, I knew it would.
"I love you, too, Jan," he mumbled. "I'm gonna come!"
I felt his cock swell and even felt his cum spilling inside me. I didn't really come again, but his climax gave me a sweet, contented feeling. I had made him come. My body, my cunt had surrounded him and brought him to the peak of bliss. Yes, I had fucked Tony even more than he had fucked me, and I made him come, made him shoot his jism into my belly. I had ho idea that a woman could feel so fulfilled by using her body to satisfy a man. I think I had another orgasm then. I'm not sure because everything was hazy. I just knew he was lying exhausted on top of me, his magnificent prick going soft inside my cunt.
"Don't take it out yet, darling. I like it in there," I said.
We lay there like that for what seemed like an eternity before he was up and wiping himself with his handkerchief. He dabbed, too, at my dripping pussy.
"I didn't mean all those ugly things I said about you, Jan. I was so turned on, so hot for you. I guess it made it more exciting to abuse you verbally. Maybe I was putting the blame on you because I've wanted you from the first moment I saw you," Tony said.
"It's okay," I said, "it excited me, too." I felt all warm and good inside. "You were right at least in part. Tonight I wanted you every bit as much as you wanted me. We shouldn't have done it, but we did and I'm glad now. I know it will never, never happen again, but we have this time forever." I felt even then that what I was saying was stupid because deep down inside I knew Tony Bonino would fuck me again.
Driving home I felt confused. I knew I should feel guilty, ashamed, but I only felt confused. I wasn't sure why it even happened; I certainly hadn't been looking for it; Jack had always satisfied me completely-at least I'd always thought so.
I breezed into the house as if nothing had happened and said, "Hello, darling. Good night?"
His book dropped to his lap, his face lit up. "It is now," he said, lust gleaming in his eyes.
I knew then that I loved the guy and had to make it all up to him somehow. Another man had fucked me, and I had enjoyed it, every second, but I couldn't let him get too near me. He'd surely have his way, and then he would know. God, he might even want to go down on me. I had to keep him at bay.
"I don't feel too good, honey," I said quickly. "I think I'm catching a damn summer cold. I'm going to take a steaming hot bath and go right to bed."
I could see the disappointment in his eyes. My heart went out to him, but I had no alternative. "I'd better not even kiss you," I added heartlessly.
I undressed in the bathroom and stuffed my clothes into the hamper. The tub was cold against my feverish skin, but the hot water warmed me quickly. I lay back and let the tub fill until I was completely covered. My dark nipples and hairy cunt looked distorted, kind of surrealistic and scary. I closed my eyes and let the heat relax my tense muscles. It did feel good.
I saw a bright flash through my closed lids and opened my eyes instantly. Jack stood over me with his camera, a wide grin on his face.
"Jack, you sneaked up on me!" I cried.
"I hope the flash doesn't reflect too much on the water," he said, then looked at the picture. "Not bad. Put your hand between your legs like you're playing with yourself," he said.
"Oh, Jack, no. That's obscene," I said.
"Come on, honey. It'll be under the water and not really clear," he said, his voice pleading.
Shit, I really do owe him, I thought. The warmth had seeped throughout my body and I felt drunk again, drunk and good and just a little turned on. "Oh hell, I guess it won't," I said, and let my hand slide between my legs. I didn't want the photo to be a phony, so I really snuggled my hand against my cunt. By the time the flash went off I had my index finger shoved into my cunt-hole.
Jack kneeled beside the tub, grabbed my face in his hands and kissed me.
"Jack, my cold," I squealed.
"Fuck your cold," he said. "You look so beautiful tonight. You're such a good sport, honey. Dry off and let me take one like that on the bed."
I couldn't resist him. He looked so happy at the prospect. Then it kind of excited me to think of him taking my picture while I jerked off. I'd never really masturbated before. Oh, I'd felt myself and tickled a little, but never actually did it or made myself come. "Okay," I said, and raised up out of the water.
"Good girl," Jack chortled.
I dried off and went in and got on the bed. I felt flustered and suddenly very happy. It thrilled me to open my legs like this to Jack and his camera. I had my legs wide open and let my hand slide down my belly to my pussy.
"Like this?" I asked, fingering my cunt.
"Move your hand a little to the left so I can get your pussy," he said.
I seemed to have an instinct for this sort of thing and got my hand more to the side. The tip of my finger was in my cunt.
"Yeah, yeah, like that. Oh, honey, that's great, you're all open and... push your finger in a little more!" he cried.
I willingly obliged, letting my finger go in. I pushed until it was all the way in. He took the picture, laughing with glee.
"Don't move yet, honey. Let me see how it comes out. I may want to try a couple of different angles," he said.
I lay there, my legs open, a silly grin on my face, waiting for him to take some more. Without really realizing it, I started to jerk off. I slowly finger-fucked my hole while my thumb pressed and rubbed at my agitated clit. It felt better and better with each motion.
"It turned out pretty good, hon," he said, looking up. His jaw dropped open. "Jesus, Jan, you're jacking-off!"
"Uh-huh," I said, nodding my head. I must have had a faraway look on my face because I know I sure felt distant. I felt pleasantly drunk, extremely drunk, extremely happy, and my body hummed with pleasure. "Feels good, Jack, makes me feel good," I murmured.
He took several pictures, I'm not sure how many, talking all the while.
"I think I'll get a better camera, Janet. Polaroid's are so flat. I could get some lights, a good camera, and really take some great pictures," he said.
"Oh, honey, don't spend too much money," I said, not really caring how much he spent. I felt so good I didn't give a damn about anything else. "You're not showing these pictures to any other men are you?" I asked, a new thrill tingling my cunt.
"Well," he said slowly, knowing he couldn't lie to me, "I have shown a few of them." Then he added, suddenly confident that he could get away with it, "Yeah, actually I took them to work with me a couple of times. All of them."
"Oh, Jack, you shouldn't have. You embarrass me. Who did you show them to, that Smith man?"
I was getting so excited that I had to stop a minute so I wouldn't come. I wanted to prolong it as long as possible.
"Yeah, sure. Frank Smith," he said.
"To anyone else? Oh, God, Jack, not to anyone I know, I hope," I said.
"Uh... no, course not, honey," he said.
"You're lying, Jack," I said.
"Okay, yeah, I was lying. I did show a couple to someone that knows you."
I flushed, wondering who. "Who?" I said.
"Really, babe, you wouldn't want to know," Jack said.
"You're right, I don't want to know, but I have to. Who?"
"Okay, if you say so." He didn't answer right away and took another picture. "It was Chuck Stern."
"Oh, goddamn, Jack, how could you? Whatever possessed you? His wife Elsie is in my monthly bridge club, and they go to the same church as we do. How could you, Jack? He's such a religious man, too."
"Religious, my ass. He's a lecher and a pussy chaser. You should have seen him when I showed them to him."
"Ohhh, Jack," I gasped, my excitement growing. "I'll never be able to look him in the eye again. God, Jack, you're so naughty." I really didn't care as much as I said. The idea was exciting me tremendously and I had my finger working again. It was marvelous. I could regulate it perfectly, holding my orgasm on the brink time and time again. Actually, I was just saying what I thought Jack would expect me to say. He had already let someone see the first ones. What could it hurt to show the rest, and if more than one man saw them, well... so what? "What did he say when you showed them to him? Chuck, I mean," I said.
"He damn near creamed in his pants, honey. I showed him the last ones we took, you know, the completely nude split shots.
"Oh, fuck, Jack, what did he say?"
"These are his exact words, honey: 'Jesus Christ, Jack, that's Janet. My God, what a pussy. How did you ever get her to let you take these?'" I stopped jerking off and just held my hand tight against my cunt. "What did you say to that?"
"I told him you enjoyed posing for me. You wanted me to take them," he said. He looked so damn sure of himself, smirking down at me. He had my number, or at least he thought he did. "Did Frank Smith like them?"
"He sure did. I gave him one," Jack said. "Jack, you bastard, you dirty bastard!" I cried. "Next thing you'll be renting me out."
"Jesus, I could make a bundle," he said.
I stared at him in shock, my mouth open.
"Just kidding, honey," he said.
I was awfully close to coming, even just holding on and not moving. "Lie up here beside me. I want to kiss you," I said as huskily as I could.
He put the camera down and was on the bed with me. He kissed me. "Actually, I meant I wanted to kiss you lower," I said.
"Aw, fuck, you are the greatest," he said, and slid his body up the bed until his pajama fly was directly even with my face.
Actually, I had decided to suck his cock while I was still in the bath. I could suck him until he was about to come and finish him with my hand, and he wouldn't want to fuck-or worse, go down on me. I was sure he would know if he stuck his cock in there-it was still full of Tony's slimy cum. I could feel it with my finger, all slippery and wet. I didn't want him to suspect for an instant that another man had fucked me.
I spread open his pajama front and deftly extracted his cock. He couldn't have been any harder. "Lovely, Jack, lovely. Your cock is so nice and hard for me," I said, and kissed and licked the knob until it was sleek and wet. I had grown to love the rich salty taste of pre-cum. I let the taste fill my mouth and then took in the head, slowly massaging the shaft with my hand. I started finger-fucking myself again, the sensations increasing rapidly. It wouldn't take me long like this.
I let my tongue slide back and forth against the underside of his cock-head. I could feel the valley under his heart-shaped knob, and the thick ridge of his peeled-back foreskin. A man's cock is a beautiful thing, I decided, a beautiful thing that can give a woman a tremendous amount of pleasure. I enjoyed sucking more every time that I did it.
Jack enjoyed it, too. He encouraged me with his hands on my head and with little cries of pleasure, richly sprinkled with obscene remarks. "Oh, goddamn, Jan, that is good. Suck me, make me come!" he cried. I started stroking his shaft, gripping it tightly in my fist and pulling the skin back as far as it would go, while my mouth sucked, my tongue licked, and my lips slurped his prick. "Aw, fuck, baby, you're the best cock-sucker in the world. No slut could do better!" I reveled in his lewd remarks. I was a slut sucking his cock, and I loved it.
I knew that he was getting close, so I squeezed his cock tightly. I was close, too, and wanted to come at the same time he did. I had three fingers in my cunt as far as they would go. I couldn't hold him off any longer. He was going to come, and still I kept his cock in my mouth. I puckered my lips, sucking his prick-head with everything I had. He was holding my head in place so I couldn't pull back, but he didn't need to bother-I wanted him to come in my mouth!
He stiffened and lurched, forcing more of his cock into my mouth. The awful cum shot out, slippery and hot, and seemed to fill my mouth. I started coming, too, and swallowed a thick mass of his jism. It went down hotly and I sucked harder. More cum came in a fat wad and I swallowed that, too. My cunt throbbed with ecstasy, the thrill almost stupefying. I wanted more, more, my whole mouth filled with it, but there wasn't any more. He jerked back as if he wanted to pull free, then lay still and let me nurse. I nursed for a long time, until he was completely soft, playing with myself all the while. I made my come last longer than any I had ever had.
I had cheated on Jack tonight, but not really. His reward had been far greater since I had fucked Tony. I was actually a better wife because of it, satisfying my husband completely. Jack had benefited because I had cheated. I had finally sucked him to completion, took his hot cum into my mouth and drank it down. My throat still tingled with the burning sensation his hot jism had left in its wake.
"Aw, shit, honey, that was wonderful. I didn't think you would ever do that for me," he said.
"I did it for you because I knew how much you wanted it. I love you, Jack, darling. I want only to make you happy."
"Was it so bad?" he said.
"Not too bad. I didn't gag. I thought I would."
"You're wonderful, Janet. I love you," he said.
I felt wonderful. My whole body felt warm and soft and good. I loved the feeling. "I love you, too," I whispered.
We went to bed naked. I curled into a little ball on my side, my ass nestled against his hairy belly. I was almost asleep when I realized little John was standing beside the bed.
"I had a bad dream, Mommy," he said, "I'm scared."
I flipped back the covers. "Get in bed, darling. Mommy will protect you," I said.
He got in and snuggled close. He lay still for a moment, then sat up. "What's the matter?" I asked.
"You aren't wearing any pajamas, Mommy.
Can I take off my pajamas, too?" he said.
"Yes, I guess, for a little while," I answered.
He was out of bed, naked, and back in bed in an instant. With his back to me, he snuggled hard against my soft belly. He felt so good there, his smooth, naked little body, so perfect and innocent. I'll never know what possessed me, but my hand found his little cock. I felt it, squeezed it, cupped his tiny balls, amazed that they would someday be big like his daddy's.
"Do you feel better?" I whispered.
"I feel fine," he muttered, almost asleep.
It thrilled me to play with his little cock, so I continued. It grew in my hand, got hard and straight even though I think he was fast asleep. I gently, very gently jerked off my little boy.
I was almost asleep, too, and wondered how I would feel if I was to meet Chuck Stern sometime when I was alone, when there was no one else around. What must he think of me after seeing those pictures? Would he think I'm easy and try to...? Probably. Nice girls don't pose for pictures like I did for Jack. Am I a loose woman? Would I let Chuck take liberties with me? He... he would surely want to fuck me. Or, what's-his-name... Smith, Frank Smith. I'm sure he would try something. He'd see me for what I am and would try to get in my pants, if I was wearing any. I giggled lewdly. It was incredible, but I was turned on again and wondered what little John's tiny prick would feel like in my cunt. I blushed red in the darkness and let go of the boy's prick. My hand crept back, though, and lightly fingered his hard little cock. My other hand had found its way to my pussy, coming in from behind though the backs of my legs.
I was jerking off again, my body alive, hot, ripe for another climax. I wondered what Frank Smith looked like. Was he a big, rugged guy? Was he well-hung? Yes, Frank Smith would want to fuck me. He would fuck me, take me against my will and force his huge cock into my helpless cunt. I tried to imagine what his cock looked like, how much hair he had. I almost felt it inside my pussy, exciting me, thrilling me.
And then I was coming, gloriously coming. I grunted and jacked off harder. John's little prick pressed hard against my hairy cunt. I pumped his little prick harder, faster, and kept coming.
Coming, coming, wonderful, sweet, marvelous, coming. I adored the feeling! I loved to come!
CHAPTER SIX
Jack had been gone since yesterday morning, that was Wednesday, and I missed him terribly. He didn't have to go out of town on business very often, yet I hated it more each time. I just don't sleep well alone. John had slipped in during the night and had crawled in with me, but it wasn't the same as having my husband.
I had definitely decided to skip bridge, but changed my mind at the last minute. I was lonely. Oh, the kids were all home, but it didn't help. I knew I shouldn't go, especially since my conscience couldn't live with more than one infidelity, and I knew what might happen when I saw Tony again. But my willpower flagged, I had to go.
I was just putting the finishing touches on my face when little John ran in. He wore a T-shirt and shoes and socks, nothing else. Joyce came in close behind. She was steaming.
"Mother, you've got to spank him and make him put his pants on. I've told him a hundred times he can't run around the house like that!" Joyce cried.
John looked up at me, his big blue eyes shining. "Bye, Mommy," he said.
"I'll handle it, Joyce. You go on with whatever your were doing and I'll get some pants on him," I said.
"You're too easy with him, Mom. He knows he can get away with murder around here," she said, exasperated.
"I'll handle it, honey," I said calmly.
"Oh, damn, damn, damn," Joyce fumed, stomping from the room.
"Watch your language, young lady," I yelled after her. I squatted down in front of John and kissed him on the forehead. "It's naughty to run around the house without any trousers, John, and it embarrasses your sisters. Now, I insist that you don't do it any more," I said, trying to sound very severe.
"Play with me, Mommy," he said.
"Honey, Mommy's gong to bridge, you know that. I haven't time to play a game with you," I said.
"No, I mean like last night," he said insistently.
"Wha... what do you mean?" I stammered.
"Like this, Mommy," he said. He took my hand and put it to his crotch. "I like it when you do that."
"Oh, God," I whispered. I thought I would never blush again after what I had done, but I did blush then. My cheeks burned. I had been certain that he was asleep... both times.
"Oh, John, I can't, it's naughty," I said, but I didn't take my hand away.
"It's not naughty!" he cried. "Besides, you did it before."
"I shouldn't do this, John. Mommies aren't supposed to," I said, squeezing his little balls and cock. "You won't tell anyone, not anyone, will you?"
"I won't tell, not even Daddy," he said.
"Especially Daddy. It's got to be our secret."
"Just our secret," John said.
"I'll do it once more, but you have to promise not to ask any more." I was already sliding his tiny prick between my finger and thumb.
"I promise," he said, his eyes closed, a big smile on his face.
It amazed me how hard he got. His little prick stood straight out like a pencil. I knew how wrong I was, but this would be the last time, and it didn't hurt him, anyway. He would be big all too soon and fucking girls. It thrilled me, too. I cupped his balls in one hand and gently stroked his cock. He moaned softly, his little body quivering with pleasure. I stopped abruptly and stood up. "That's it, young man, now you go and get some pants on and mind the girls. I've got to go."
On the way to the hotel, I made up my mind that it wouldn't be a repeat of last Thursday. I would play bridge, have a good time, and come straight home afterward to my kids. Joyce was old enough to sit with the other two, but I still had no business staying late. I wished now that I had worn underwear. The weave of the sweater I was wearing rubbed against my nipples and made them tingle. It made them stand up, too, and I was sure I would be embarrassed at bridge. And when the cool night air wafted up under my skirt it made my pussy feel funny.
My heart skipped a beat when I saw Tony standing at the front door waiting for me. He came out to meet me and quickly put his arms around me.
"God, I've missed you Janet. It's been a whole week," he said.
"I missed you, too, Tony," I said.
He kissed me then. "Tony, not here, someone will see us!" I cried.
"There's no one out here to see us," Tony said.
"Well, someone might come out," I said logically-although my heart wasn't acting logically "I didn't mean to offend you, Jan, but I just couldn't wait until after bridge to hold you close," he said.
"Oh, darling, you didn't offend me," I said, and put my mouth up to his. I felt truly alive, deliriously happy, oblivious to anything but his lips, and I didn't care if someone did come out and see us. We held the kiss a long time. I felt a wetness between my legs. When the cool night air fluttered under my skirt, a shiver raced up my spine.
"Are you cold?" Tony asked.
"No... I'm excited," I said.
I tasted his tongue, sucked on it hungrily. It thrilled me down to my toes. I almost suggested we just skip bridge, but somehow managed to hold my tongue.
We had been playing bridge for almost half an hour before I noticed that Vera wasn't there. I guess I couldn't see anyone but Tony. He said she couldn't come tonight because she had to go across town to her mother's. The old lady was in her eighties and her health wasn't good. When she had trouble, Vera would go and spend the night with her.
I had trouble keeping my mind on the game, but still managed to play quite well. I would look across the table at Tony and he would return my look-and we both knew what the other was thinking.
In spite of my preoccupation with Tony, I noticed how attentive the other men were. I had to struggle to keep from blushing when they looked at me. Men hadn't looked at me like that in the past, and it embarrassed me, even though I was flattered. I knew my tits looked bigger without a bra, and I knew it was obvious that I wasn't wearing one. My nipples stuck out for one thing, and I have large nipples. I liked the way Tony looked at them, but the other men seemed to be taking unspoken liberties with me. I would have to be more careful how I dressed in the future.
We went down to the bar afterwards, but there was another group from the club there so I had to sit across from Tony instead of beside him. I ached to touch him, to have him touch me. I would have let him kiss me all he wanted right there in the bar if those other people hadn't been there. We had one drink and decided to go.
"Incidentally," Tony said, "Vera's got the car. You will drive me home, won't you?"
"Silly question, darling. You know I will," I said.
I gave him the keys and told him to drive. I didn't move close to him, but sat against the door looking at him, eating him with my eyes. It made me want him all the more.
"You don't have to sit so far away," he said.
"I'm enjoying just looking at you, darling. You'll find out just how close I can get after we stop," I said.
"You're getting me all excited," he said.
"I'm already all excited," I said. Excited wasn't the word. It was all I could do to keep from pouncing on him. He had to know that I was braless, but he couldn't know that I had worn no panties-and that excited me. I felt brazen and shameless. Jack out of town and I was on my own. I wanted Tony, needed him, loved him-oh, God, how I loved him!
He only lived about four blocks from the hotel and the trip was over too soon. I wanted to look at him and let my hunger build.
He pulled into his driveway and cut the engine. "Let's go in the house and have a drink," he said.
"What time will Vera be home?" I said. The house was dark, so I assumed she was still at her mother's.
"She probably won't come home tonight. She usually stays all night when the old lady is feeling poor," he said.
"Well, just one. I can't stay late because the kids are home alone tonight," I said.
"Where is your husband?" he asked.
"He's out of town," I said. I realized I shouldn't have told him this.
He had me in his arms the instant we were in the house, and I knew we would never get that drink. Jack was out of town, Tony wanted me, I wanted him, and the kids were big enough to stay alone for a while longer. He switched on the lights and I pulled away from him. "Let me see your house," I said, and walked into the living room. It was nice, but I really didn't see it. I hadn't come in to look at the house.
I walked away from him into the middle of the room. "Nice. Now where's the bedroom?" I said, and lifted my skirt up, exposing my bare ass to his eyes.
"Jesus, you're naked under that sweater and skirt," he said.
"I have been all evening," I said.
He started towards me, but I held out my hand. "Wait," I said. I turned away from him again and slowly pulled my sweater over my head. Flinging it to the floor, I turned to face him. My tits bounced, the nipples already hard.
"Oh, God, you are gorgeous," Tony gasped.
I swelled with pride and stuck my big tits out at him. I let him ogle for a moment and then started to slowly push my skirt downward. My heart pounded and I felt like I had never felt before as my skirt moved downward, exposing first the fringe of dark hair. It thrilled me the way his eyes devoured me. I could see the appreciation stamped on his face. When I was fully exposed, I closed my legs and let the skirt slide to the floor. I stood naked before him, grinning lewdly.
"Do you like me?" I asked.
"Janet, I love you," he said.
"I love you, too, Tony. I love you so much it hurts. Take me to your bed and fuck me," I said.
He came to me and picked me up. I laid my head on his shoulder while he carried me to the bedroom. My cunt ached for his prick. I had never been happier, not even on my wedding night.
He put me on the bed and turned on every light in the room. "So I can see you better," he explained. He then undressed for me, slowly, as erotically as a man can. I gasped when finally he pushed his shorts past his swelled prick. It was beautiful, hard and pulsing, lifting with each beat of his heart. It was larger than Jack's, but of course I already knew this. I hadn't seen it in the darkness of the car, but I had felt it-oh God, how I had felt it. I feasted my eyes on the gorgeous thing.
Tony stepped up to the bed and stopped, his cock wagging at me. He could see the lust on my face and was testing me, I'm sure, waiting to see what I would do. I didn't disappoint him and reached out and took his cock in my hand. I caressed it, loving it because of what it was, adoring it because it was part of the man I loved, and loved it because I just plain wanted it. I don't think I ever wanted a cock as much, never as long as I had lived.
I stared at it with desire. It was so thick and smooth, and so nice and long. He was circumcised, and the head was sleek and hard and more pointed than Jack's. The open hole in the end was already wet and drooling salty pre-cum. I knew what he wanted me to do, and I wanted it myself. He helped me make a decision by putting his hands to the back of my head. He urged me with a touch that was light, and I brought my head forward. I kissed his cock. It was wetter than Jack's usually was, and salty. My tastebuds reacted with delight. I had the whole head in my mouth.
"Oh, yes, my darling, suck me," Tony murmured.
He didn't move, just let me feast on his prick. I sucked the knob until it was wet and clean, and then took as much of the thing as I could. I wanted him to fuck my mouth, to push in and out as if he had it in my cunt, but he didn't. I drew my lips back, holding his cock tightly, until it fell free. I looked up at him and smiled, and then fell onto my back and let my legs fall open.
I was lying on a strange bed completely naked, my legs open for a man other than my husband, a man that had already fucked me once. I couldn't blame liquor this time. I'd had one small drink and was sober as a judge. I guess I was drunk, though, drunk with desire for Tony. God, how he turned me on. I wanted him to make love to me-to fuck me and ravage me and never stop.
"Fuck me, Tony," I whispered, "fuck me now."
He came down on top of me, his marvelous, muscled body pinning me to the bed. I got his cock in my hand and nuzzled it to my hole. It went right in, the pointed head forcing me open as it plunged to my depths. I raised my thighs, pressing against his hips, and brought my ass up to meet his final lunge. When he was in all the way and stroking smoothly, I matched his rhythm, helping him to fuck me with every fiber in my body. It was even better than I remembered, better than I had been anticipating for a whole week. Yes, I'll finally admit it to myself, I have waited the last week for only one thing-to let Tony Bonino fuck me again.
"Is it good, darling?" he asked.
He knew without asking because I was moaning and humping like a wild animal in heat. "It's wonderful," I said.
"Better than with your husband?" he said.
"Yes, yes, a thousand times better!" I cried. It was as if he was trying to debase me, make me admit things I shouldn't, make me bare my very soul to him. "Goddam yes, it's better. I'm so hot I can't stand it. Good! Good! Good! Fuck me, fuck, me, fuck me!" I shouted.
Tony was very accommodating. He fucked me, oh, how he fucked me. I could feel his lovely cock deep inside me-and it was moving, moving, moving. I could feel it down to the tips of my toes.
"Oh, my darling, I love you so much," I gasped, "and I love what you're doing to me. Keep fucking, honey, you're going to make me come so hard."
It was ecstasy and I was sure I was in heaven, in fucking heaven, at least. I was moaning loudly, and started tossing my head from side to side, on the very edge of a massive orgasm when I saw her standing in the doorway.
"Oh, my God!" I screamed. "Tony, Tony, it's Vera, she sees us. Oh, darling, no, she's home, she's standing there watching us!"
Tony didn't even slow down or even look back. "Just relax, honey, relax and enjoy. Vera doesn't care. Aw, baby, you're the best fuck I've ever had." He kept hammering into my cunt, harder and harder.
I was revolted for an instant, even thought I would get sick, and then it started. It came on so quickly, so hard and good that I was delirious with passion and suddenly didn't care, just didn't give a good goddamn.
"Oh, darling, no... oh, oh, honey, I'm going to come!" I cried. I bucked under him, jerking my hips up to meet his ramming prick. "FUCK ME, TONY, FUCK ME!" I screamed.
I writhed with ecstasy. It was absolutely the strongest, the most thrilling, the most exciting, the best come I had ever in my whole life experienced. I became part of him, our loins literally melting together from the heat of our lust. I gripped him with my thighs trying to prolong the feeling.
"Oh, honey, it was so good. I came so hard," I whispered. I shot a glance to the door. "She's still there, honey. We... we'd better stop, darling."
"God, no, baby, I haven't made it yet. Just lie still. Let me finish, I gotta finish, Janet. Jesus, you feel so good."
"You feel good, too. Yes, yes, it's still good, still feels wonderful, but, but..." My eyes were filled with tears, I was sobbing. "Why doesn't she go away? Why does she just stand there and watch? She could go in the next room and wait. Oh, oh! Honey, I'm so embarrassed, it feels so good. Oh, darling, don't stop, it feels too good."
"That's my girl. I knew you wouldn't let me down. Don't blame Vera, honey. Maybe she's getting her nuts off watching us. I'm getting close, Jan, talk dirty to me, talk dirty so she can hear," he said.
"No, honey, I can't, I can't," I gasped.
"Talk dirty, make me come. I want to come so badly, Jan. You can help me," he cried.
"Tony, no..." He was pleading with me, holding me so close I could hardly breathe. I had to do it for him. "Tony, Tony my darling, fuck me, make me come again." I glanced at Vera. She was leaning against the door jamb and she was grinning. "I... I love you, Tony. Fuck me, fuck me!"
"Aw, you sweet bitch, I'm gonna fill you with my jizz!" he cried. "I love you, too, Jan baby. You're the best, better than Vera, better than anybody. You fuck so good, you horny little bitch, you slut, you cheater, you cunt. I love you, I love you, I love you, baby, even if you are a fuck, a pushover. You were so easy, Jan, so easy to fuck. Say you're easy, honey, tell me you like it."
"No, no, no, I love it!" I yelled. "I love it when you fuck me. Shit, shit, shit, I love it, love the piss out of it when you fuck me!" I cried, using some of the things that Jack liked. "Goddamn you, you motherfucker... you are a motherfucker, Tony, I have three kids. Oh, Jack, darling, I think I'm going to come again. Come with me, please, squirt your stuff in there. Come on, come on, come, you bastard, you motherfucker... come, come, come!" I was chanting it over and over, my ass churning in a frenzy to bring him off with me.
And then he was coming, too. I felt his prick swell and go rock-hard as his cum came surging into me. I could actually feel it pumping in, all wet and slippery. My orgasm made my vision all blurry and it throbbed in my belly. Suddenly, a sharp thrill blasted through my asshole, almost painful, but so strong that I thought I would faint. It was the first time it had ever happened. I hoped it would happen again. I started to come down then, and what I had just done overwhelmed me. I felt so ashamed, so guilty, and so bad, so very bad. I was blubbering like a baby, the tears running down my cheeks.
"Tony, I feel awful. I'm such a bad person. I feel so ashamed of myself, so guilty. I'm so bad!" I cried, sobbing all the while.
"Calm down, baby, you're not bad," Tony said.
"I am, I am, everything you said about me is true."
"No, no, sweetheart. I didn't mean it. I talk like that when I want to come. Really, ask Vera," he said.
I looked at her again. She stood there smirking, a cigarette dangling from her mouth. God, she looked so brazen, so... so goddamn cheap.
"I'm no good, Tony. I'm a cheat, a whore," I said.
"Naw, baby, you're sweet, you're wonderful. I love you, Jan," he said.
"When you two get through arguing, come in the living room. I'll have the drinks ready," Vera said. She looked at me, her eyes boring into my soul. "And, honey, you do need a drink."
"I can't go in there," I said to Tony.
"Why not?" he said.
"I... well, I can't face her," I said.
"Why not, Jan? She knew we fucked last week. I told her. She said she knew it would happen, she could see the way we looked at each other."
"Tony, no. Oh, God, I'm so ashamed," I said, and pushed him off. His cock had already slipped out. I sat up. "I do need that drink she mentioned, but, but God, honey, I can't go out there naked, and my clothing is on the floor out there. I'd feel too stupid going out there and dressing in front of her."
Tony laughed. He got out of bed and went to the closet and pulled out a terrycloth robe and tossed it to me. "Here, wear this," he said.
I couldn't believe that this was actually happening to me, and yet I got up and slipped into the robe, pulling it tight around me and cinching the belt up and knotting it firmly. I stood hesitantly until Tony came and took my hand and led me into the next room. I felt Tony's cum start leaking from my cunt, seeping down my thigh, and I quickly plopped onto the couch. I brought my legs together to stop the flow and said, "Where's that drink? I do need it."
Vera came from the kitchen, a tall glass in each hand. "Coming up," she said, and handed me one. "And here's one for my darling husband." She gave Tony the other and he sat beside me. "I'll go and get mine, now. I need one, too." She came back quickly and held up her glass. "Here's to love and to sex and to us, the three of us," she said, and took a long drink.
I watched her standing in front of us. She was swaying. And he said I look like a fuck, I thought. Christ, her tits are too big, so big they're vulgar, and her sweater is three sizes too small. I don't see how she got into it. Her skirt is way too short for her hips and thighs, her heels are too high, and she wears too much makeup, Jesus, she looks so cheap. And she's already drunk. Vera wasn't visiting a sick mother, not tonight, she was out on the make. She was cheating on him, so why should I...
I drained my glass and held it out to her. "Could I have another?" I said.
"Was it too strong?" she said.
"Just right. Make me another just like it," I said.
I leaned back, feeling much better. The booze had helped and taking a long look at Vera had helped. I took a long drink when Vera returned and closed my eyes, letting the hot booze soak in.
When I opened them, Vera had seated herself across from us in a big, low chair. God, I could see all the way to her panties. She just couldn't keep a skirt that short down. Vera saw me looking and I looked away quickly.
"Is it okay if I get more comfortable? This skirt is so damn tight, and you both look so comfortable," Vera said.
"It's fine with me," I said, "it's your house." I looked at Tony and realized he was still naked, his cock limp and all but hidden in the thick hair at his belly.
I really didn't know what she intended. It surprised me when she pulled her sweater up over her head and then stood and peeled the skin-tight skirt down her big thighs. She stretched, accentuating her enormous tits in their less than adequate harness. She fell back into the chair and drew her legs up. Her panties were skimpy and pulled up into her crack, and she was so hairy. Hair stuck out all over. I swallowed and finished my drink.
"Here, let me get you another," Vera said, jumping up.
"Gee, I think I'm getting drunk," I said.
"Good for you, Jan. Maybe you need to get drunk to relax," Vera said.
I knew I shouldn't, it was late and I had to get home, but I handed her my glass. She took Tony's, too, and when she returned, somehow carried all three brimming full. She had also removed her bra and her tits flopped from side to side when she walked.
She saw me looking and said, ''Took the bra off, too. It was too fucking tight. I like the freedom." She handed us our glasses and looked down at herself. "They are too big, aren't they? They've always been too big, ever since I was eleven. Nice for Daddy to nurse on, though," she said, and held one out almost in Tony's face. She sat down on the other side of him. "Here's to sex, the best thing in the world," she said, and held up her glass. Tony clinked his to hers, so I followed suit.
"Hey, would you like a little grass?" Vera said, leaning across Tony towards me. I noticed her hand was on his bare thigh, and it slowly slid up until she held his cock. A pang of jealousy shot through me.
"I never... no, I better not... I..." I stammered, hating myself. I had no right to be jealous, she was his wife. She was holding his cock in her fist and I hated her.
"You've never tried it, Jan?" she squealed. "My God, what you've missed. It makes you so aware, so turned on to everything around you, so good, so fucking good." With this, she jumped up and went to a desk in the corner.
I watched with fascination while she rolled a joint. "God, no, I can't, really," I stuttered. She lit it and took a deep drag and handed it to Tony. He took a drag and offered it to me. "Oh, honey, no, I..."
"Take a deep toke and hold it in, honey. It's great," he said.
"Tony, I never..." I said, but took it anyway.
"How? Like I would with a cigarette?"
"Yeah. Take a big drag, inhale it deep, and then hold the smoke down, let it get to you," he said.
I did exactly like he said and I thought I would die. It was hot, raw smoke and it burned and choked me. I sat coughing, all but retching my guts out. Tony pounded my back, laughing all the while.
"You did it just right, but I should have had you start slower, honey. I'm sorry. Try it again only don't take so much," he said, his arm around me.
"I don't want any more," I said. My eyes were full of tears.
"Oh, go ahead. Don't be a baby," Vera said.
I wasn't sure whether I liked Vera any more; but I couldn't let her show me up. I took another. It wasn't as bad as the first, but I still didn't like it, and I didn't feel a thing.
I passed the short butt back to Tony. While they finished it, I finished my drink. I was feeling good and drunk, and I liked the feeling. Vera had rolled another and it was back to me again.
"Really, Tony, it didn't do a thing for me," I said.
"Just a little more, Jan. It really makes you horny," he said.
I shrugged and took it. I sucked on it like a pro and held it deep. It was still awful, but I didn't cough. I took a couple more... tokes, and handed the tiny stub back to him. Vera had gone for more booze.
It finally started to hit me and I sat up straight. My head was light and everything got real sharp and clear. I felt Tony's hand on my shoulder and leaned against him. I was beginning to feel horny, too. I was very aware of him there close beside me and I wanted him again. I could imagine his strong, thick cock up inside me and I shivered inside. God, was it possible that I could let him fuck me with Vera watching again? I knew that the answer to that question was yes.
"Goddamn, I'm really high," I said. Tony grinned and hugged me.
Vera came back with fresh drinks. I watched her tits sway from side to side as she walked. They looked great, just great-huge, red nippled, and surprisingly firm. I took the glass and had a quick mouthful. The grass seemed to make everything better. It even made my drunken state better. I felt wonderful.
Vera put her glass down and pushed her panties down her legs. She sat back down next to her husband. "Don't you feel overdressed?" she asked.
I wasn't going to be outdone, and stood and took off the robe. "There. Is that better?" I said.
"Much," Tony said.
"Very much," Vera said. "You are really built, Jan."
"Thank you," I said, enjoying her compliment, and sat back down. I sat close to Tony, too.
Vera put her hand on Tony's cock, played with it for a minute, then reached over and took my hand and put it on his cock. I pulled away, but she still held my hand and pulled it back.
"Play with him, Jan, he'll get hard for you. I like him hard," she said. She held my hand, squeezed it. "Jack him off, Jan."
I felt shy at first, but soon I was slowly masturbating him. I watched his cock, saw it slowly respond and grow larger. It thrilled me. When it was large enough, I wrapped my fist around it and moved faster.
"God, Jan, he has such a lovely cock when he's hard. Don't you think?" she said.
"Yes," I hissed. I was turned on and ready for action.
"I can see how you went for it. He really went for you. I knew you'd fuck," she said. She talked like he wasn't even there, or that just his cock was there.
"Yes, I love it. I love him," I said.
"Oh, you darling," she said. She pushed my hand away and bent her face to his prick. She kissed the tip, then slid her mouth down slowly, taking the whole thing in. She could really deep-throat. I burned with jealousy. I wanted it.
I pushed on the top of her head. She quickly raised up. "I'm sorry, I should have let you do it, but I see his cock hard and ready and the lust just gets to me and I have to suck it. I love to suck his cock, take his cum in my mouth. It really sends me. You do it now, Jan. I'll watch. I like to watch, too," she said.
I guess whatever inhibitions I had left were gone now, because I bent quickly and took his hot knob in my mouth. God, it was so good there in my mouth. I was unbelievably turned on and started sucking hard.
"Yes, honey, do it good. Suck him off, make him come in your mouth," Vera cried.
God, yes, I wanted his cum. I wanted to taste it, to feel it in my mouth, and then to swallow it.
CHAPTER SEVEN
I felt a hand on my thigh, thought it was Tony's, and started to stroke his shaft while I sucked the head. Then I had a hand on each thigh, slowly pulling them apart. I glanced from the corner of my eye and saw Vera on her knees in front of me. I raised up quickly and gasped, "What..." My sentence was cut short by her full lips. She held my head and kissed me, long, hard, her tongue sliding into my mouth.
"Suck his cock, Jan, suck him off," she said, pulling back but still holding my head. "Make him come in your mouth. He likes that. He'll especially like it from you. I'll make you feel good while you do it. Okay?"
I was in a daze, ruled by lust, and put my lips back over Tony's prick. He had leaked and I welcomed the salty stuff. I hooked my lips under the ridge and drew up hard. Tony moaned. I somehow knew what Vera was going to do, but couldn't stop her. I wanted my pussy to feel good, too.
I let her open my legs and felt her hot mouth on my thighs. She crept upwards slowly, raining kisses on that tender flesh of my inner thighs. I sucked harder, sighed, when I felt her mouth on my cunt. I should have been revolted, but I loved it, and I didn't want her to stop.
I felt Tony go tense and stopped. I didn't want him to come yet, so I lifted my mouth off and held his cock tightly in my fist. I looked down at Vera. She was so pretty, looked so lovely down there with her head between my legs sucking my cunt. I reached down and held her head with one hand. It was so different than when a man does it. She was so gentle and knew just where it felt good. Her lips and tongue were exquisite, so much more loving than a man's. I wanted to just sit and watch her, to wallow in the wonderful feeling she was giving me, but I wanted Tony's cum in my mouth, too, and bent back to my task.
I wondered if I could make Tony come in my mouth at the same instant my pussy exploded. I kept bringing him to the brink and then squeezing him off, tightening my belly at the same time to prevent my climax. I was so close and Tony was so close, it became a game to see how long I could make it last.
I held his cock in a vise-like grip and looked up at him. He smiled at me and I could see the love in his eyes. "I love you, Jan, I really do," he said.
"I love you, too, Tony, and I'm going to let you come now," I said.
I closed back over his cock and sucked hard, stroking furiously with my hand. He gave a choked gasp and spurted into my mouth. I started coming, too. Vera was spreading my lips wide, her thumb hard on my clit, her tongue fucking my hole. I really thought I would die from pleasure. It was so good to take Tony's jism in my mouth, down my throat, while I was coming. I bucked my ass, holding Vera's head with one hand, and sucked the slimy cum from my lover's prick. It was hot like Jack's, bland in taste, and very slippery.
We went on like this until I was exhausted. Tony was dry and my orgasm was slowly slipping away. I lifted up and fell back on the couch. "Wonderful, wonderful," I gasped. "Oh, sweet Jesus, I came so hard, so fucking hard."
Vera lifted up and sat back on her haunches. "Did you like it, Jan. I loved doing it," she said.
"Yes, yes, I loved it," I said.
She came up to me and kissed me. I felt the slickness on her lips, tasted my own cunt. She kissed me for a long time, her huge tits plastered against mine. I found it a rather pleasant feeling.
"You didn't get to come," I said, when she finally pulled away. "Tony and I made it, but..."
"It's okay, Jan. I played with myself while I ate you and I made it. I've already been fucked tonight, anyway. I didn't go to see my mother like Tony told you," she said.
I wondered who had fucked her. Probably Brad. I still didn't like him. He was such a snot-nosed kid. I didn't see how she could stand him. I wondered, too, if they did this often: Vera going one way for a fuck and Tony in another. I had thought with Tony that it was just me, but now I didn't know.
I was already drunk, but we had another drink anyway. I sat on Tony's lap and necked while Vera made them. Tony was very quiet, had been ever since Vera came home. Vera didn't seem to mind in the least that we kissed and petted while we had our drinks.
I finally got dressed and Tony slipped on the robe and walked me out to the car. It was almost four a.m.
"I really didn't know she was coming home," he said.
"I did wonder what was going on when she walked in on us," I said.
"She usually stays out all night. I didn't want her here. I wanted you, just you. I still do. God, I love you, Janet," he said.
"I love you, too, Tony," I said.
"I was attracted to you the first time I saw you and knew then that I had to have you. I didn't intend to fall for you, though. You were to be a conquest, another fuck. Guess it backfired on me," he said.
"Is that so bad?" I said.
"God, no, I didn't mean that," he said, and kissed me.
I suddenly felt very much in control. He was against the car this time, and I leaned into him, my hands inside his robe playing with his cock while we kissed. I felt a stirring in his soft prick.
"Oh, Tony, darling, my darling... I felt it move. Do you think you can get hard again?" I said.
We kissed harder. He had his hands cupping my bare ass under my skirt. I felt his prick grow, slowly at first, but it came up until it was bone hard. I let go with one hand, lifted the front of my skirt and pulled his rod between my thighs. I pillowed his cock with my soft thighs, moving in a way that softly stroked him.
"Oh, Jan, you know just what to do to get a man hot," he said.
"I'm hot, too, darling. It's such a warm night and the grass looks so soft, couldn't we..." I said.
I pushed my skirt past my hips and let it float to the ground. I stepped from the drive to the grass and lay down, the prickly lawn giving my ass a funny sensation. Tony let himself down over me. His robe draped open, covering us both.
"Put it in for me, Jan. I want to feel you hold it and guide it, help it fuck you," he said.
I held his cock there between us, softly sliding my hand back and forth over its length. "I'm going to put it in, darling. Start it for you so you can fuck me. We were made to fuck each other. I enjoy it more than I ever have with anyone," I said.
"Goddamn, Jan, goddamn!" he cried, and lunged through my hand, his prick hitting dead center and going into my cunt hard and fast.
I grunted and lifted my hips to receive him. I got his entire length. "Hold still," I said, grinding my hips under him. It felt good that way. "Can we turn over? I want to fuck you. I want to be on top."
Tony was strong and held me tightly. We turned over easily, his cock remaining deep inside me. "Now just lie there, let me do the fucking," I said.
I let myself lie heavily on top of him, lifting with my ass. He didn't stay as deep that way, but it felt exquisite to feel his fat knob come almost out and then bump back in, the high ridge pulling at my tender, loving cunt-lips. I fucked him like this for a long, long time, his prick feeling better by the second. "Oh, Tony, I'm going to explode!" I cried, and sat bolt upright, jamming in his cock to the hilt. It spread my lips open and his pubic hair jammed in and I was coming. I jerked convulsively, spasm after spasm jolting me with pleasure. And then he was coming, too, sucking air through his open mouth.
"So good, so good!" I cried.
"Yeah, great, fucking great," he grunted.
I slumped back on top of him and we lay like that for at least fifteen minutes. I finally roused from my stupor and whispered, "I've got to go home, darling."
"I don't want you to go," he said.
"I've got to," I said.
When I was in the car and had the motor running, Tony leaned in the window and said, "You know, I've even thought about asking you to leave your husband."
"I couldn't do that, Tony, not ever," I said.
"I didn't think you could. I suspected that you were the faithful type." He laughed when he said that.
I laughed, too. A few weeks ago I couldn't have. I had changed a lot in a few short weeks.
"Stay the rest of the night," he said.
"I can't, honey. I shouldn't have stayed this long. I have three young kids at home," I said. It was after five in the morning.
I felt very drunk when I backed out of the driveway. I couldn't see very well, couldn't seem to focus, everything looked fuzzy and distorted. I'll never know how I got home without a wreck. I felt dazed, but wonderful, too. Tony loved me, really loved me. My cunt was a wet, slippery mess and I loved that, too. I loved everything about the night. I congratulated myself on one thing: I had said it wouldn't be a repeat of last Thursday, and it wasn't. We didn't stealthily fuck in the back seat of the car, and it didn't seem as much a cheat tonight, unless maybe out on the grass in his front yard away from Vera. Cheating made it more thrilling, somehow.
I stripped off my clothing and went straight to bed when I got home. I dozed off quickly, wishing I had stayed all night with him, better yet, brought him home with me... away from Vera.
When I awakened in the middle of the next morning, I felt awful. My head hurt, my mouth burned, and my stomach was on fire. I got up and brushed my teeth and took an aspirin. That didn't help so I took a Bromo and another aspirin. None of it helped and I thought I was doomed for the day when I remembered a remedy Jack sometimes used. I went to the bar in the living room hoping none of the children were about-I was naked-and took a double shot. It burned like hell all the way down, but I poured another and took it in one belt. By the time I got back to the bed I was drunk again, but I felt better, a whole fucking lot better.
I got back in bed and stretched, the cool sheets good against my nakedness. Yes, the hair of the dog had done the trick. I felt marvelous.
When I first awakened I was racked with guilty feelings for what I had done. Now I re-evaluated the situation and gave myself a complete pardon. I felt much better and put my hand on my pussy on top of the sheet. My legs came open and I pressed the sheet against my cunt. I lay thinking about last night and about the previous Thursdays and about next Thursday, and without realizing it, I pushed the sheet into my hole and began finger-fucking.
I was on the verge of coming when I realized that I didn't love Tony like I did Jack. I stopped so I wouldn't come. The sheet was soaking wet and clung to my finger inside my cunt. It was like getting fucked with a rubber. I pulled out, but the sheet stayed in. It felt good, in a funny way, but I pulled it out, anyway, and smoothed the wet spot on my belly. My hand went under the sheet and quickly found my hole, a finger going in to the knuckle. It wasn't quite adequate, so I got another finger inside. It too went to the knuckle. Once back in position, my fingers moving gently, thrilling me with soft tremors, I returned my thoughts to my relationship with Tony. It was infatuation, or maybe at first it was real. I was falling in love with him, but it seemed to change last night when Vera entered the picture. It's prick-love now.
You can give it any name, but I like it. I'm shameless now, turned on to a man's cock, in love with sex. Prick-love. I love Tony's cock. I love it when he fucks me. I live for the thrill of getting fucked... and sucked, anything that is sexual. Even with Vera again, or maybe even another woman if it is right. I'm thinking now of next Thursday. I guess I'm a whore at heart, selling my body for a cheap thrill. No, not cheap, for a glorious, mind-blowing thrill. The thrill of fucking and getting fucked.
I wondered why I had ever tried to be faithful to Jack, why had it been so important to me? All those years wasted. Fucking felt so good, and it certainly wasn't hurting Jack. He was actually reaping new benefits from my increased sexuality. My old self would never have let him take nude pictures of me, and he did enjoy that. I thought of the men he had let look at these pictures and imagined the thrill if he was to take some with me and these men-lewd, dirty, totally obscene pictures.
I was about to come when Jerri, my teenage daughter, burst into the room. I looked at her and raised my knee, draping the sheet like a tent so she couldn't see what I was doing. She was wearing a tiny bikini and I could see that my little Jerri was no longer little.
"Geez, Mom, are you going to sleep all day? You really must have stayed out late last night," she said.
"Yes, it was pretty late," I said, pushing my fingers slowly in and out of my cunt. It increased my excitement to lay there and finger-fuck while I talked to my young daughter. Goddamn, I felt so drunk, so irresponsible-and so damn good. I pushed both fingers all the way in and wiggled them, wondering if I could come without Jerri knowing.
"I'm going swimming, Mom. Ted is picking me up," she said.
She knew I didn't approve of Ted. He was too old for her. He was at least twenty. I wondered for an instant if he had tried to fuck her. If he hadn't, he would, and maybe succeed. Jerri was changing, becoming a sexual creature, and it frightened me-but not the way it would have a few weeks ago, because I was a sexual creature now, myself.
"Have a good time, dear," I said.
Jerri's eyebrows lifted at my quick acceptance. "We may go to a movie afterwards? A drive-in?" she said.
"Don't stay out too late," I said. "Remember, your father is coming home tonight."
I could see the surprise on her face. She had been sure I wouldn't let-her. I waited to see how much further she would try to go. Jerri had always been one to push as far as she could.
"Well, Mom... it might be kind of late," she said, looking at me in her funny little way, the way she did when she knew she was asking for the moon, then added hesitantly, "He has some new records he wants me to hear. I'll come right home after we play them."
I very nearly came then, imagining Jerri on the floor, naked, a young man on top of her, listening to records... and fucking. He would have her all worked up from necking and petting at the drive-in, and she would be an easy fuck. I was honestly not myself at the moment, and said, "All right, dear. Have a good time."
She looked at me, not with surprise, but shock, and was gone. Jerri had my number. She must have known that I had changed. If not, she did now. She was filling out, becoming a woman. Her tits were full already, almost bursting from her tiny bikini halter, and the bottom, Jesus, it barely covered anything. She was different than Joyce, wilder, wanting to date all the time, and she seemed to prefer older boys. It was terrible of me, because I didn't seem to care. Worse, I think I actually wanted her to get fucked tonight, to feel the marvelous thrill of being a woman, the ecstasy of having a big prick up inside her cunt.
I started coming then, and oh, my God, was it ever good.
I dozed off and didn't awaken until I realized John had crawled into bed with me. He was naked and snuggled his bare ass into my damp crotch.
"Are you awake, Mom?" he asked.
"Yes," I said.
He took my hand, pulled it over his hip and laid it on his prick. He was hard as a nail. "Play with me, Mom," he said.
"John! I said we wouldn't do that any more," I cried.
"Just once more. It feels so good," he said.
I felt terrible, but I just couldn't resist. His young cock felt so good in my hand. I slowly pumped him, sure the little thing would explode in my hand. It was unbelievably hard.
He lay sighing for a couple of minutes, and then slid onto his back. "Do it some more," he said. I resumed my play.
He was enjoying it so that at first I didn't notice that the sheet had slipped down and he had turned his head and was looking at my tits. A thrill raced through my body, and without thinking, I moved close, so close that my nipples touched his face. They were hard and throbbing. I felt his lips on one and almost swooned.
"Mom?" he said softly, so softly I almost didn't hear him.
"Yes?" I said.
"Will you suck me?"
"What... what do you mean, John?" I said, aghast.
"Suck my peter," he said.
"John, my God, how do you even know of such things?"
"I saw you do it to Daddy. I was peeking. His prick sure is big."
My God, and he was such a young boy. "Yours will be big soon enough," I said, "and no, I won't suck it. I can't."
"Why not? I'd love it, Mom. I really want you to," he said.
I was still drunk and didn't know what I was doing. That must be my excuse, because I flipped the sheet back then and stared at his cock, actually wanting to. "Oh, John, my baby, I, I really shouldn't. It's not nice," I said, and sat up. Unable to control myself, I dropped my face close to his cock. "I... I'll just give it a kiss," I whispered, and let my lips close wetly over the end of his knob. Oh, my God, it tasted so sweet, felt so wonderful that my mouth slowly went down his shaft until it held his entire cock. I was powerless to resist and started sucking.
"Oh, Mother, yes," he moaned.
I groped for his hand, found it, and pulled it between my legs. I released his cock and said, "Play with me, too."
"Mom, you're so hairy," he said.
"All women are hairy down there, John," I told him.
"Jerri isn't," he said innocently.
"How would you know?" I yelped.
"She let me feel it once. It has hair on it, but not thick and long like yours," he said.
"It will be just like mine, someday," I said. "God, tell me it isn't true," I added, and sucked his prick again.
I sucked and stroked his cock with my mouth, determined not to stop like I had in the past. I was going to take him all the way. Suddenly, he gave a loud groan and went stiff, his legs jerking. I kept sucking, knowing that for the first time I was making him come.
"Oooooh, Mom, that feels good!" he cried.
I sucked until he quieted, and then raised up. "Did you come, John?" I asked.
"Yes, Mama, and it was the best ever," he answered.
"It's not your first time?" I said.
"No. I've made it happen a few times with my hand, you know, like you did to me. I never did before with you, though, and nothing comes out yet," he said.
"It will, darling, all too soon," I assured him, and lay back down. "Come close and rest with me."
He snuggled in close to me, facing me this time. I held him tightly, pressed his face against my soft tits. We were like this for only a short while before he started kissing my tits, then sucked a nipple. It hardened instantly, pushing against his tongue. "Oh, my darling baby," I sighed, and reached down for his prick. It was tiny and soft, but I pressed it between my thighs and squeezed. It surprised me when I felt the little rascal start to harden. Excited me, too.
"Oh, Mom, let me put it in," he said.
"No, John, no. Never," I gasped.
"Please, Mother. I'm getting so excited. I want to so much," he pleaded.
"Mother's getting excited, too, John, but we can't, we just can't!" I cried, trying to convince myself most of all.
"Mother, I love you, please, let me do it," he said.
"Oh, John, baby, we shouldn't, we really shouldn't," I protested feebly, rolling onto my back.
He seemed to know what to do and came easily on top of me. I tried to get my hand between us, saying, "Raise up, honey, so I can put it in." I had his prick in my fingers. I hesitated for only an instant before I nudged his stiff little cock against my hole. It went right in, all of it. "Oh, John, oh," I gasped. "It's in. You have it in. Now work it in and out, not too fast, not all the way out. Slow and easy, almost out, then back in. Yes, like that. Ohhhhh, darling, yes, yes, keep doing it."
"Oh, Mother, you feel so hot and wet down there. It feels so good. We're fucking, Mother, you're letting me fuck you!" he cried.
I closed my eyes, wondering just how low I could go. "Yes, John, you're fucking. You're fucking your Mother. Just keep doing like you're doing... yes, yes, that's fine, it's good, I like it, honey. When it starts feeling real good, keep going, keep going until you come."
I was sure I wouldn't come, he was so small. What I was doing, though, seemed to compensate some because it was making me feel very good, all warm and squishy inside. I tried to squeeze him with my cunt, tried to make it tighter, maybe come with him, after all.
"Mom, Mom, it's beginning to feel awful good!" he cried.
"It feels awful good to me, too, darling. Keep going, I want you to come!" I cried, gasping, my ass jerking under him. I was close, very close, and felt very, very good.
He started coming then. I could tell from the way he was jerking, the way his body stiffened, and I was coming, too. Oh, shit, it felt so good, not much different, really, than when I had a big cock in my cunt.
"Oh, Mom, I came," he gasped.
"Me, too, honey," I sighed. "Just lay and relax now, let the good feeling slowly seep away."
I don't remember anything after that. I must have dozed right off. I only remember that John was still on top of me. When I awakened, he was gone.
I lay there feeling guilty, feeling ashamed. There wasn't much I hadn't done now. I had reached rock bottom. Cheating on Jack was bad enough, but now I had let my own son fuck me. I fumbled for the cigarettes on the bed table. I lit up and lay back. It probably hadn't hurt John, though, and it was going to stop right there. It was wrong and must never, never happen again. Time to forgive and forget, for both of us. It was a good start for him, though, his first fuck had been a good one. He would be a mighty good fucker someday, probably too soon a someday. I wondered how much Jerri had let him fool around with her, not much, I hoped. I thought of Jack then, and the wonderful time I had had last night. It certainly hadn't hurt him, and he would never know. I didn't deprive him. He was out of town and wouldn't have had me, anyway. Actually, I would have deprived myself. What I got from Tony I wouldn't have gotten from Jack. He was the winner, really, because... I stopped in mid-thought. God, the ability to rationalize away one's sins or faults or whatever they are...
Jack got home just before dark and I was so happy to see him that it even surprised me. I had known when his plane would be in, how long it took him to come from the airport and had the martinis ready. I had talked Joyce into taking John to a movie so we had the house to ourselves.
We went to the couch and necked and went after the martinis. I got drunk very fast, but then I'd never really been sober all day. He got my clothes off and fucked me. Goddamn, did he ever fuck me. His cock felt so big in there, and so good, better than Tony's... I guess. He remarked how hot I was, so ready to go.
I sucked his cock later, and let him come in my mouth. He stroked my head while I sucked and told me he had decided on the camera he was going to get. It was expensive, but it was a good one and would take some great pictures. Even had a timer so he could take one of me sucking him. I nodded happily, contented to have his big pecker in my mouth, pleased that I could make him happy. I would do anything he wanted.
He came then, his wad thick and hot. I sucked and swallowed and sucked for more. I loved sucking a cock and feeling and tasting the wonderful jism in my mouth when he shot off.
CHAPTER EIGHT
Jack had been collecting picture taking equipment all week, and when he came home Thursday night, he had his camera. "Maybe you should skip bridge tonight," he said playfully.
"I can't do that, Jack. You know Wilma is depending on me," I said.
No, I couldn't skip bridge just to model for dirty pictures. There was plenty of time for that after I got home. I had been waiting a whole week for Thursday night-no way was I going to skip it. I must admit that I had abandoned all pretenses. I was going to bridge to get fucked, not to play bridge. I wanted Tony so bad that I hurt all day. I wanted his kisses, his caresses, his words-and most of all his big, wonderful cock. Jack had fucked me everyday since he got back, but each day I realized more that his cock wasn't enough-I wanted Tony's cock, too.
I wore a bra, a very thin one, to hold my tits up and make them look good, and a sheer blouse. The dark areas around my nipples were faintly visible, and if my nipples hardened they became quite visual against the tight blouse. I wore a short skirt, too, and heels, and that was all. It thrilled me to be so nearly naked in public.
I was surprised when I got to the hotel to see Tony and Vera and Brad waiting for me in the lobby. It seems they had cooked up this scheme to skip bridge and go over to Tony and Vera's for a party. I balked.
"I told Jack I was playing bridge. It would be lying to him if I didn't. I can't do that," I said.
"We could play one hand at Vera's," Brad said with a smirk.
Smart fucking little punk, I thought. He's a skinny little shrimp and shitty looking. I was about to wax eloquent on never lying to my husband when I saw Wilma and another gal she often played with. I swallowed my words, turned away from the door, and stepped back behind a huge potted plant. Thank God for that plant. I stammered a little, acted pensive, like I was making a momentous decision.
"Well," I drawled, "it might be fun, but I can't stay late, and just this time. I won't come to bridge any more if you pull this all the time."
"Great," Tony said, taking my arm, "let's go."
I peeked around the plant, saw that Wilma was gone and let him escort me out. We all went in Brad's car and it was a rattle-trap, an old piece of junk. I didn't mind, though, once I'd settled into the back seat in Tony's arms. We started kissing immediately, petting, feeling each other.
"No pants again," Tony whispered, his hand gently stroking my cunt-mound under my skirt.
"Just for you, darling, so you can get at me in a hurry," I said, my hand stroking his hot cock through his pants. "I want that big thing, honey. God, how I want it," I said.
The trip to their house was too short and I reluctantly pulled my hand from his fly and zipped him back up. We got out and went inside. I didn't have any doubts as to what kind of party it would be. I no longer had any qualms about our affair. Vera knew we were fucking, and I suppose Brad did, too. It made no difference, anyway. It was obvious that Brad was fucking Vera regularly. Poor Tony, she is such a slut.
I sat on the couch beside Tony. Brad fell sloppily into a huge overstuffed chair. Vera went to the kitchen to make the drinks. You'd think they would have a bar in the living room because they booze it constantly.
Vera returned with the drinks, handed them out, and flopped onto Brad's lap. They certainly didn't need any liquor to start, because Brad had his hand under her skirt before they took so much as a sip. Tony and I clinked our glasses together and took a drink. I let him kiss me and took another. Tony lifted my skirt, exposing me completely. I swatted it down. "Don't do that, Tony! Not yet, anyway."
I reddened, surprised that I still could, knowing that Brad had been looking.
Tony's hand fell on my lap and I covered it with my own, pressing it tightly into my crotch while I drained my glass. I held it up and rattled the ice cubes. Vera, good natured as she was, jumped right up to get me a refill. When she returned, she brought a bucket of ice and put it on the coffee table. She handed me my drink and went back to the kitchen for the booze and mix. "Everybody can make their own. Saves me running to the kitchen," she said, and then she returned to her lover's lap.
I quickly drained my glass and handed it to Tony. "Make me another, honey," I said.
"Don't rush it, Jan. We have all evening," he said.
"What's the matter, worried about my performance?" I sneered.
"You know I didn't mean that," he said.
"Good. Now make me another," I said. "You'll get your money's worth, lover. You can count on that."
Tony grinned. "You can be something of a shrew," he said, and bent over the coffee table.
When he handed me my drink, I took his hand, his fingers wet from the ice, and put it quickly under my skirt. "Your fingers are cold, darling, warm them up," I said.
I leaned back and sipped my drink while he played with my pussy. I watched Brad and Vera, too. They weren't wasting any time. She was straddling his legs, her skirt bunched up. I could see her big ass. She wasn't wearing underpants, either.
"You'd better stop that, Brad, or I'll think you want to fuck me," she said softly, but not so softly that I couldn't hear.
Brad's mind wasn't entirely on his partner, because I saw his eyes dart furtively at me, not once, but several times. I could feel the liquor now and felt very dirty. I opened my legs wide and pulled my skirt up, looking down at Tony's hand. He had one of his thick fingers thrust up into my cunt-hole.
"That feels nice, honey, but haven't you anything bigger to put in there?" I said, loud enough to be heard by everyone.
Originally, I had planned on slipping into the bedroom with Tony for a private fuck-but suddenly I wanted him to fuck me right here, and to fuck me before Brad fucked Vera. I looked up at them and saw that it wasn't to be, though. Vera's skirt was on the floor and she was pulling Brad's pants down. I took a second look then, and my mouth dropped open. Brad's cock was absolutely unbelievable. It was huge. It was... goddamn, it was gorgeous, so long and so fat, and I think uncircumcised, at least it appeared to have a ridge of thick skin under the head. I can't be sure, though, because Vera had it skinned all the way down. The head was a massive bulb, all pink and round and fat. It looked unreal to see the biggest cock I'd ever seen on such a skinny little guy. I wouldn't have believed they came that big if I wasn't seeing it. I certainly lost all doubt as to what Vera saw in him.
I knew Brad was watching me look at his prick, but I couldn't help myself and continued to stare. "Oh, my God, I don't believe it," I said.
"He's got a big one, hasn't he?" Tony said. "Vera says he really can use it, too."
Vera got his pants off and then lay down on the floor, her legs straight up in the air. "Put it in me, Brad, all of it!" she cried. Brad got to his feet, his huge prick sticking out lewdly. He went to his knees between her outstretched legs, but his eyes were on me.
I jumped to my feet then, my blood pounding, and pushed my skirt down. I removed my blouse and turned slowly for Tony... and Brad. Brad was looking at me, Tony was looking at me, and I was on fire. I stood and watched Brad start to push his cock into Vera, almost wishing it was going in me, and then turned to Tony. "Fuck me, Tony, fuck me now! I want it so bad!" I screamed.
Tony was on his feet shedding his clothes. I stretched out on the couch. I was naked and open and ready, God, was I ready. "Take me, my darling, I'm yours," I whispered.
I wasn't looking at Brad any more. I was looking at Tony, and I did love him. He was naked, too, his lean, muscled body smooth and hard, and he was so terribly good looking. I loved him and desired him, my need making me quiver with anticipation. He was hovering above me and I reached up and pushed my fingers into his hair. And then I felt his adorable prick enter my cunt without any assistance and I groaned loudly, "My darling, my darling, Tony, I love you so much!" And I did, at that moment-I loved him so much it hurt.
"Oh, God, Jan, I love you, too," he said, and pushed on in, going straight and true and deep.
He was in all the way and fucking hard. I pulled his head down by his hair and our mouths locked together. I grunted, lifting with my ass to meet each marvelous thrust. He was so good, and his cock was so good, and I loved it so.
Suddenly, Tony stopped and lifted up, pulling his cock from my cunt. "No, no, don't stop!" I cried, "I didn't come yet! I want to come!" But he was up and off of me.
The quick drinks had taken hold of me and everything was blurry. Before I realized what had happened, I was staring into Brad's grinning face. He was naked now, too, and he hovered over me much as Tony had done a few moments ago. I felt panic. How could Tony do this to me? Was it all planned in advance? I couldn't, absolutely couldn't let still another man fuck me.
"No, Brad, no! Stop, please! You've already had it in Vera. I don't want to be second," I shouted.
"I didn't come in her, though, Janet. I saved myself for you. I guess I've been saving myself, in a way, for you ever since I found out that Tony was fucking you," he said. He was nuzzling me with his huge prick, opening my lips, spreading them wide to receive the monstrous cock that I knew would follow.
"I... oh, Brad, God, please," I moaned. I was so confused. I wanted it, but I knew I shouldn't. I loved his words. They were so comforting. It had become very important to me to be desired, to be wanted physically, to be first choice. His massive knob opened me, split my cunt-lips apart, and went in. I gasped, the entire knob in. My knees came up and I hunched. "Oh, goddamn, Brad, you're so big, so fucking big," I squealed. "I'll never be able to take it. It will hurt me. Don't hurt me, Brad. Oooooh, Jesus, oh, fuck... honey, it feels so good!"
His monster was half way in and he kept pushing. I had never been opened so wide, felt so full, felt so... oh, shit, felt so good. He had at least ten terribly thick inches and I wanted it all. I had to have it all. My ass came up off the couch. My legs slipped up over his back.
"Brad, Brad... oh, fuck, darling, sock it to me, feed me every inch. Yes, yes, harder... ohhh, yeah, like that, fuck me, fuck me, Brad! Ahhhhh, it's all the way, so good... darling, darling, darling, fuck me!" I cried. I was humping with him, tossing my head from side to side. He stopped my head with his hands and found my lips with his. He was kissing me, fucking me. It was heaven. I was in heaven.
He held me tightly, his mouth ravishing mine, his ass bobbing up and down, his huge prick moving smoothly in and out of my ecstatic pussy. We fucked steadily, oblivious to Tony and Vera watching. We fit so good, worked so well together. It was like we had been fucking for years. It was our first fuck, but I knew it certainly wasn't our last.
"Oh, honey, I wanted this the minute I saw your wonderful cock. I knew we would fuck at that instant. It had to be because I had to have you inside me," I moaned. "Oh, darling, I'm... I'm so close. Slow down a little, make it last, I don't want it to be over."
"Can't last long, Janet. You feel so good. You are so good," he gasped.
God, he was the one that was good. He moved so smoothly in there, and his cock was so long. It seemed to take an eternity for him to draw almost out, and then it was heaven all over again when he shoved back in, his fat cock pulling my cunt-lips back in with it. God, could he fuck. I felt the beginnings of my come, felt them way in, much deeper than ever before.
"Uh, uh, oh, it's starting! Fuck faster now, keep going, hard, hard! Come with me, Brad, fill me, I want you to shoot cum in me. Oh, Jesus Christ, darling, Brad, I'm coming, ahhhhhhh, fuck, am I ever coming!" I was screaming and bucking, a woman gone mad. And he was coming, too. I could tell by the way he was ramming into me, the way he was grunting, the horrible things he was saying about me.
"Janet, baby, you bitch," he grunted, "you fucking cheap bitch, you whore. You're too good, baby, you took me too easy. You must fuck every man you meet, you have to, no woman has ever taken me so easy the first time, or fit so good. Perfect, perfect, the most fantastic cunt I ever felt. I've had some real sluts, Janet, but none that could fuck like you, not a single one!"
"Yes, yes, Brad, I'm a whore," I hissed, still locked into my orgasm. My whole body was quivering with pleasure. "I love it, I love to fuck. God, what a cock you've got. It made me come so hard, I'm still coming. I'm a slut, a cheating slut, any man can fuck me if he tries!" I went on and on, castigating myself, cursing myself, and loving every word. I was coming down now, but his prick still felt wonderful in my pussy.
Brad finally relaxed and lay heavy on top of me, his breathing harsh. I could feel his cock shrinking inside me, but even soft it still filled me. It thrilled me, too, to feel it there all soft and pliable. It was the only thing that seemed to matter and I cried out when he raised up. I wanted it forever. It came out and I felt hollow, empty, abandoned. "Oh, Brad," I moaned, "don't leave me." He did, though, and I was sad. But not for long.
I felt very mellow then, drunk and mellow. I sat up and saw that they were all looking at me. "That was good," I said.
We were all naked now, and sat in a little circle on the floor. Vera got out the grass and we sat passing the tight little joints back and forth. I sucked the acrid stuff in and held it. We all got very high, or at least I was. I felt wonderful, so sensuous, so desirable, so in need. I enjoyed feeling in need, especially when I was certain that my need would be fulfilled. I reached out and held a cock in each hand, imagining Brad's in my cunt and Tony's in my mouth-both at the same time. I can't imagine why the thought of two men fucking me at the same time seemed twice as thrilling, but it did.
"Goddamn, what a hot cunt!" Brad said. "I think she's ready for more. She's a real whore."
Tony grunted his agreement, not sounding convinced, or pleased.
Brad pulled free from my hand, at least I think it was Brad, things weren't too clear, and pushed me onto my back. He got his head between my legs and started sucking me. I went wild with desire and cried, "Yes, eat me, eat me!" I still held Tony's prick in my hand and started stroking his cock-shaft.
After that, things happened rapidly, things that I'm not sure I wanted. I was on my back, Brad's head between my legs, and Vera on her knees straddling my head. She came as low as she could, took my head in her hands, and lifted my face slowly to her cunt. It was all wet and red and hairy, and it was open. "No, Vera, I don't want to," I whispered at the moment that she pulled my mouth to her pussy. I still held Tony's cock tightly in my fist, still felt Brad's mouth working hard on my pussy, and with my belly churning with excitement, I started sucking her cunt.
I tasted the rich froth from her pussy and let my tongue slide up into her hole. She held my face against her wet pussy and then let my head down.
"I don't want Brad to make you come, darling. I want to do it while you make me come," she said.
I was a kitten in her hands now, my soul filled with the debauchery of the moment. She lay on her back and I got on top of her, my face dropping between her splayed legs, my mouth quickly finding her cunt-hole. I opened it wide with my fingers, the hair wet against my cheeks, and pressed my lips and nose into the gooey, luscious mass of her pussy.
She brought her head up and closed her lips over my cunt, her tongue sliding in. Her skill filled me with rapture, sending me even higher than the grass had.
We lay like this for a long time, nursing steadily on each others cunts. I wondered if my own pussy was as juicy as Vera's, and then recalled that she was also sucking out Brad's cum. She seemed to know just how to keep me from coming, holding me off until her own orgasm started. The instant she tensed and came off, she brought me home, too. It was shattering, wonderful, and I seemed to hang there, lingering in space, my orgasm just going on and on. I finally rolled off, my whole body weak, and lay gasping beside her.
"Was that the first time you did that?" she asked.
"Yes," I sighed.
"You were wonderful, Janet, simply wonderful," she said. She was lying beside me now, and pressed her mouth on mine. She kissed my eyes, my nose, my ears and my neck.
Brad lifted my head and put it in his lap while Vera sucked my nipples. I turned my head and held Brad's lovely cock against my cheek, kissing its length and nuzzling my nose into the hair and against his nuts.
"Suck it, Janet, suck me off," he said.
I kissed the gorgeous thing, licking up and down its length, and finally took the big knob into my mouth. It stiffened rapidly until it was all I could do to hold the head inside my mouth.
"Masturbate me while you suck," he said, surely knowing that I couldn't get any more of his cock in my mouth.
I started stroking his massive cock, sucking and probing at the hole with my tongue. I realized how hot I was again. Vera had both my nipples hard and raw and was playing with my cunt with her hand. She was wrapped around my leg like a snake, fucking like crazy.
Brad didn't last long for his second time, and his load of jism was unusually large for a second discharge. He grunted his pleasure while I sucked his cum into my mouth.
"Good, good," he moaned, "good cock-sucker."
Vera was coming against my leg, and as my mouth filled, I started, too. It was my third come and it hurt me at the same time it made me feel good. I had never had one like that before, and I could almost understand how close pain and pleasure were related.
I sucked him dry while Vera fucked herself weak against my knee. I think she actually had a little of my kneecap inside her yawning cunt. I think she could fuck a ball bat and take it all the way.
I decided then that it was time to go home, and was in the bathroom cleaning up when Tony came in. "This evening wasn't such a good idea," he said.
"Why, darling, didn't you enjoy it?" I said.
"No. I was jealous. I don't want Brad fucking you any more."
I took his head in my hands and kissed him. "Darling, I thought it was what you wanted," I said.
"And it made me sick to watch you suck him off," he said.
"My poor darling, what can I do to make it up?"
"Don't do it any more," he said.
"All right, I won't, never again," I said.
I sank to my knees then and quickly took his flaccid prick into my mouth. I would make it up to him by sucking him off, too. God, how good his cock felt in my mouth. He wrapped his fingers into my hair and forced it all the way in. I felt it slowly swelling, growing fat and hard until it almost choked me. I loved sucking a cock, any cock.
A delightful torrent of abuse spewed from Tony's lips. How filthy were the words he poured down on me, and how I enjoyed his contempt. I wished that Jack could hear him, could know how I looked to other men, know that I was a cock-sucker, a filthy whoring cock-sucker. His cock completely filled my mouth and his hands hurt me, pulling my hair to pull my face into his sweaty crotch. Oh, God, how I enjoyed it.
And then his sweet, hot cum flowed into my mouth. It came out thick and messy, spurt after spurt, and I sucked it greedily from his cock, strangling on it, delighting in it. I sucked on his bursting prick as hard as I could, swallowing the warm syrupy jism as fast as it shot into my mouth. I sucked until he was dry, and then fell back on my haunches, trembling and still unsatisfied.
"Did you like that?" I asked.
"Yes, did you?" he responded.
"Of course, darling. I wanted to do it for you. I loved it," I said.
"Better than when you sucked Brad's?" he said.
"Oh, Tony, how can you ask that? I love you," I said.
He grinned down at me, satisfied with my answer.
I raised up and said, "I've got to go home." I was suddenly thinking of Jack, of going home and... yes, I was thinking of going home and fucking Jack. He was my husband, and no matter how sated I might be, he could fuck me, fuck me all night if he wished, even if it hurt.
Tony didn't walk me to the car and I sat in the dark knowing I had to come down before I could go home. I couldn't let Jack see me in this state. I looked at my watch and was surprised that it was only eleven. It had seemed like we had been fucking and sucking all night. I sat in the car and smoked until almost twelve and then drove home.
Jack met me at the door. "God, I've been on needles and pins waiting for you," he said, and kissed me. "Jesus, you and Wilma are turning into booze hounds. You reek."
"We stopped for one drink and then I rushed home," I said. "It was a double. I wanted to be ready for you. But from the look in your eye, I think I need another."
We had a drink, a strong one, and then another, and then I let him lead me to the bedroom. I was really loaded now and he had to hold me up; He had his equipment all set up, lights and camera and everything. I pushed the door closed, locked it and said, ''Jack, shame on you. You just wanted me to come home so you could take dirty pictures of me.
"Yeah," he said with a giggle.
He took a lot of pictures like the ones he had taken before. He said they would be better with a better camera and proper lighting. I posed lewdly, opening my cunt for him, even sticking my finger in. He took his clothing off then and posed me just so, using a timer and jumping in at the last second. He had me hold his cock, and finally took one with his head between my legs.
"Jack, Jack, we shouldn't take pictures like this," I said.
"Why not?" he said.
"Well... it's not nice, for one thing," I said.
Undaunted, he got one with my mouth on his prick.
"How did you know I'd let you take a picture of me like that?" I said.
"I just knew, baby. I knew that when you came home you would be responsive. You like it, Jan. You were turned on when you got here," he said.
God, how did he know? I asked myself. He couldn't know that I was fucking around on him. He'd be furious, kick me out, kill me, maybe. Or would he? I wondered.
"Take one with your cock in me," I said.
"It won't be easy, but we can try," he said.
We shot several with his cock in my cunt and then I sucked him some more. He finally ran out of film.
"We can't see them like we do with the other camera," I said.
"Not right away, but they should be a lot better," he said.
"How will you get pictures like that developed?" I asked.
"I know a place that will do it no questions asked. I got the guy's name from Frank Smith at work," he said.
"Oh, God," I moaned.
"What's the matter?" he said.
I didn't tell him because I was thinking that still another man would see what I'd become, see me like I really was.
"Do you think they'll be good?" I said.
"I sure hope so," he answered.
I almost asked if he was going to show them to Frank Smith and Chuck Stern, but refrained. I knew he would. And the idea thrilled me.
We fucked then, hard and fast, and I came so good. I could come every time now... with anybody.
"I love you, Jack, darling!" I cried, feeling his hot jism spurt into my cunt.
CHAPTER NINE
I thought I would come apart when Vera called and said they couldn't make bridge. "Tony's mother just called. We have to fly to Chicago. His father had another heart attack," Vera said.
"Oh... I, I'm so sorry..." I stammered.
"Don't fret, honey. He's very old and we were expecting it. It's not his first," she said.
"How long will you be gone?" I asked.
"Several days, at least. I hope we'll be back by next Thursday," she answered.
"I hope so, too," I said bluntly.
"I'll call you when we get back. Maybe you and I could get together for a drink," she said.
"Uh, yeah, sure," I stammered. I really wasn't into that sort of thing. I was drunk and high and it had just happened, sort of spontaneous, not planned.
"I know a couple of guys we could meet, or maybe even just spend some time together, just the two of us," she said, and then whispered, "I love you, Jan."
I stood with the dead phone in my hand, stunned. "Jesus, what gall," I said aloud. It infuriated me that she would think I was available for her afternoon trysts, whether with men or just her. I sat down trembling. I was angry, too, that Tony hadn't called. After the anger passed, I wanted to cry. I had been looking forward to tonight. I wanted it, needed it.
My first thought was not to go at all, but I changed my mind. Jack knew how much I loved bridge and it might make him suspicious if I suddenly didn't go. I felt that he was already wondering what was going on. If I went, came home early and completely sober, it might help to cool any doubts.
I went through the motions mechanically the rest of the day. All I could think about was how much I wanted Tony to fuck me. I had even been thinking of seeing him more than once a week, and now our once a week was gone. I wanted to be fucked everyday, now, and not just by Jack. Oh, I loved it when Jack fucked me, but he doesn't always want it everyday, and it's more exciting when it can be with someone else part of the time. I had to admit that I had been looking forward to seeing Brad again, too. I wondered if there was any way to get in touch with him. I even looked in the phone book, but he wasn't listed. Damn!
Jack came home looking like the cat that swallowed the canary, but didn't say a thing. We had finished supper and I was in the bedroom getting ready to go when he came in with a big envelope.
"I got the pictures back from last week," he said.
"Were they good?" I said, actually excited.
"Yeah, some were, but some weren't," he said.
"Well, fuck, Jack, let's see them!" I cried, and sat on the bed. All I had on was a pair of panties, tiny bikinis.
Jack laughed and sat down beside me. He opened the envelope and started showing me the pictures. The ones of just me were really good, much better than the Polaroids, and he had the best ones enlarged. One of me sucking his cock was real good and one with his head between my legs was good, too. That one was real clear and clearly showed from the expression on my face how good he was making me feel. The rest were either too close or blurry, or just showed his big ass with my legs sticking out. None of the fuck pictures were good.
"What's the matter, Jan, don't you like them?" he said.
"Yes, I love them, but the really heavy ones didn't come out," I said. I could tell that he was pleased that I wasn't shocked.
"Yeah, it's pretty difficult to get good ones the way we did it. Impossible to know if we're positioned right so everything will show. What we need is someone else to take them," he said.
I let out a little gasp. "Jack, you're awful, and getting worse. Do you realize what you're suggesting. Do you mean you'd let another man see me like this, taking pictures of us doing..."
His face flushed. "Uh, nah, honey, I didn't say we would, I said it would be the way to get good pictures. And I didn't say a man," he said.
"Well, no, you didn't, but..." I had imagined another man snapping the shutter while I sucked Jack's cock, or he sucked me, or even while we fucked. It even flashed through my mind-knowing it could never happen, of course-that Jack was taking them while the other man and me... "But I can't imagine another woman taking such pictures," I said.
"Honey, there are gals that would," he said.
"Well, I hope you don't know any like that," I said.
"Of course not." He flushed again.
"Well, who could you get?" I asked.
"Hell, I don't know, I never really thought... well, I suppose Frank would-if I was to ask him," he said, looking me square in the eyes.
"Oh, silly!" I cried, jumping to my feet, "you know I was just joking." I stood in front of him, pushing my belly out, my hands on my hips. "I better get ready. Give me a kiss." He knew just what I meant, and he leaned forward to plant his lips on my pussy. I pressed against him, my hands going to the back of his head. "Mmmmmmm, baby, my darling, not too much, you know how quick you turn me on!" I cried. I was already turned on from looking at the pictures and from our talk, especially our talk. I felt his tongue glide under my panties and touch the slick, sensitive flesh. "Yes, I'm sure Frank Smith would... if you were to ask him," I whispered.
I finally pushed him away, my cunt tingling with desire. "Down, big boy," I said, "let's save it until I get home when we have the time to do it right."
"We could do it then, too," he said.
"It'll be better if we save it. Besides, you might be sound asleep when I get home, if we do it now." I finally convinced him and he let me get ready. I didn't wear anything under my dress except the little panties, the crotch of which were quite wet. I liked the way men looked at me when I showed what I had, and I could at least get that much out of the evening. The material of my blouse brushed my nipples and made them stand up very obviously, and I loved it.
I got there early and got a partner. She was an old shrew, but she was a good player. Brad walked in a minute later. He looked around and came over to where I was sitting.
"I had hoped you would wait until I got here," he said.
"I didn't know you were coming," I said, trying to hide my disappointment.
"I guess I should have called you, but I didn't know if I should," he said.
"You should," I said curtly.
He leaned over and said softly, "God, Janet, you look adorable."
I flushed and didn't answer. He found a partner and we started playing. I tried to avoid looking at him, and every time I weakened and did, he was looking at me. It gave me goose bumps. I did play well, though, and we came in second.
After the last hand, he came over and suggested we stop at the bar for a drink. I had made up my mind that I was going right home to Jack, but I looked up at him, bit my upper lip, and said, "Okay, but just one."
The bar was crowded, but we found a small booth and he slid in beside me. His arm went around me and I shivered. "Just one, honey, I can't be late," I said.
"Sure," he said.
After the drink, I weakened and let him order one more. It was still early. He kissed me then, his lips hard against mine. I knew it was stupid and in bad taste to sit in a bar and neck, but I wanted more. I downed my drink and had him order another. We sat kissing and drinking, and then I felt his hand under my skirt.
"Brad, not here," I said, but opened my legs for his hand. It moved upwards, settling snugly on my crotch.
"I want you, Jan. I haven't been able to think about anything else since last week," he said.
"How old are you, Brad?" I asked.
"Old enough to give you what you want," he answered.
He knew just where to put his finger. "How old?" I repeated.
"Twenty-two," he said.
"God, do you realize I'm fifteen years older than you?"
"You look a lot younger, and it doesn't matter, anyway. It makes it all the better. You're beautiful and sexy and have a magnificent body. Besides, I prefer a mature woman, one who knows what she is doing and how to do it. And knows what she wants. You know what you want, don't you, Janet? You want the same thing I want," he said.
"I don't want it in the back seat of a car," I said.
"We can go to Tony's house. I have a key and it's only a couple of blocks away," he said.
"I know where Tony's house is," I said, sarcastically. His finger was driving me mad. My cunt burned for his tremendous cock. I had known, deep down, from the moment he walked in to the bridge room that he would fuck me tonight. "I can't stay long," I said, and got up.
We went out to my car. "We can go in yours," he said. "I can walk back and get mine afterwards. It's only a couple of blocks. Uh, sorry, I forgot you know where he lives." He grinned boyishly at me. "How many times you been there with him?"
"Not enough," I said, and handed him the keys.
I sat against the door and smoked while he drove the short distance. He was just a little boy-he looked like a boy, he acted like a boy, but he had a man's cock, a real man's cock.
We went into the house. My dress was on the floor by the time he got the lights on. I stood for a moment in my panties and then walked for the bedroom. I was no longer ashamed, or felt any guilt. I was here to get fucked. I wanted it, needed it. Jack would have to wait his turn. He could fuck me all he wanted after I got home. But now, at this moment, I wanted Brad to fuck me. I wanted to feel his huge prick inside my cunt, fucking me, making me come, coming inside me. I sat down on the bed.
"Come here, Brad, come here and take off my panties," I said.
He came to me and slowly peeled the little garment off my body. I opened my legs wide, thrilled at the sight of him staring hungrily at my open cunt.
"Kiss me, Brad, make me ready to take your prick," I said.
He quickly kneeled and put his mouth on my pussy.
"Yes, yes, yes," I hissed, "I love it when a man goes down on me first."
Brad sucked me good, his tongue moving to my clit and then into my hole and then back to my clit. I held his head tightly between my legs, hunching against his face. I could have come at any time, but held out, prolonged it, savored it, wanting his cock inside me when I finally came. "Fuck me, Brad!" I cried when I knew I could no longer hold out if I let him continue sucking.
He stood and stripped off his clothing. I knew what to expect, yet I still gasped when his huge prick flopped out of his shorts. It was only half-hard and still it was huge, even bigger than I had remembered. "Get it all the way hard for me," I said. "Play with it." I lay back on the bed and brought my knees up. I reached down and slowly pushed a finger into my pussy. "Play with it," I hissed.
He jerked on his prick while I finger-fucked myself. I watched his cock grow longer and thicker and harder. It was unbelievable-a horse cock. "Stick that cock into me, fuck me," I moaned.
Brad came down on top of me. I grabbed his big prick and greedily stuffed it in. God, it spread me open so, filled me so. "Aw, fuck, Brad, darling, you feel so good in me. You're so big, so fucking big. Oh, darling, darling, give it to me, fuck me!"
I writhed in ecstasy under him. His skinny little boy's body felt weightless on top of me, but his cock filled me, thrilled me, made me come long before I wanted. I clutched at him, jerking wildly, the excitement in my cunt turning to fire.
"I'm coming, Brad, I'm coming!" I screamed.
He kept fucking, fucking until I came again writhing in exquisite agony, and then he came inside me. I felt all slippery, filled with his slimy jism.
"Don't take it out," I said. "Just lie here on top of me. It feels so good in there."
"It's getting late," he said.
"Yes, I know," I said.
"What will you tell your husband?"
"I won't tell him anything. He won't ask, anyway. He knows I have been playing bridge. He trusts me," I said.
"He shouldn't," Brad said.
"What he doesn't know won't hurt him," I said.
"Or you."
"Or me. He gets his share, he doesn't suffer."
"Will he want to fuck when you get home?"
"Of course."
"And you'll fuck with him?"
"Of course. I never hold out on Jack. He can fuck me the rest of the night if he wants."
"God, you are some woman."
"All woman," I said.
We finally got up and got dressed, found Tony's liquor, and had a stiff drink. I was feeling pretty good now, from both the whiskey and the splendid fucking. We took a last belt from the bottle and put it back in the cupboard. "I'll drive you back to your car," I said.
We sat in the parking lot at the hotel and had a cigarette. We started kissing and feeling each other. I don't know how it went so far, but I took off my dress, and since I hadn't put my panties back on, I was naked. "Fuck me again, Brad," I said.
"I thought you didn't want to fuck in the car," he said.
"I didn't then. I do now," I said.
He was more than ready since I had been playing with him, kissing and sucking at his cock. We didn't even get in the back. He just pushed his pants down and I straddled him. I let myself down slowly, sinking his prick into me inch by wonderful inch.
"Oh, goddamn it, Brad, you've got the finest pecker I ever felt!" I cried. I knew I would be sore in the morning, but I was feeling nothing but good now, his big horse cock in me to his balls.
"Jan, you're the hottest cunt I've ever known," Brad said.
"Yesssss," I hissed, humping gleefully on his long prick. "I'm one hot cunt." I was feeling no pain. I felt good and drunk, and my pussy was stuffed as full of cock as it would ever be.
"I wanted to fuck you the minute I found out Tony was getting in your pants," Brad said. "How did you find out?"
"Vera told me."
"Am I as good as Vera?"
"Better, much better. Her snatch is too big. I would think Tony would get lost in there."
"Tony can get lost in me any time he wants. God, that feels good."
"You really like it, don't you?"
"I love it, Brad. I love to fuck. Oooooh, Jesus, honey chile, if I didn't know better I'd say I was gonna come again."
I didn't know any better, and I was definitely going to come again. I let myself down hard on his prick and started coming. He was so big, it was in me so deep. God, I could feel it way up in my belly. I hunched against him, my orgasm sending jolts of pure pleasure up my spine.
When it started to pass, I sat up straight and looked at him. "You didn't come?" I said.
"No, it wasn't easy, but I held off. I want you to suck it off, suck all that nasty old jism out of my balls and swallow it," he said.
At the moment, I wasn't sure I wanted to, but I did it, anyway. I let his big cock fall out of my cunt and then bent over his lap. The head alone filled my mouth, so I grasped the shaft and pumped like mad. I could taste my cunt on his prick-I knew what cunt tasted like now-and let my mouth slide down the shaft to get more. Up and down I went, my hand flying, and in moments he was coming. His spunk spilled into my mouth, thick and slippery. I kept pumping, draining his cock until I had a deep puddle of the stuff in my mouth. Then, I swallowed, letting his jism slide down my throat. It burned all the way.
I sat up quickly, my lips wet with spunk, and lit a cigarette. "You taste good, Brad. Let's go in and have one more drink before we go," I said.
"I thought you had to get home early," he said.
"Fuck, it's too late for that-now," I said.
I slipped on my dress and we went iii and had two more drinks. I was really drunk when I finally aimed the car for home. I had to pee so bad by the time I got home that I squatted beside the car and let it go. I peed and peed, watching the yellow liquid run down the driveway. I got up then, and weaved my way into the house. Jack was waiting for me.
"Jesus Christ, Jan, have you any idea what time it is?" Jack snorted.
"No, what time is it?" I said, slurring my words.
"It's almost two o'clock," he said.
"It's that late?" I giggled. "We stopped for a little drinkee, had several, got a little smashed."
"Yeah, that has been happening pretty regularly lately. Every Thursday night, in fact," he said.
"Don't be pissed, baby. One drink just seemed to lead to another."
"I was worried. I called Wilma."
"Oh. What did she say?" The dirty fink must have squealed on me. I never did trust that broad.
"She said she didn't know where you were. She said she hasn't played bridge with you on Thursday night for a couple of months."
I flopped into a chair. I felt very tired, and I felt very trapped. "She's a shitty player. I got a new partner," I said.
"Who?" Jack said.
"Uh... Vera, Vera Bonino, that's who."
"Why didn't you tell me?"
"I thought it didn't matter. You don't know her, anyway. Oh, shit, I feel drunk. I hope I don't get sick." I could see he was still angry, and I jumped to my feet, almost fell, steadied myself. "Goddamn it, you want to call her? I'll look up her number, for Christ's sake," I yelled.
"Shit, no, Jan. I trust you. I just wanted to know."
I breathed a sigh of relief. I had hoped my anger would cool his. Bluffing wasn't really my bag. I sat back down. "I stopped with Vera and her husband. They drink a lot, too much, really. I'll cool it, honey. I'm sorry I made you worry. No more boozing after bridge."
"Aw, sweets, I didn't mean that. I don't mind if you have a drink or two after bridge, or even if you get a little tight now and then, not as long as I know who you're with," he said.
"You should meet Vera. She's really a good-looking chick. Has the biggest knockers, and I get the feeling that she's kind of loose. Know what I mean?"
Jack grinned. "You little devil, I almost think you'd let me fuck another broad to insure your bridge night," he said.
I grinned, too. "I might," I said, and lifted my skirt up. "Look, no pants."
"You had some when you left," he said.
"I took them off in the car. I was afraid you might be mad. Wanta fuck me right here in this chair?" My cunt hurt from fucking, but I figured it would be worth it to squelch his doubt.
"You really know how to get to a guy," he said, and stood up.
He stood up and dropped his pants. His cock was hard.
"You bitch, you sure are wet and ready," he said when he had his cock in me.
We weren't in the chair, but I guess the front room floor is as good. I had my bare legs wrapped over his back and it didn't seem to hurt any more once he had his cock in my cunt.
"Jesus, honey, you just get hotter and hotter. You got to be the best lay in the world. You feel so good all wrapped around me like this," he said.
"You feel good, too," I said. He did, too. I wondered if I had any limits, if I could ever get enough cock, because I knew if Jack could hold out just a little longer I would come.
"Geez, we really make beautiful music together," Jack said, his cock hot, alive and close.
"Yeah, yeah," I grunted, "don't come yet, honey, I can make it if you hold out a minute.
Don't stop, though... yeah, yeah, oh shit, yeah. It feels good, my darling. I wish we had someone to take our picture now, right now, all spread out here on the floor, fucking and loving each other. Oh, Jack, I really do love you."
"Would you let someone take a picture of us like this?" Jack said.
"Yes, right at this moment I would."
"You mean you'd let another man see you naked and spread out, my cock in you?" he said.
"Yes, fuck, yes," I grunted. I closed my eyes and imagined a man taking our picture-he was naked, too, and his cock was hard and sticking straight out. He was snapping our picture, waiting for his turn at me. His cock was leaking. He was hot for me. He wanted me. I reached out, imagining that I was holding his wet cock, and then I exploded. "Oh, Jack, darling, honey, I'm coming!" I shrieked.
Jack shot his cum inside me and lay panting on top of me. I felt his cock shrinking inside me and felt drowsy and drunk. I felt terribly drunk.
"Jack, darling," I whispered, "why don't you ask Frank Smith over for dinner some evening. He's a bachelor and could use a good home-cooked meal. We could send the kids to a movie or something." I fell asleep then.
CHAPTER TEN
Jack woke up in a bad mood the next morning and decided he was angry because I got home so late. "You've been lying to me for a couple of months, too," he said.
"How?" I said.
"Well, when you would come home with liquor on your breath you always told me you and Wilma stopped for a nightcap, or you would tell me what a great game you and Wilma had. Jan, you haven't played with Wilma for two months."
I was trapped and I knew it. "I, uh, said Wilma from habit. I meant Vera. I wasn't doing anything wrong. I wasn't trying to hide anything from you. I don't know why I didn't tell you I had a new partner. I just didn't." I looked him straight in the eye, hoping I could lie better than he could.
"Well, okay, but it still sounds kind of phony to me," he said.
"You didn't seem to think it was phony last night when you raped me on the floor," I snapped.
"Raped you? When I raped you? Jesus, I'm the one that got raped, baby," he said.
"Fuck you," I said.
"And you better clean up your language around the house. And cover yourself up more when the kids are around," he said.
I was wearing a sheer little shortie robe, nothing else. I wanted to tell him that our young son John wouldn't mind, that he had seen me in less, or that... but I didn't. "Joyce has a job and has already gone. John has a Scout hike today and has already gone. And Jerri is upstairs asleep." I didn't tell him that Jerri didn't get in until three this morning.
"Well, she might wake up and come down to the kitchen," he said.
"So? She has the same equipment I do, darling."
"Damnit, that's not what I mean and you know it. It would be the same if they were all here," he said.
"Fuck you," I said again.
Jack left mad.
Jerri came down about an hour later. I was still drinking coffee. "You got in pretty late last night," I said.
"Gee, you sure look sexy," she said.
"Don't change the subject," I said. "Who were you with? Ted, I'm sure. And were you drinking? You look awful."
"You sure ask a lot of questions," she said.
"Don't get impertinent with me, young lady."
"I'm sorry," she said, looking at the floor. "Yes, I was with Ted. And yes, I had a little to drink. I'm sorry."
I was determined not to take my anger at Jack out on her. "Well, don't make a habit of it," I said and got to my feet. "I'm going up and get dressed." I could see the look of astonishment on her face. She had evidently been prepared to catch holy hell.
I decided to take a bath and lay in the hot water soaking and thinking of Tony, hoping he would get back soon and call me. It excited me to think of Tony and I gently jerked off under the water. I took a long, long time, stopping often to prolong it, and finally had a very satisfying climax.
Jack brought a bottle of champagne home with him and we made up. We finished the champagne and had several other drinks and I got pretty drunk. We went into the bedroom, locked the door, and took some more pictures. I took some of his cock this time so I would have something to look at, too.
I held his cock tightly in my hand and rubbed it against my cheek. I loved it so. And then I took it in my mouth and sucked it , closing my eyes and imagining it was somebody else's, anybody else's. When he started to moan and push harder against my face, I backed off. "Here, put it between my tits for a little bit," I said, sliding the hard thing between my bunched up tits. It felt good having it there, and I looked down at it pushing up at my chin. The little hole was gaping open and I thought I would like to have a picture of it with jism coming out.
I was getting very excited and went too far. Jack grunted and cum spurted out, poured against my neck and ran back down onto my tits. I was looking right at it and saw the thick, white jism come flying out. It seemed a waste, though, to shoot it on my tits, so I scooped it up with my hand and ate it. Jack looked at me kind of funny and I felt a little ashamed. I guess I was pretty drunk.
 
* * *
 
We went out to dinner on Saturday, eating and drinking and dancing the night away. We both got pretty tight before we went home. I wore a new dress-it was very daring with a plunging neckline. My bra was a little uplift affair that made my tits stick out, most of them uncovered. My bikini panties were a little too brief and kept working up into my cunt-crack.
Jack told me several times how beautiful and sexy I looked and how it turned him on the way other men looked at me. I'm beginning to suspect that it excites him to imagine me with another man, and that excites me. He wouldn't let it really happen, though, I'm sure. A man came over to our table and asked to dance with me, but Jack said no. I wouldn't have minded because he was a good dancer. I knew because I had been watching him.
On the way home, Jack pulled over to the curb and shut off the engine. He hugged me and kissed me and said, "Let's do it in the car, Jan, let's fuck right here. We've never fucked in the car."
"It sounds exciting," I said, lifting up to pull my panties off. I didn't tell him that I had already fucked in a car, but not with him.
I got Jack's pants down and then straddled him like I did Brad. Oh, God, it felt divine the way it pushed up inside me, and it felt so big this way. I started rocking on his lap.
"Goddamn, Jack, that feels good. I love you so much, honey, and I love it so when we fuck. Ooooh, darling, I'm not going to have any trouble coming!" I cried.
"Me either," he said.
He just sat there and let me do all the work. I worked harder, going faster and faster until it felt so good that I was sobbing. I fell against him, my ass bouncing. God, it felt so good.
"Jack, darling, I'm going to come!" I cried.
"Keep going, baby, I'm almost there, too," he said.
We came together, both of us grunting and jerking. I sat on his cock for a long time, feeling it soften and feeling hot cum ooze out around his cock. We were both pretty wet when I finally got up.
"Let's go home and do it again," I said.
Jack was too smashed to get it up again when we got home, so I checked on the kids and we went to bed-to sleep. Jerri wasn't home yet, but I didn't tell Jack. I decided that I would have to ground her for a week.
We both had hangovers the next morning, but decided to go to church, anyway. We hadn't gone in several weeks. Chuck Stern and his wife sat a couple of rows ahead of us and I caught him glancing back several times. Once, our eyes met for an instant-and I could see the lust in his soul. I wondered what Elsie would think if she knew what was on her husband's mind-it certainly wasn't the sermon, which was dull. It serves her right for her husband to lust after me. She is a prudish know-it-all if I ever met one. I wondered, too, if he had a hard-on.
We exchanged pleasantries with them after church. Jack was very casual, but I couldn't forget that Chuck had seen those awful pictures of me. He all but undressed me with his eyes. I was sure he was thinking of fucking me. It kind of excited me.
 
* * *
 
When Jack came home from work on Monday night, he dropped a real bombshell. "I invited Frank Smith over for dinner tomorrow night," he said casually.
"Oh," I said, trying to sound just as casual. "What time?"
"Around seven or so. He has to go home and clean up first," he said. He lifted the lid on a pot to see what we were having and sniffed, trying to act very matter-of-fact about the whole thing. "Get rid of the kids for the evening. Send them to the movies or something," he added.
I said, "Sure, honey, whatever you say." I didn't ask why, because I knew why.
During dinner, I tried to imagine what it was going to be like, trying at the same time to keep my excitement from showing. I had some questions, though. I knew I had suggested it, but still, exactly why had Jack asked him over? Was it because he liked him, or was it to have him take dirty pictures of us? Or was it possible-could it be that he actually wanted Frank Smith to fuck me? Had Jack asked this man to our house to fuck me? I almost swooned over that possibility.
Later that evening, Jack and I snuggled up on the couch with a drink to watch a late show on TV. The kids were in bed, including Jerri, who I had informed was grounded. She got a little snippy when I told her, so I made it for two weeks instead of one. She might be out fucking around with boys, I couldn't really stop that, but I wasn't going to tolerate insolence.
I took a long drink from my glass, lit a cigarette, and said, "What's he like, Jack?"
"What's who like, dear?" Jack said.
"You know who I mean," I said, hitting him on the arm.
"Oh, you mean Frank? Well, he's a nice guy."
"Is he young?" I asked, getting a little exasperated.
"Yeah, younger than us, anyway."
"Is he good looking?"
"Oh... yeah, at least you'd think so. Why?"
"You bastard," I hissed. I grabbed his face and kissed him hard on the mouth.
"Ready for another drink?" he said, when I let him up for air.
"Yes, a strong one," I said.
He went and made the drinks and we sat drinking and necking. I was getting very passionate and lifted up so he could get my panties off. When he had his hand nuzzled snugly against my pussy, I opened his pants and took out his cock. I was jerking him off slowly, making sure he didn't come, when I heard a tiny noise in the hall. I looked up in time to see Jerri, our teenage daughter, dart into the shadows.
Here we sat, my skirt up over my hips, Jack playing with my cunt, me playing with his cock-while our daughter lurked out in the hall watching. I was drunk by this time and turned on, and knew she was listening, too. "Fuck me, Jack, fuck me here on the couch," I said loudly.
Jack was half looped, too, and needed no coaxing. He opened my blouse and pushed my bra down. "Gotta see these beautiful tits," he said, and then lifted my skirt all the way up, bunching it around my waist.
He got to his feet and I watched him push his pants and shorts down. His cock leaped out straight and true. What a lovely piece of meat, a beautiful cock, I thought, knowing that Jerri was looking at it, too. I don't know what had come over me, but I couldn't think straight, or sort right from wrong, and I felt a thrill knowing that she was looking at her father's hard prick. I wondered, for just a fleeting instant, if she was big enough to take it, if... I gasped with excitement and grabbed his prick and kissed the end. "Jack, fuck me, put that gorgeous thing in!" I cried.
I spread out on the couch and Jack got between my legs. He needed no help, thrusting into me with one smooth, hard lunge.
"Oh, goddamn, that's so good!" I cried. "Make it last, honey, don't come too quick. I want to come with you, make me come, too!"
"I will, baby, I will. You know I always make you come, too," he said.
"Yes, I know," I sighed contentedly.
"Aw, shit, honey, you're so good at this, so fucking good," he snorted. "Everybody should have someone as good... at least once."
"Does Frank Smith have anyone as good as me?" I said. I had my knees up and could feel Jack's wonderful cock sliding hard and fast in my cunt.
"Fuck, no, baby. I've seen some of the broads he goes out with, and no way, just no comparison. He deserves it once, though."
"You, you mean... you mean with someone like me?" I gasped, my orgasm coming on violently "Yeah, that's what I mean... someone like you. Yeah, just like you," he said.
"Yes, I know what you mean, darling," I hissed, "I know exactly what you mean, and he does deserve it." I whispered very softly, "And so do I." I brought my legs up over his back. "Oh, my darling, I love you so much, and I'm coming so hard." I grunted and rammed myself against him. "God, Jack, I'm coming, coming so fucking good!"
"I love you, too, Jan, I really do. I want to make you happy."
Jack knew I was drunk and that I was popping my nuts, but good. He must know, too, that when I was in this condition I'd go along with anything he said.
"Is it good, honey?" he asked. I nodded my head, bucking under him, still coming. "He's got a big one, honey. Frank's got a real big cock. Jesus, you really like fucking, baby. Frank deserves it, honey, he needs a really good fuck just once... with someone like you. It might be fun... huh?"
I nodded my head wildly. "Yessss, it might be fun," I hissed.
He pulled out then. "Let's Finish sixty-nine, Jan. I want to eat your sweet cunt before I come. I want to taste pussy while I come in your mouth," he said.
I was still dazed by my beautiful come and was willing to do anything he asked. I wanted his cock in my mouth, too. My head buzzed with the wonderful things he had said. He was going to let Frank Smith fuck me.
We got reversed and I greedily took his wonderful cock into my mouth. It was a slippery, wet mess, so I could imagine the condition my pussy was in. It didn't seem to bother him, though, because when I closed my hot thighs against his face, he plunged into my wet pussy, his tongue extended.
I took him down into my throat, sucked his cock back out, and pulled hard with my mouth. I was swallowing his first thick wad of cum when I went over the edge again. He grunted, spewing his stuff into my mouth, and kept sucking me. We lay licking and sucking each other for a long time. When we got up, I wondered if Jerri had gone on to bed. I certainly didn't want to meet her in the hall.
I tingled the whole next day thinking of the night to come. There was no doubt about what was going to happen, not after what Jack had said. He had been setting me up, testing to see if I would object. He wanted Frank Smith to fuck me, and he wanted to watch, I knew that now. What he didn't know, was that I was way ahead of him. I wanted it more than he did. God, did I ever. I could hardly wait for Frank Smith to get his big cock inside me. The day seemed to last forever.
Jack finally came home. The kids were gone for the whole night and I had prepared myself carefully. I was bathed, dressed, and perfumed for Frank Smith's cock.
"Goddamn, you look so beautiful, Jan," he said, kissing me. "I love you, baby, more than anything... no matter what happens."
"I love you, too, Jack," I whispered, "no matter what happens."
An hour later, the doorbell rang and Jack went to answer it. He returned with a tall, good-looking man. Not pretty good-looking, but rough, macho good-looking.
"Honey, I want you to meet Frank Smith," Jack said.
The End
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