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The
following is a work of fiction.  Names, characters and places are solely based
on the author’s imagination or are used fictionally.  This book is intended for
adult audiences only.  It contains sexually explicit scenes and language that
may be considered offensive by some readers.  All sexually active characters in
this work are 18 years of age or older and all acts of a sexual nature are
consensual.  Sexual acts depicted without the use of protection are strictly
for the enjoyment of the reader.  Please practice safe sex.
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Prologue


 


Cory
sat in frustration at her computer.  She knew she should be working, but
instead she was fretting about her love life.  Or, lack thereof.  She and Jake
hadn’t had sex for close to two months.  It didn’t used to be like that, darn
it.  She could remember when he couldn’t keep his hands off her.  Something
that she sorely missed.


She’d
even gone so far as to thinking about messing around.  Considering it, anyway. 
Since she traveled for work, the opportunities were no doubt there.  They had
to be.  She just felt…  Well…  That it would be a betrayal.  After all, she and
Jake had taken vows.  Her ringing phone interrupted her morose thoughts.  Probably
just as good, she thought.  Jake would have a cow if he thought she was
messing around.  Though, it might serve him right.











Chapter 1


 


Another
Saturday night at the old homestead.  It had been a boring day of household
chores and laundry.  The curse of the working class, weekend chores.  Cory was
finally curled up on the sofa while Jake lounged in his easy chair.  A far cry
from what Saturday nights used to be like.  They’d been mindlessly watching TV
since dinner while they enjoyed a glass of wine.  Or, maybe more than one glass
of wine as she thought about it.  OK, truth be told, she was a wee tad bit past
her design limit.  What the heck?  It’s not like they were doing anything
anyway.  They almost never did.  Not, anymore.


Whatever
show they were watching ended and Jake started perusing the DVR to see what
else they might have to occupy their time.  After all, the night was still
young.  It was barely nine o’clock.  Cory happened to see a rather sexy looking
icon glide past on the screen and asked, “What was that, Jake?  The one just
before this one?”


“Oh,
it’s nothing.  Just some dumb movie I downloaded one night while you were out
of town.  I never even bothered to watch it.  I suppose I should just delete
the silly thing,” he replied rather off handedly.  “I’m sure we have the new
Avengers movie somewhere on here.”


“Hmmm… 
Something you downloaded while I was ‘out of town, huh?’  Sounds like somebody
was horny,” she giggled tipsily.  Just how much wine have I had anyway? 
“If you honestly didn’t watch it, maybe we could watch it together?  Who
knows?  It might be fun,” she purred seductively.


“Uh… 
OK, sure.  I mean, if you really want to,” he replied hesitantly.  “I’m not
even sure what it was about now.”


“Well… 
I guess we’re about to find out,” chortled Cory.  Her hopes of ending their
‘dry spell’ rising rapidly.  “Get me another glass of wine and then push the
‘Play’ button, Baby.”


 







*


 


Cory
watched in fascination as the plot, if you could call it that, developed.  The
story was about a couple whose sex life had grown stale.  Sounded awfully
familiar if you asked her, except this time the wife began to play around WITH
her husband’s consent.  Wow!  Okay…  That was different, she had to give
them that.  Cory had never even heard of such a thing, let alone thought of
it.  In the film, they called it being a ‘hot wife’ and she really did find
herself getting hot.  Her breath shallowing and her nipples tightening as
events unfolded on the screen.


This
was no late-night soft-core porn on some movie channel.  Jake had apparently
downloaded it from one of the pay channels.  Maybe even from some internet
vendor?  Oooo…  So, naughty.  This was a full-on porno and Cory felt herself
getting very excited as she watched the innocent wife shyly play around on her
husband for the first time.  The guy in the film was really buff.  He had a
huge cock as well, long and thick.  Something that Cory had never even dreamed
about.  I mean, wouldn’t it hurt?  It just wasn’t something that good girls
did.  And, she had always been a ‘good girl.’


Cory
had only been with a couple of guys before she met Jake back in their sophomore
year of college.  Not a whole lot of experience, especially in this day and
age.  She had officially been considered a nerd all through school.  Of course,
now she had a great job and made good money.  Something that the wilder girls
with their jock boyfriends back at her Catholic School would not have ever even
dreamed about.


In
all honesty, Cory had finally come to appreciate that she was at least mildly
attractive.  Even if it had taken a while for her to realize it.  When she
fixed herself up and didn’t wear her old stand-by favorites of floppy
sweatshirts and ratty blue jeans, she looked darn good.  Apparently, quite a
few others felt that way as well.  She’d been propositioned often enough when
she was out of town on business.  Not that she’d ever taken anybody up on those
offers.  Even at the office, she gathered quite a few comments from some of her
co-workers.  Nothing that was overtly untoward or could be considered sexual
harassment, you understand.  Just the kind of nice to hear type of comments. 
Ego boosting even if they were harmless.


WOW. 
That stud in the movie was really turning her on.  She watched in fascination
as his long, thick member slammed into the young wife’s pussy.  Her passionate cries
filling the air as she orgasmed over and over.  Her body arching
spasmodically.  Of course, Cory knew most of that was fake.  All for the
benefit of the camera.  Still, it was getting to her.  She could feel her own
pussy getting very wet.  Her nipples becoming painfully erect as she watched
him pound into the young starlet.  Cory sure hoped that Jake would help relieve
her current state of affairs tonight.  Otherwise, she’d be sneaking off to her
laptop after he fell asleep and finding some porn to get off on herself.  Well,
that and her favorite vibrator.


Unfortunately,
it wouldn’t be the first time.  Cory hated to admit it, but it had been quite a
while since they had played around.  Somewhere along the way, they had lost the
intimacy that they had once enjoyed.  She supposed that it came along with
being married for seven years.  A lot of her friends admitted to the same
problem.  Damn.  In the movie, it looked like the wife was switching from
fucking her lover to sucking his cock.  Ewww…  That cock that had just been
inside of her.  Cory didn’t think she could ever do anything like that.  Watching
as the young starlet’s pink tongue worshiped along the entire length of that
hard rod.  Oh, wow.  Now she was taking the bulbous head into her mouth. 
Sliding slowly down the thick shaft.  How did she even get that monster into
her mouth?  O.  M.  G.  No way.  She’s actually deep throating that thing. 
I’ve never even tried that with Jake.  And, he’s nowhere NEAR that size.


A
glance at her own husband showed that his eyes were glued to the spectacle on
their big screen TV.  His fingers absently stroking himself through his jeans. 
She could see the outline of his cock getting hard and there was a little damp
spot forming from his precum.  Mmmm…  I think I’m getting some tonight,
came almost sing-song into her mind.


Turning
her attention back to the movie, Cory saw that they’d gone back to fucking
again.  She watched in fascination as that huge rod drilled into the little
brunette’s pussy.  Then, finally, she saw his body stiffening as his hips
jerked and…  O.  M.  G.  They showed it.  They actually showed it.  She
could see his creamy cum oozing out of her swollen and abused pussy lips.  WOW. 
Cory’s body was burning with passion as she watched the display on screen.  The
honeyed scent of her excitement becoming noticeable as she sat glued to the TV.


The
supposed lover was leaving now, giving the young wife a final passionate kiss. 
Suddenly, the husband slipped out of hiding, pulling his wife to him and
kissing her.  Frenching that same slutty mouth that had just had another man’s
cock in it.  Whoa!  Like any man would EVER actually do that?  Now he was
kissing down her adulterous body and…  Oh, WOW.  He was eating her pussy.  Her
cum filled pussy.  She could hardly believe her eyes.  That’s…  I mean…  That’s
so filthy…  and…  OMG!  It is so damn HOT!  She was sure that Jake would
never even dream of eating her after their own love making sessions.  Admit it,
he hardly ever gave her oral sex at any time.


Cory
would have to remember this ‘hot wife’ thing the next time she got horny out of
town.  She bet there’d be some pretty hot posts if she did an internet search
for it.  “I need more wine,” she declared as she got up.  “Do you want a refill
Jake?”


“Sure,
I’ll take another,” he replied huskily.  “Do you want me to pause the movie?”


“No,
that’s OK, I’ll be right back.”  Cory’s last glance of her husband showed he
was still entranced with the on-screen action.  She took the opportunity of
being alone in the kitchen to slip her fingers down inside her jeans and stroke
her burning hot little clit.  Her eyes closed as she silently brought herself
off thinking of what she’d just witnessed.  Her long fingers stroking her moist
slit, delving briefly inside her burning pussy.  After a small, whimpering
orgasm, she returned to the living room and handed Jake another glass of wine.


Setting
the glass aside, Jake reached up and pulled her down clumsily into his lap,
attempting to give her a quick kiss.  “Careful, Jake.  Stop it!  I’ll spill my
wine,” she exclaimed.  She noticed that his excited demeanor diminished almost
immediately.  His hands went back to the arms of the chair and his eyes
re-focused back to the big screen.  A small scowl now graced his face.  Uh
oh, she thought, he took that all wrong.  Shucks.  I screwed up again. 
Maybe I’m not getting any tonight after all...


 







*


 


Cory
lay tossing and turning, wide awake in their king-sized bed.  Her mind a jumble
of thoughts.  Jake was asleep, his body turned coldly away from her.  Her
vision had been prophetic; he hadn’t warmed up to her attempted advances at all
after her unintentional rebuff.  Damn it.  I just didn’t want to spill my
wine all over the place.  Why can’t he understand that?  He’s so sensitive
anymore.  I don’t know what to do.


Finally,
she quietly slid out of bed, her bare feet padding quietly across the carpeted
floor and out into the hallway.  Walking silently into her home office, she
didn’t even bother to turn on a light.  Sliding behind the desk, Cory powered
up her laptop.  Her face appearing forlorn in the dim glow from the screen. 
Her body still aching for relief after the sexually charged movie.


Opening
the browser window, she typed in a search for ‘hot wife.’  OMG! she
thought.  There’re over 50 Million results.  Why haven’t I ever heard of
this before, am I really that naive?


Cory
began to read some of the blogs and erotica that came up from her search.  Even
venturing to pull up some of the photos and videos.  Oh, yeah.  There were
definitely videos.  Oh, so many videos.  Her mind absorbing at least some of
the details of what was being discussed even as her fingers danced again and
again over her unbelievably wet slit.  Her body shuddering with passion as she
brought herself to a stimulating orgasm.


Finally,
her passion at least somewhat assuaged, Cory slid back into bed and fell into a
fretful sleep.











Chapter 2


 


Jake
was still miffed the next morning.  They ate breakfast in silence, then went
about their different pursuits; Jake out to play golf and Cory to grudgingly
work on a proposal for a new client.  She honestly didn’t get much accomplished. 
Her mind kept wandering back to their lack of intimacy.  She knew part of it
had to be her fault, but she had no idea how to resolve it.  Maybe they needed
to see a marriage counselor.  Wow.  That’s something she never dreamed she’d be
saying when they walked down the aisle together.


About
an hour later her cell phone vibrated with an incoming call.  It was Megan, her
best friend and neighbor.  She swiped the screen answering with a quick, “Hi,
Megs.  What’s up?”


“Just
calling to see what’s up with you?  Mike’s out playing golf with your hubby, so
I figured the coast was clear.  Wanna grab a glass of wine?” Megan inquired.


“You
know, that’s the best idea I’ve heard all day.  I’ll be over in just a few.”


Mike
and Megan lived just two houses down.  Their two-story differing from the ranch
style home that Jake and Cory had.  They’d known each other for almost five
years now.  The four of them had become quick friends.  Megan was a tall,
statuesque beauty with huge tits.  Her olive skin and dark hair a sharp
contrast to Cory’s petite, blonde body.


She’d
no sooner walked in the door when Megan took one look at her and asked what was
wrong.  “Oh, you know, the usual I guess.  We just had a little tiff last
night.  I mean, it was over nothing.  I’m really getting depressed over the
whole thing.  And, I’m tired of Jake never touching me anymore.”


Handing
her a glass of wine, Megan laughed, “Come on, I’ve seen that look before.  Once
you get laid you’ll be fine.  He’ll come around, men always do.”


“I
thought for sure we were finally going to have sex last night,” she whined. 
“We watched this uber-sexy movie and I was really getting excited.  Then… 
Well, I guess it was sort of my fault.  Jake pulled me into his lap and I
snapped at him for almost spilling my wine.  After that, he wouldn’t warm up to
me at all.  Maybe I SHOULD try out what went on in the darn movie.”


Megan’s
quizzically raised eyebrow prompted Cory go on.  “It was about something called
being a ‘hot wife.’  The woman in the movie was playing around, with…  Get this. 
Her husband’s approval and knowledge.  I mean, she was doing it like at his
request.  He even watched from hiding sometimes and, believe it or not, he gave
her oral sex AFTER her lover had cum inside her.”


Megan’s
dark eyes grew wide at that statement.  “I mean it, Megs.  It was sooooo damn HOT. 
Jake would never even dream of doing that to me after we’ve had sex.  Let alone
after another man had…  You know…  Not that I’d ever really do that with
another man.  Besides, first Jake and I’d actually have to have sex,” pouted
Cory.  “Or, at least, I would.”


“Uh… 
Gee, thanks, Girlfriend.  I’ve never even…  Damn, now I’ll never be able to get
that image out of my head.  That sounds so darn fucking HOT,” exclaimed Megan. 
“How do we find husbands like that?”  Her comments sending the two of them into
a fit of laughter.


“Seriously,
if it doesn’t get any better soon, I swear I’m going to start fooling around. 
I mean it,” declared Cory.  “A girl can only take just so much, you know?”


“Well,
at least you have the opportunity to fool around.  I mean, you get to travel. 
There’s got to be a least some good looking, lonely guys hanging around the
bars in the hotels.  Right?” queried Megan hopefully.


“What… 
Uh, yeah, sure.  I guess.  I mean…  I’ve honestly never thought about playing
around.  A few guys have come on to me from time to time, but I’ve never accepted. 
And, I’ve never gone out looking for it,” Cory replied.  “I seldom go down to
the bar for a drink; I usually just pull something from the mini-fridge.  I’m
not sure I’d even know how to go about it anymore.  I’ve been with Jake
forever.  Besides, you know me better than that.  I’d never actually do it.”


Pouring
another glass of wine for each of them, Megan commented, “Still, maybe it’s time
for you to start experimenting a little.  You don’t have to have sex with
somebody just because you flirt with them a little bit.  Get your feet wet.  No
harm in getting your blood pumping, if you know what I mean?  Maybe Jake would
like it if you got a little sexier?”


“Just
what are suggesting?” asked Cory warily.


“Just
what I said.  The next time you’re out of town, clean yourself up a little bit
and spend some time down in the bar.  I’ll lay you odds that you won’t have to
pay for more than one drink all night.  Flirt a little bit.  You can always
flash your wedding ring and say, ‘no thanks’ if it gets too heavy,” retorted
Megan.  “What’s the harm?  Jake wouldn’t have any way of knowing.  You really
won’t have done anything wrong and you’ll get to have a little bit of fun for a
change.  Besides, you need the practice.”


“Uh… 
What?  I thought you were supposed to be my best friend?  What’s with the ‘need
the practice’ comment?” asked Cory incredulously.


“Listen
Sweetie, it’s been over seven years since you even thought about picking up a
guy.  Right?  Times have changed.  I mean, it’s all sex in the restroom at the
bar and sucking a guy off on the first date now.  Not that I would know about
any of that first hand, you understand?  Plus, your wardrobe looks like
something from out of the 90’s,” snickered Megan.


“Well,
as you said, you don’t know anything about all of that first hand.  But… 
Well…  I guess it might not be such a bad idea to at least spice up what I wear
a little?  Maybe it would get Jake a little more interested, anyway.  It has
been quite a while since I went shopping.  Know anybody that might want to come
along?” hinted Cory with a big grin.


 







*


 


Cory
took a vacation day the next week, with Megan by her side they started hitting
the clothing stores with a vengeance.  After the first couple of hours, Cory
was beginning to wonder if having her along was a such good idea.  Everything
that Cory liked, Megan shot down.  Everything that Megan liked made Cory feel
like a slut.  Finally, they broke for lunch.  A very liquid lunch.


“OK,
look.  It’s like this, the girls at the bars dress very sexy these days. 
You’re going to be competing with women that are out to get laid, big time. 
You definitely need to up your game, Sweetheart,” commented Megan a little
exasperated.  “It’s all about showing some skin anymore.  Short skirts, slit
dresses, low necklines, stockings, high heels…  You get the idea.”


“You
realize that I’m really not going to go out and mess around, don’t you?  Megs,
it’s me.  I just couldn’t feel comfortable in something like that.  Besides,
Jake would NEVER let me wear anything that revealing.  Especially not if I’m
going out of town,” whined Cory.


“Get
real, Cory.  You mean to tell me that Jake checks your luggage?” Megan retorted
sarcastically.  “Besides, are you sure about him not letting you wear something
revealing?  I mean, have you ever tried wearing something sexy around him?  Do
you even OWN anything sexy?  Maybe that’s part of the problem?  You NEED to
spice things up a little at home.  Get him to notice.  If nothing else, maybe
he’ll get the idea that he’s still married to one hot little lady.  A little
jealousy can go a long way in a relationship.  Trust me,” replied Megan.  “Not
to mention, getting hit on at a bar is VERY good for your ego.”


“And,
THAT I suppose you would know about first hand?” queried Cory sarcastically.


“Maybe?”
came Megan’s shy response.


“Spill,
Megs!  Now!  You can’t just pour out all of this advice to the lovelorn
rhetoric and then pretend that you’re all sweet and innocent.”  Cory fixed her
with her best ‘don’t lie to me’ gaze and waited.  Her fingers tapping on the
table expectantly.


“Okay… 
Okay…  I admit that I may have gone out a few times, just now and again, when
Mike was out of town.  Just a night out ‘with the girls,’ if you will.  Or, at
least that’s what I told Mike,” Megan giggled.  “Hey, I like to have fun too. 
It’s not like I slept with EVERY guy that came along or anything.  It was just
fun.  It made me feel alive and desirable again.”


“Uh
huh.  As if you slept with ANY of the guys that came along,” Cory said
mockingly.  When no immediate protest came her way, the truth began to set in. 
Cory’s eyes became as big as flying saucers and her jaw dropped open wide. 
“Megan Reynolds!  You did?  OMG, Megan?”


“Shhh. 
Keep your voice down, Cory.  I think I need another drink,” replied her best
friend quietly.


Once
they were properly restocked with fresh glasses of wine, Megan began to tell
her story.  “Hey, I mean, we were kind of where you and Jake are at a while
back.  Just no spark anymore.  A friend suggested that maybe I should get out a
little and convince myself that I was still attractive and desirable.  So…  I
really did go out one night to the bar at the Hilton.  I was scared to death.  A
couple of guys bought me drinks, but there was a lot of competition.”


“And…”
prompted Cory.  “What happened?  Did you jump into the sack with the first guy
that came along or what?”


“No! 
Ewww.  Of course, not.  That first time, I got hit on a couple of times, but
all the other women were so much sexier than I was.  I felt like a fish out of
water.  Just kind of like the dumpy housewife that I was.  After seeing what
other women were wearing?  The way they flirted?  That’s when I decided to
spice things up.  I got myself a little sexier wardrobe, both outerwear and
underwear,” she admitted, her face turning beet red.  “Wearing some of it made
me feel kind of slutty, but I sort of liked it, too.  After that…  Things got a
lot more interesting,” smirked Megan.


“I
started going out at least one night every time Mike was out of town.  He
noticed too.  Saw the sexier undies and, I don’t know, just that I was somehow
different.  Believe me, he suddenly got a LOT more interested in his dumpy
little wife.  It was kind of nice, you know?” said Megan.  “Then, one night… 
Well… There was this hunky guy that hit on me.  Wow.  He looked like Thor from
the Avengers.  I kid you not.  I’d had a few drinks and he was getting me super
turned on.  Anyway…  I let him take me back to the men’s room.  I gave him a BJ
and…  OMG.  Cory, it was SO…  DAMN…  HOT!”


Cory
was almost speechless.  Her best friend had been stepping out on her husband. 
How could she not know?  “I can’t believe that you actually did that.  You
sucked some guy off at a bar?”


“Oh,
Sweetie, I’ve done a LOT more than that since then.  Believe me, I have no
problem fucking some guy if he really does it for me,” Megan retorted.  “Not
anymore.”


“And,
Mike still doesn’t know?” asked Cory incredulously.  “He’s still clueless in
all of this?”


“Yep. 
And don’t you dare TELL.  Not anybody.  This is strictly between us girls. 
Pinkie swear?” asked Megan cautiously.


“Of
course, yes.  I’ll never tell anybody.  It’s just such a surprise.  I would
never have guessed that you and Mike had problems,” said Cory.  “Let alone, any
of the rest of this.”


“We
don’t have problems; not anymore.  I can’t explain it, Cory.  I know he doesn’t
know about me sleeping around.  He can’t, but it’s like I’m somehow different. 
That, he does see, or sense, or whatever.  At least on some sub-conscious
level.  End result?  He wants me again now.  I don’t know what it is that’s
different, but it comes through to him on some level,” commented Megan.  “Damn,
I wish he’d be like the husband in that movie you talked about.  I’d LOVE
that.  Getting to play around with permission would be wonderful.  No sneaking
around behind his back.  No feeling guilty.  Mmmm…  Heaven.”


There
was a pregnant silence as they both took a sip of their wine, then, “Megs?”
Cory asked shyly.  “What’s it like?”


“Hot. 
Sexy.  Thrilling, yet a little scary at the same time.  It makes me feel
attractive and desirable again.  Alive.  No more dumpy housewife, I’m somebody
that guys are attracted to,” Megan answered.  “My husband included.”


Questions
poured from Cory now.  “What about the first time?  Were you really scared? 
What was he like?  Did he make you cum?  What did you do?”


“Whoa. 
One question at a time.  Please…  I’m only human you know,” laughed Megan.


“Let’s
see, the first time…  Well, like I said the first time was a BJ.  I have to
admit, though, it really made me feel…  I don’t know?  A little slutty, maybe? 
At least to some extent.  It was so out of character for me.  I mean, it was in
the men’s room.  But, at the same time, I was so unbelievably turned on.  It
was the first strange cock I’d seen in years.  And, here it was in MY mouth.  His
hot cum jetting down MY throat.  Lord, he came an ocean, too.  I don’t remember
being scared at all doing it.  After all, it was just a blowjob.  Hey, I went
to college!  I’ve done plenty of those in the past,” giggled Megan.


“The
first real time…  That was a little scary.  I admit it.  I didn’t honestly know
what to expect, you know?  Would he be big, little, cut, uncut, rough, tender? 
As it turned out, he was just a nice guy that was lonely.  I went down on him
to start and then he pulled me over to the bed and had his way with me. 
Afterwards…  I felt both relieved and excited at the same time.  I didn’t feel
ashamed of what I’d done.  Not at all.  I just felt all warm and fuzzy inside. 
It was something I needed, and Mike wasn’t providing it anymore.  In a way, I
guess my fooling around saved our marriage,” Megan said.


“Wow… 
It’s still hard to believe,” whispered Cory.  “So…  You’re still sleeping
around when Mike goes out of town?”


“You
better believe it, Sweetie.  Now, speaking as someone who knows, how about we
go pick out some clothes that will do you justice?”











Chapter 3


 


Cory
spent a small fortune on clothes that afternoon with Megan.  Thankfully, she
had her own credit card that Jake never got to see the bills for.  Otherwise,
there might have been a lot of explaining to do.  She still didn’t think that
she’d ever have the nerve to do what Megan had.  But…  Well, as Megs had told her,
‘never say never.’  Her relations with Jake were still extremely stagnant.


Over
the next three weeks, she did tentatively introduce some of her new clothes
into her wardrobe.  They didn’t even elicit a comment from her husband.  Kind
of disappointing.  Cory had hoped that it might spark at least a little
interest.  Especially the new underwear.  Besides…  Cory was coming up on
another trip out of town the next week.  She was feeing extremely frustrated,
and more than a little bit horny.  Darn it, Jake.  Don’t make me go out of
town feeling like this.  Not again.


That
Friday night while they were watching TV, Jake put on a soft-core porn movie. 
This one was about a wife that was secretly a prostitute on the side.  Cory
thought it was a little bit better than most of that type of movie.  It was
interesting, and she found herself getting more than a little turned on.  It
was certainly not the movie they’d watched that last time, but…  She thought
that she might be able to use it as an opening, “Not quite as exciting as that
last movie we watched, is it?” she laughed nervously.


“You
mean that porno a couple of weeks back?  No…  Not quite of the same caliber. 
Not at all.  Still, kind of hot?  Don’t you think?” added Jake.


“Mmmm… 
Yes, it is, kind of.  Just not the same level of hot; sort of mildly warm
versus volcano hot,” smirked Cory.


“You
really liked that other movie, huh?  That surprises me a little.  Subject
matter and all,” said Jake.  “Plus, it was pretty heavy sex.  Didn’t think
you’d go for anything like that.”


“Why? 
Don’t you think I can have fantasies and desires too?  I am human, you know,”
Cory pouted.  So far, her attempt at opening a dialogue, or at least getting
Jake interested in fooling around, was not going well at all.


“Don’t
blow a gasket, Cory.  It just surprises me a little.  I wouldn’t have thought
that you’d even get turned on over something like that.  Just a little too far
out of your comfort range,” smirked Jake.  His superior attitude was becoming
just a little too much for Cory.


“My
‘comfort range’ may be a little broader than you think it is, Jake.  Careful,
or I’m likely to see just how far I’m willing to expand it,” snarled Cory.


 







*


 


The
rest of the evening had gone even worse.  They had continued to snipe back and
forth at each other all weekend.  Cory was totally frustrated as she began to
pack for her trip Sunday night.  As she perused her closet for what to take,
she was just upset enough that she grabbed some of her new clothes to take
along.  And, not just the underwear.  She threw in a couple of outfits to wear
that would really push her comfort limits.  Well, they would if she had the
nerve to wear them.  Oh, she probably would never have the boldness to put them
on and go out, but…  Well, as Megs had said, ‘never say never.’  Maybe she was
right.  After all, she did have the outfits now.  Might as well get some use
out of them.


Cory’s
flight had been exhausting and she was happy to just see the hotel when she
finally got there.  She missed California already.  After kicking off her shoes
and unpacking, she called room service and ordered something for dinner.  Then,
she opened the mini-fridge and picked out a bottle of wine.  After all, that’s
what expense accounts were for.  After dinner, she tried watching TV but just couldn’t
get into anything.  Finally, she took out her laptop and pulled up her search
engine.  Free Wi-Fi was great.


She
knew now that a search for ‘hot wife’ would get her some VERY interesting
results.  Cory sat reading articles and blogs for quite some time.  Getting
quite an education in the process.  There seemed to be a whole lifestyle built
up around this fetish.  She guessed that was probably the best name for it. 
Some of the information was very helpful, she began to realize that she was
definitely not alone in her feelings of frustration.  It seemed like a common
thread of complaint.


Cory
learned the differences between a ‘hot wife’ and a ‘cuckold,’ that it wasn’t
‘swinging.’  It didn’t necessarily mean that both partners could play around,
not at all.  She also noted the preponderance of trimmed bushes and shaved
pussies.  Maybe being a little barer down there prompted more men to be
willing to perform oral sex?  One could only hope.  And, what was this bit
about ankle bracelets?  I mean, they’re pretty, but…


Later,
she pulled up a video to help relieve some of her frustrations.  Well…  That,
along with her trusty vibrator.  It was some sort of gangbang planned by the
husband.  She watched in fascination as man after man had his way with the
young wife.  Trying to imagine what that might be like.  As a woman who had
only been with three men in her life, thinking about taking on four or five men
in one night was almost mind blowing.  Cory realized she could at least enjoy a
good fantasy life.  The way things were right now, a fantasy life was all she
had.  Finally, she fell into a fretful sleep.


The
next day, Cory dressed in one of her new business suits.  The skirt was a few
inches shorter than her norm.  The neckline of the blouse hung softly down from
her shoulders giving an enticing view of her small breasts when she bent over. 
While it seemed a little naughty, it made her feel very pretty and she noticed
that she garnered far more attention than usual during the day.  After a series
of meetings, Cory ended by driving back towards her hotel.  With another lonely
night ahead of her, she was in no particular hurry.  Spotting an upscale
shopping mall, she decided to do some looking around.  Maybe pick up some more
clothes, or jewelry.  A girl could never have too much jewelry.


She
bought a new outfit that was just a little on the wicked side.  It was a
two-piece in black leather, very short and very tight.  The skirt and the top
both had zippers down the front.  Of course, where she put the zippers could
make quite a difference in just how much of her body got displayed.  Then, as
she was leaving, she spied a jewelry store that looked interesting.  Picking
out some new earrings she continued to look around.  Prowling along the display
cases, her eyes were caught by a collection of ankle chains.  Cory had never
even thought about getting one, though she had always thought they were
attractive.  Now, though, the glistening chains held a whole new meaning for
her.  She’d read last night that if a married woman wore an anklet, it meant
that she was available.  Well…  Okay, obviously not always.  But if somebody
was familiar with the ‘hot wife’ lifestyle, they knew that it COULD mean that.


Cory
got a wicked gleam in her eyes as she asked to see several of the enticing
little chains.  So what if she never intended to act on her developing fantasy,
it didn’t mean that she couldn’t get one to just make herself feel a little
naughty.  It might be fun.  Just her little secret.  Besides, it was pretty. 
She settled on a heavy gold chain, one that would definitely be noticeable. 
The salesclerk sized it and then fit it to her dainty ankle.  His eyes roaming
slightly up her legs each time as he knelt before her.  Finally, he knelt in
front of her again to fasten the clasp.  Cory couldn’t help herself, she was
feeling very randy tonight.  She let her legs part just ever so slightly.  She
thought she saw a little embarrassment redden his face as his eyes devoured the
sight before him.  The thong she’d put on this morning had been rather tiny and
transparent.


Getting
back to her hotel, Cory immediately poured herself a glass of wine.  I can’t
believe I did that.  I let him see up my skirt.  OMG.  I feel like such a
slut.  And, doing it was sooooo damn hot, she thought.  Starting to hang up
her new outfit, she paused.  It did seem a shame to have anything that wickedly
gorgeous and not use it.


She
ordered a light dinner from room service still thinking about it.  New outfit… 
New ankle bracelet…  Maybe, she should go out tonight?  Listen to some music? 
After all, it was just having an innocent drink in the bar.  Maybe…  Just,
maybe…  Flirt, a little?  After a quick shower and a touch up for her makeup
and hair, Cory opened her luggage and grabbed a pair of the thigh high stockings
that Megan had insisted she get.  Sliding them sensuously up her slender legs
made her feel extra sexy somehow.  She slipped her new outfit on and adjusted
the zippers.  Just a little more leg and a hint more cleavage than was her
norm.  Hmmm…  How many glasses of wine have I had tonight?  Then, she
slipped her feet into a pair of high heels and admired herself in the floor
length mirror.  Cory watched in fascination as her new ankle bracelet caught
the light.  Whoa.  I’m a fox.  Maybe a little small in the tit department,
but not bad.  A quick tug at the top zipper to unveil just a little more
cleavage and she was out the door.  A wicked little gleam in her eye.


The
bar wasn’t terribly full tonight.  Of course, it was still a little early. 
They did have a piano player who wasn’t half bad.  Cory settled onto a bar
stool and ordered a glass of wine as she listened to the piano.  Glancing down
at her legs, she was pleased at where she’d set the zipper.  With her legs
crossed, just enough showed to reveal a peak at the lacy top of her stockings. 
Her little golden ankle bracelet glimmered back at her as her leg swung slowly
back and forth.  It made her feel so naughty just to think about it.  Her own sexy
little secret.


The
bartender returned with her glass of wine.  As Cory asked him to start a tab,
he indicated that it had been taken care of by the gentleman at the end of the
bar.  OMG.  Megs was right.  She politely smiled at the gentleman to
thank him for his generosity.  She took a gulp of her wine as he started to
walk towards her.


“Good
evening.  My name’s Dave, I’m just in town for the night but I can’t stand to
see a lady have to pay for her own drinks,” he commented.


“Cory,”
she smiled.  “And, thank you.  I’m in town on business myself.  Unfortunately,
I’ll be stuck here for a few more days,” she laughed.


They
continued their small talk, getting to know each other a little better. 
Neither one of them mentioned their marital status, but Cory didn’t hesitate to
flash her wedding ring prominently as she sipped her glass of wine.  About
three drinks later, Dave made his move.  His fingers gently began to trace
along her hand as he asked if she’d perhaps like to join him for a late dinner.


Cory
was flustered at first, maybe even torn a little if she was honest.  She was
still upset over her husband’s attitude.  Dave seemed like a very nice man,
good looking and friendly.  Somebody that she thought she could like if she
gave it a chance.  Finally, she hesitantly told him she was sorry, but she was
married and hadn’t intended to lead him on.  He was nice about it, but politely
excused himself rather quickly after that.  She finished her wine and went back
up to her very lonely room.


Cory
was still feeling very confused.  She loved her husband, but she had to admit
that it was thrilling to flirt a little down at the bar.  She’d forgotten just
how much fun it could be.  Thinking maybe a call home would make her feel
better, she swiped Jake’s icon and waited patiently as the call went through. 
When he answered, she could hear music playing loudly in the background. 
“Where are you, Jake?  It sounds loud wherever you’re at.”


“Just
having a drink with some of the guys,” he replied.  The feminine giggle and the
music that she heard in the background did nothing to make her feel any
better.  Of course, Jake could just have been at a bar, but it sure didn’t
sound much like it.  It sounded a little too lively to be anyplace around
home.  Though, she guessed if it was closer to his office, things might be
different.  This call wasn’t turning out at all like she’d hoped.  Finally, she
just said good night and looked around her lonely room disgustedly.


Damn,
apparently, she wasn’t the only one feeling horny and alone.  Why didn’t Jake
want her anymore?  She was willing, she was there, she was available?  Was she
just too much of the same old thing?  Tears still burning her eyes, Cory
finally fell into an uneasy sleep.


 







*


 


She
called Megan during a break in her schedule the next day to vent her
frustrations.  Of course, Megan’s advice was the same as before.  No harm, no
foul if all she did was flirt.  Her final comment had been, “For that matter,
what happens out of town, stays out of town.  Don’t sweat the small stuff.  Do
what you have to, Girlfriend.  It’s just sex.”


Cory
finished her dinner sitting in front of her laptop and sipping a glass of
wine.  She was still devouring the blogs about being a ‘hot wife’ and getting
very turned on as she did.  Of course, if she was going to be a ‘hot wife’ for
real, then Jake would have to know about her escapades.  Not.  Happening.  At
least, not yet.  But…  Maybe she could see if it was something that she’d
like?  Flirt a little bit more?  It had been kind of fun last night.  Maybe
more than a little bit, if she was honest.  Who knows?  She found the idea both
tempting and frightening at the same time.


Wait… 
If I did mess around and Jake didn’t know about it…  Then I’d be an
adulteress.  Or, maybe a ‘cuckoldress,’ is that even a word?  Anyway, I
wouldn’t be a ‘hot wife.’  Hmmm…  I think I like the sound of ‘hot wife’
better.  Though, the thought of making Jake a ‘cuckold’ is kind of enticing? 
It would serve his lazy ass right.


Finishing
dinner, Cory looked longingly at her dresses hanging in the closet.  She HAD
brought them with her, after all.  Maybe she should at least make some use of
them.  They weren’t exactly something she could wear around the house.  And,
it’s not like they ever went out anywhere.  Not anymore.  Strolling over to the
closet, she ran her fingers over the silky fabric of one of them and then felt
the clingy material of the other longingly.  Both would display more of Cory
than even what she’d worn last night.  Wine.  I need more wine, she
thought.


Those
tiny bottles of wine in the mini-fridge are sooooo small.  And, those dresses
are sooooo pretty.  Cory finally succumbed to the enticement,
grabbing the clingy wrap-around dress from its hanger.  As she tried the dress
on and checked it in the mirror, she noticed that the lowcut neckline allowed
her bra to show.  Hmmm…  I didn’t notice it that much at the store.  Well, I
do have small breasts, rather perky ones if I do say so myself.  I really don’t
think I need a bra.  ‘What happens out of town, stays out of town,’ she
thought wickedly.  She was humming happily as she slid her bra off and began to
pull a pair of thigh high stockings up her legs.


As
she glanced in the mirror, Cory was astounded at the sexy lady she saw standing
there.  Her breasts were displayed to perfection, the fabric clinging
sensuously to her small globes.  Just a hint of cleavage showed, not too much. 
Her legs shown enticingly though the slit of the wrap as she moved.  Even her
little gold anklet gleamed in the soft lights of the room.  Delighted with
herself, she slipped out the door of her room and down the hall.


Wednesday
night at the hotel bar was a little livelier.  A lot of the tables were filled
tonight, a small combo playing some light jazz.  Cory slid onto one of the tall
stools lining the bar.  The same bartender from last night came up almost
immediately, “White Zin again tonight?” he asked.  Nodding her head in ascent,
Cory was flattered that he had remembered her.  Hmmm…  Actually, he IS kind of
cute.  Maybe I should flirt with him?


As
Cory’s wine was placed before her, the bartender shook his head no at her
proffered credit card, indicating a table of three gentlemen off to the side as
he did so.  Wow.  This dressing up and sitting at the bar is damn good for a
girl’s ego.  She nodded her head and smiled at her benefactors, mouthing a
thank you as she did.


It
didn’t take long for one of the trio to make a play for her charms.  He was
kind of nice looking, but she politely declined indicating her wedding ring. 
Cory delightfully listened to the music, sipped her wine, and enjoyed the feeling
of being the object of somebody’s admiration.  Multiple somebodies, actually. 
Boy, these glasses of wine don’t last long, she thought.  She was starting her
third glass, still never having had to pay for any, when her latest benefactor
approached.


Ooooo… 
He’s quite the hunk.  He must be at least six feet tall, nice body too. 
Introducing himself as Ryan, he sidled into a vacant seat next to her.  Just in
town for a couple of nights…  Blah…  Blah…  He had a nice voice, deep and
exciting.  Cory did enjoy talking to him.  Warm eyes.  He seemed interested in
her, and not just in her body.  Although, he did seem pretty darn interested in
that too.  She noticed his eyes straying subtly lower from time to time.


Cory
glanced down at her lap, just then realizing that when she had turned to face
her new companion, her dress had opened quite a bit.  Her right leg was bared
all the way up above the top of her stockings.  Just a peak of her pale skin
evident in the soft lights of the bar.  Even worse, as she leaned forward, she
realized her breasts were almost completely exposed.  Sitting up a little
straighter and adjusting the dress over her leg a little, she continued to talk
to Ryan Something-or-other.  Hmmm…  How much wine have I had?  This is just
my third, right?  Yep, I’ve only had three drinks since I got here, she decided
proudly.


Ryan’s
fingers began to trace a pattern on her wrist, his touch like a hot poker on
her skin.  Cory casually placed her left hand on his and apologized saying that
she was married.  He looked her in the eyes with a knowing grin on his face as
he said, “You’re not married quite ALL the time, are you?”  His eyes glancing
pointedly at her ankle bracelet clad leg.  “I think sometimes you might feel
differently.  Is tonight perhaps one of those nights?”


Cory
could hardly breathe.  Her blood running suddenly cold in her veins.  Yet, why
were her nipples suddenly so hard that it looked like they’d cut right through
the top of her dress?  OMG.  He’d called me on my dare.  My secret little nod
to being naughty.  He KNEW what the anklet meant.  Or…  Might mean?  Cory
took a shuddering breath, “Sometimes…  Maybe?  About tonight, Ryan?  I’m not
making any promises,” she said tremulously.  “But, perhaps…”  Rather pleased
with herself over her evasive answer.


Two
drinks later, they were standing outside the door of her room.  His arms around
her, lips burning hers in a deep kiss.  She felt his hands move to cup her
small breast, her nipple aching at his touch.  Electric shocks moving through
her small body.  Then, he was slipping away from her, her hotel room door open
before her.  He was saying something about her being a little too intoxicated
to know what she was doing.  Telling her to get a good night’s sleep and that
maybe he’d see her again another night.  Reminding her to take some aspirin and
drink some water before she went to bed.











Chapter 4


 


Cory
woke with a tremendous hangover.  She was totally baffled at how just three… 
No, four…  Or, was it five glasses of wine?  Still.  Then her eyes fell on the
three-empty wine bottles she’d had from the mini-fridge.  Oh…  No…  No
wonder I feel like this.  Just what did I do last night?  I remember some guy
at the bar…  Ryan, I think?  He was HOT.  Wait!  He walked me to my door.  He
kissed me.  I remember his hand on my breast and my nipple feeling like it was
on fire between his fingers.  And then…  O.  M.  G.  What did I do?


She
quickly looked around her room not seeing any signs of a male visitor.  Her
dress lay crumpled on the floor, shoes kicked haphazardly nearby.  Her thong
lay in a tiny wad next to the bed.  Embarrassment burning her cheeks, a cold
grip tightening around her heart.  She did a quick inspection of the room. 
There were no used condoms in the waste baskets.  Nothing out of place in the
bath.  The bed looked like it had been slept in, but, thankfully, only by one
person.  With suddenly wide eyes, she checked over her body.  There were no
dried cum stains on her.  Okay…  She hadn’t done TOO much last night.  She
breathed a sigh of relief; Jake wasn’t a cuckold and she wasn’t an adulteress. 
At least, not just yet.  A glance at the clock showed that if she didn’t hurry
she’d be late for her meetings, though.  Damn.  Way to go, Cory.


Her
hectic day finally over, Cory sat frustratingly in her hotel room waiting for
room service.  Pouring herself a glass of wine, she decided she needed to talk
to Jake.  Hear his voice, convince herself that she still loved her husband and
that he missed her.  As she waited for the call to go through, her heart was
beating a mile a minute.  Would he know somehow what she’d done?  Or, almost
done?  Or, thought about doing?  Would her ‘almost’ infidelity somehow transfer
through the phone to his ears?


When
he answered, there was once again loud music in the background.  “Where are
you, Jake?  Are you out at some bar again?” she asked accusatorily.


“Just
a drink with some of the guys from work, Cory.  Don’t get all bent out of
shape,” came his short reply.  “I get lonely when you’re gone.”  A very close
feminine giggle coupled with an announcer in the background saying, “And now
put your hands together for our next dancer, Candy!” belying his statements.


“You’re
at a strip club?  Is that how you spend your time when I’m out of town?  Watching
naked women?  Getting lap dances?” she retorted incredulously.


“Like
you never mess around when you’re away from home.  Give me a break, Cory,” he
snarled.  “It’s not like you’re some kind of saint.”


“Fuck
you, Jake!” she said as she pushed the ‘end’ button on her phone.  Right about
then she wished it was one of those antique phones that she could slam the
receiver down on.  At least that would have given her a little bit of
satisfaction.  So, that’s why Jake didn’t want her anymore?  He was going to
strip clubs all the time?  What else was he doing?  She felt her phone buzz in
her hand.  Seeing it was Jake, she sent the call directly to voice mail.


When
her dinner arrived, Cory could barely nibble at it.  Her marriage was in
tatters, her husband spending his time and money at strip clubs, her sex life
was non-existent, and she was stuck in a damn hotel room a thousand miles from
home.  Stuck drinking wine from a stupid mini-fridge.  A room whose walls were
fast closing in on her.  Her thoughts constantly interrupted with her buzzing
phone.  Jake’s comment, ‘Like you never mess around when you’re away,’ stinging
in her ears.  She shouldn’t even think about going out right now.  Not in the
mood she was in.  Not after last night.  Finishing her glass of wine, she moved
magnetically towards the clothes hanging in the closet.  Looking purposely at
the satiny dress she’d purchased that afternoon shopping with Megan, Fuck
you, Jake!


She
slipped into the shower, letting the hot spray pound on her body.  Her hands
soaping up her vagina and her soft fur covered mound.  Her fingers toying
teasingly with her pussy, sliding slowly in and out.  Teasing her hard, little
clit.  Suddenly, a wicked gleam in her eye, she turned off the water and
reached for her razor.  Her thoughts drifting to the very bare pussies that
she’d been seeing on the ‘hot wife’ videos.  Why not?  It’s not like Jake is
paying any attention anyway.


Cory
looked lovely, and shockingly sexy, as she twirled before the mirror.  The red
satin of her dress caressing the top of her thighs.  The lacy tops of her
stockings visible with every move.  Its low-cut halter top didn’t allow for a
bra and she could see her nipples straining against the luxurious fabric. 
Their hard, little points showing just how excited she was as she sipped on
another glass of wine.  In a last second decision, Cory decided that since she
couldn’t wear a bra, she’d just forgo underwear entirely tonight.  Her newly
bare pussy giving new meaning to the term ‘going commando.’  She’d left her
hair down.  Her long, blonde locks curling softly down her bare back.  Damn! 
I look good.  Her phone buzzed again for what seemed the millionth time as
she headed for the door.  Jake, again.  She sent it to voice mail.  Again!


Finally,
in total frustration, Cory turned her phone to airplane mode.  Then, she let
the hotel room door slam shut behind her as she strutted down the long hallway
to the elevator.  The slight breeze created by her swishing dress tickling her
newly bare pussy lips and sending little tingles all through her body.  So, ‘I
mess around,’ huh?  OK, for you Jake.  I’ll show you what ‘mess around’ means.


The
bar was crowded tonight.  For most of the business travelers this was their
last night in town.  Cory’s body was tingling with anticipation.  Truth be told,
she was maybe tingling with fear as well.  This was a whole new ballgame she
was contemplating.  Heck, it could even be a disaster.  Oh, God.  She could go
crazy thinking about all of this.  It’s not every night that a girl decides to
break her marriage vows.  Or, at least thinks about it.  After all, she’d been
married for seven years now.  Never even thought about having sex with another
man…  Well…  Not really, anyway.  Everybody has fantasies.  Right?  Not
until Jake bought that stupid movie.  Shucks!  Just what had she gotten herself
in to?


She
found a stool at the bar and sat down, carefully crossing her legs and making
sure her ankle bracelet showed prominently.  Her hard nipples, excited by the
cool air, poking out proudly against the satiny material.  She looked around
for the bartender to place her order.  Suddenly surprised as Glen, the
bartender, set a glass of White Zin in front of her with the standard, “From
the gentleman at the end of the bar,” comment.


As
her benefactor approached, Cory tried hard not to panic.  She recognized that
face.  It was Ryan from last night.  She shyly met his gaze, thanking him for
the wine and apologizing for her previous condition.  Their conversation after
that falling more easily into normal give and take.  Learning about each other:
what they did, where they were from, etc.  She liked him.  After all, he had
gallantly taken her to her room last night and NOT forced himself on her in her
overly inebriated state.  Damn, he was good looking too.  Tonight, when Ryan’s
fingers gently caressed her hand, she didn’t stop him.  A short time later, he
asked quietly if she’d like to go upstairs where they could talk more privately? 
Maybe continue where they had left off last night?  Cory smiled shyly as she
slipped her fingers into his hand and slid seductively from her barstool.  Her
legs exposed almost to her now bare pussy as she did.


They
walked down the long hall to her room.  They were walking quietly, her fingers
intertwined tightly in his.  Cory’s heart was racing as she thought about what
she was about to do.  The step she was about to take.  She’d never done
anything like this in all the time she’d been with Jake.  Damn him.  Why did
he have to accuse her of ‘messing around?’  It was just enough in her
current state of mind to take down any inhibitions that she might have had. 
Like the straw that broke the camel’s back, she supposed.  Well, that and the
burning fire in her nether regions that Ryan was producing.  Her thoughts being
suddenly brought crashing back to reality as he pulled her into his arms and
kissed her.


They
were at the door to her room.  Cory looked shyly into his eyes and gave him a
little kiss.  Then, she pulled her card key from her clutch purse and slipped
it into the lock.  The little green light a symbol, seemingly telling her that
what she was doing was right.  He followed her into the room.


His
lips were like fire on hers.  His tongue plunged deep inside of her willing
mouth.  His hands burned right through her dress whenever he touched her.  She
was absolutely on fire.  She wanted him.  Needed him.  Ryan’s hand slid to her
small breast, easing inside the satiny material of her dress.  He had his hand
on her bare breast.  His fingers tweaking her sensitive nipple.  OMG.  He
was touching her.  His lips still burning hers as she rose to a whole new
level of excitement.


Cory
let her hand slide tentatively down his muscled side.  Finally, reaching the
hardening erection she was searching for.  Oh, Lord.  She was feeling another
man’s cock.  And, it felt pretty darn good, too.  His lips now nibbled her ear
and then caressed slowly down her neck.  She felt his fingers begin to fumble
with the tie of her halter top, felt the cool air caress her bared breasts. 
Some part of her realized that she was now topless in front of a total
stranger.  Then, an electric jolt went through her body as his lips closed on
her erect nipple.  Suckling from it.  Her body trembling with the excitement. 
It no longer mattered that she was married, that she had a husband, that she
had said vows.  Nothing mattered other than the hot lips caressing her body. 
The need for relief that burned within her starving body.


Cory
pulled his mouth from her breast, kissing him passionately.  Then, she slowly
and sensuously slid down on to her knees.  Her fingers trailing along his body
until they found his zipper.  Tugging it down, her hand slipping inside his
trousers, her fingers finding his burning hot erection.  Pulling it free, she
marveled at it.  It was longer than Jake’s.  Thicker, too.  She stared in
wonder at the purplish head, the heavily veined shaft.  Her pink tongue
tentatively reaching out to lick a drop of precum from the head.  The taste of
him bursting on her tongue.  He tasted different than Jake.  She couldn’t exactly
explain it, just different somehow.


Cory
licked along the long shaft.  Rolling her tongue over the heavily veined
surface.  The velvety smoothness of the outer skin, covering the throbbing heat
of his hardness.  His pubic hair was well trimmed.  Jake had always left things
natural down there.  She couldn’t stop herself now, even if she’d wanted to. 
And, she didn’t want to.  Cory was filled with lust, consumed by it.  Her mouth
opened in a wide oval as she slid his cock past her waiting lips.  Stretching them
wider than she’d ever dreamed possible.  She felt the weight of his heavy shaft
on her tongue, the heat of him.  The scent of his manhood coming to her
nostrils.  Her head now beginning to bob slowly up and down on his long rod. 
She could feel him hitting the back of her throat, her gag reflex trying kick
in.  Cory forced herself to relax, she wanted this.  She wanted to give him
something she’d never given anybody else.  She wanted to deep throat him,
swallow his cum.


He
was moving furiously now, his cock driving hard into her throat as her tongue
swirled unceasingly on his hot shaft.  His fingers twined tightly in her hair,
moving her head to his own rhythm.  Moans coming from his lips as she took him
relentlessly into her mouth and throat.  She felt him start to swell, knew he
was close.  She wanted this.  Felt like she deserved it.  Steeling herself for
the onslaught that she was sure was coming.  Ryan cried out as she felt his
body tighten, hot cum jetted into her mouth, fired down her throat.  Filling
her.  OMG.  She was doing it!  She had deep throated that monster and
she was swallowing all his cum.  She’d sucked another man’s cock.  Deep
throated him.  Swallowed his hot seed.  Take that Jake.


Cory
slipped her mouth off his softening member.  Her tongue licking up the few
drops of cum that had escaped her greedily sucking lips.  She smiled
seductively up at her lover as he pulled her gently from her knees and kissed
her wanton lips.  Tasting the remnants of his own cum still on her tongue.  She
couldn’t quite believe what had just happened.  What she had just done.  But,
she knew she liked it.  And, there was more yet to come.  That, she was sure
of.


Ryan
slid his hands down to her waist, easing the zipper at the back of her dress. 
She felt it drop to the floor, puddling at her feet.  She was naked.  Her body
totally exposed to the first man other than Jake to see her for over seven
years.  Her breathing came hard and fast, blood pounded through her veins. 
Ryan picked her up like she was a feather, carrying her to the king-sized bed.


Stripping
the rest of his clothes off, he climbed into the bed.  His lips locking on
hers, tongue driving into her mouth.  Her arms circled his body, her eyes
closed in pure ecstasy as he began to kiss his way down her slim frame.  His
tongue teased her nipples as he gently suckled on them.  His hands sliding down
to her newly bared pussy lips.  Fingers tentatively invading her most private
place.  Cory’s moans becoming louder as he slowly teased her burning hot clit.


Then,
his mouth finally descended to her smooth mound.  Her eyes opening in
astonishment as his tongue slid gently along her wet slit.  Its touch like
being painted with a flaming torch.  Cory felt more sensitive now with all her
pubic hair shaved.  Her senses heightened.  She let out a small scream as his
lips touched her clitoris, sucking gently on her little nub.  OMG.  So, hot. 
So, turned on.  So…  She felt like he held her there for hours, captive to
his mouth, his lips, his tongue.  Orgasm after orgasm racing through her body.


Finally,
she felt him shift.  He pushed her legs gently apart, kissing her from the toe
of her high heels, up her stocking clad leg to the bare skin above their lacy
tops.  His body settling between her legs.  Cory knew what was coming next. 
She anticipated it, expected it.  She wanted it.  Needed it.  Craved it.  A
longing born from neglect.  An undeniable need born from the desire for
revenge.  She opened her eyes, watching intently as his thick shaft began to
pierce her nether lips.  Looked on in fascination as inch after inch of his
hard cock penetrated deeply into her warm depths.  Felt her pussy stretching
tightly around that hard shaft.  The sheer heat of him searing her insides. 
Feeling every inch of him filling her.  Fuller than she’d ever been before. 
She was an adulteress!  There was another man’s cock buried inside of her.  A
man, who was not her husband.


Cory
felt Ryan begin to slowly pump in and out of her.  His long shaft bottoming out
into her cervix with every stroke.  His body moving faster and faster.  Her
cries of ecstasy coming almost constantly.  She was fucking another man.  His
cock was deep inside of her, ripping her asunder with every stroke.  She was
breaking every vow of her marriage.  She knew he was building to a climax, she
wanted it.  Craved it.


Ryan
was pounding into her now.  Her body screaming through orgasm after orgasm as
she rode her first strange cock in over seven years.  She knew he was close. 
“I can’t hold out much longer, Cory.  Where…  What do you want me to do?” he
gasped.


There
was no doubt in Cory’s mind.  She wanted to feel him cum inside of her, “Do it. 
Cum for me.  Fuck me.  Fill me up.  Fuck me full of your hot cum.”  O.  M.  G. 
It was happening.  She could feel his burning hot sperm jet into her womb. 
Blast after blast filling her adulterous pussy.  Cory vaguely heard a scream,
only later realizing that it came from her own lips.  Lying there, she could
feel the hot cream beginning to ooze out around his softening cock, puddling
between her legs.  She was a slut.  She was an adulteress.  She was a
cuckoldress.  And, she LIKED it.  She liked it a lot!











Chapter 5


 


Ryan
had a 9:00 AM flight the next morning, Cory’s was not until early afternoon. 
They had one last romp before he left for the airport, leaving her breathless. 
His hard cock, once again, filling her wanton pussy with cum.  She lay in bed
after he had departed, not sure of her feelings.  Was she upset?  Was she a
slut?  She was an adulteress.  But, was she a ‘hot wife’ like in that movie? 
Or, was she just a wronged wife that had taken her own revenge?


Cory
climbed into the shower attempting to let the hot water wash away the sins of
the night.  She wasn’t successful.  She noticed that she was a little red and
sore after the poundings her pussy had received from her lover.  A smile
creasing her face at the erotic memory.  Her thoughts kept returning to the
feel of Ryan’s hands on her body.  The scorching touch of his lips as he sucked
her nipples and devoured her wanton pussy.  Rinsing off, she made a last second
decision to not get too serious in washing a certain part of her body.  She
could still feel Ryan’s cum oozing slowly from inside of her after their
morning session.  She liked the feeling.  It seemed only proper that she greet
her newly cuckolded husband in that condition.  After all, he was the one who
had accused her of ‘messing around.’  She had just fulfilled the presumption
for him.  It gave her a wicked thrill knowing what she’d done.  It felt like
she had justly revenged herself on him.  Rightly so.


As
she dressed for her flight home, Cory dismissed her normal wardrobe.  Grabbing
one of her new outfits, she slipped into a softly draping blouse and short
skirt.  Pulling her new thigh high stockings up her legs and slipping into her
high heels, she liked the overall picture.  It was sexy without being over the
top.  Just enough cleavage showing if she bent over slightly to be
interesting.  Sitting down in one of the chairs, she noticed that a slight bit
of the lace at the top of her stockings showed as well.  The golden flash of
her ankle bracelet readily showing.  Nothing too overt.  Of course, her
decision to not wear a thong…  Cory giggled to herself at just how wanton she
was becoming.


 







*


 


The
flight had been long and boring.  Though, as her thoughts returned again and
again to her night of passion, it was perhaps not as boring as usual.  Cory had
even had to excuse herself twice during the flight.  Her wet cunt betraying
her, the mixture of Ryan’s cum and her excitement drooling slowly from her bare
pussy lips.  She’d had to clean herself or risk a wet spot on her new skirt. 
That would have been hard to explain.  Explain?  Why should I have to
explain anything?


Cory
wasn’t as nervous as she thought she’d be as her Uber pulled up in front of
their house.  She was still extremely upset over Jake’s attitude.  It was late
enough that he should be home, if he wasn’t at another titty bar.  Was she
ready for the confrontation to come?  She hadn’t listened to any of the
messages he’d left on her phone.  At this point, she wasn’t sure she even cared
any more.  There were very few feelings of guilt in her, she’d been the perfect
wife for seven years.  It was Jake that had left her alone.  It was Jake that
had left her horny and in physical need.  It was Jake that accused her of
cheating.  Cory had just fulfilled his angry premise.  Would she admit it to
him?  Well…  As Megan had so aptly put it, ‘What happens out of town, stays out
of town.’  Cory felt that perhaps discretion was indeed the best way to
proceed.  At least, for now.


Jake
was sitting in the easy chair in the living room with the lights out.  A
half-empty martini glass beside him.  Cory couldn’t quite read his mood.  Was
he just upset, or maybe regretful, or was he really pissed off?  “You didn’t
return my messages,” came his quiet voice.


“I
didn’t listen to any of them.  I had no interest in hearing anything you had to
say.  Not after your oh so sweet and loving comments on the phone,” she replied
icily.  “If I wanted to listen to something that some asshole had to say, I
could just go back to the office.”


“Cory,
I was calling to apologize for what I said.  I didn’t mean for it to come out
that way.  I…  I had been drinking and feeling sorry for myself, I guess.  I
really didn’t mean to imply that you were out fucking around.  I know that you
would never do something like that.”


“Never
say never, Jake,” she replied.  Ice still dripping from her voice, the irony of
the remark not lost on her.  Then, she turned and headed towards their bedroom,
pulling her carryon behind her.  The wheels sounding abnormally loud on the
wooden floors.  Even her high heels pounding against the floor, sounded almost
like gun fire.


A
few minutes later, Jake followed her into their bedroom.  He held out a glass
of White Zin to her, “Peace?”


“You
need to work on your people skills, Jake.  A glass of wine isn’t going to
magically change the things you said,” Cory commented as she bent to roughly
unzip her luggage.


“I’m
sorry, Cory.  Really, I am.  I didn’t mean it.  I really was out with some of
the guys from work and, I guess, I’d had a few too many drinks.  Is that a new
outfit you’re wearing?  I don’t remember it,” he asked, obviously hoping to
change the tone of the conversation.  “It looks really nice on you.”


“No,
not exactly new, I’ve worn it a few times.  Nice of you to notice me for a
change,” she chided.


“What
do you say to going out to dinner?  It’s been a while since we did that.  Maybe
we just need to connect again, have some time together.  Why don’t you change
into something and we’ll go out for a while?  Maybe even go dancing later, if
you’d like.”


Cory
started to snap back that she was tired after the long flight, but finally
decided to give him the benefit of the doubt.  After all, she reasoned, she
wasn’t exactly lily white anymore.  Not after Ryan.


 







*


 


Dinner
was still somewhat stilted as they tried to make conversation.  Neither one of
them brought up what Cory was beginning to think of as ‘the elephant in the
room.’  After all, something had caused Jake to stop having sex with her,
something had driven him to strip clubs, something had driven her to…  Well… 
To becoming an adulteress.  To breaking her marriage vows.  Her wanton thoughts
still drifting to how Ryan had ravaged her body.  How his touch had burned
against her skin.  The feeling of his hard cock filling her like no one had
ever filled her before.  His hot cum jetting again and again into her body. 
Her screams echoing around the room.  Cory suddenly realized that she was
pressing her legs together, nearly on the verge of an orgasm from her
thoughts.  Her husband eating his dinner unknowingly across from her, blandly
trying to make conversation.  Taking a deep breath, Cory asked, “So, how often
have you been going out with the guys when I’ve been traveling?”


“Just
a few times, Cory.  Honest!  It’s not something that I do all the time.  I was
just lonely, and I know some of the guys who go out all the time.  I just
decided to join them for something to do,” he replied innocently.  “I really am
sorry about accusing you of playing around.  It was just listening to all their
snide comments about business women and what happens when they’re out of town
alone.  I was drunk.  Please, forgive me?”


“I’ll
think about it, but you really hurt me, Jake.  I called you that night because
I was lonely too.  Then, you accuse me of having ‘messed around,’ as you so
politely put it, when I was traveling.  I had never done that.  Never.  Maybe I
should have, then you’d actually have something to complain about,” taunted
Cory.  “Might get you to pay some more attention to me, too.”  She was playing
with fire and she knew it.  After all, nothing she said was a lie.  At the time
of the call, she hadn’t done anything wrong.  If Jake didn’t suddenly become an
English major, she thought she was safe.  Besides, she liked seeing him suffer,
his normally gruff demeaner somehow cowed before her righteous wrath.  It gave
her a sense of power.


“Cory,
I’m here.  I am trying to pay attention to you.  Give me a chance, OK?  What do
you say we go to that new dance club over on Melroy?  I hear it’s a pretty
hopping place,” said Jake.


“Taking
me dancing might gain you some points, Jake.  But, I’m making no promises
beyond that,” she replied rather haughtily.  She liked the feeling of seeing
Jake suffer.


The
club was hopping as promised.  Cory was getting excited as they walked in and
the wall of pounding music began to set her blood pumping.  They found an empty
table that overlooked the dance floor and ordered a couple of drinks.  Cory
watched in fascination as the couples on the dance floor ground their bodies
together sensuously.  She loved to dance.


Jake
ordered a second round of drinks almost immediately, giving them time to settle
in a little bit and absorb the atmosphere.  Cory was itching to get out on the
dance floor.  She’d worn a simple black dress; it was an empire style that
hugged her small breasts attractively.  Its rather low scoop neckline allowing
a nice view of her cleavage.  The bottom ended about half-way up her thighs. 
Until recently, it was about the sexiest thing that she’d owned.  However,
unlike any other time she’d worn this outfit, tonight she was commando
underneath.  Even Jake noticed as they were sitting at the table, her erect,
little nipples pressing out pointedly against the clingy fabric in the
air-conditioned atmosphere of the club.


“Cory? 
It looks like you’re not wearing a bra tonight.  Are you?  I mean, I can see
the outline of your nipples against your dress,” he said incredulously.


“That’s
not all I’m not wearing tonight, Jake,” she taunted.  “Deal with it.”


“Well,
yeah, OK.  But, like you’re wearing panty hose.  Same diff,” he snorted.


With
that, Cory purposely stood up and walked sensuously to his side.  Lifting the
hem of her dress, she showed him that she was indeed wearing thigh top
stockings instead of panty hose.  His face turning crimson as he realized she
was daringly naked beneath her dress.  Then, she leaned down, letting her top
fall loose revealing her bare breasts, and said, “Dance with me, Jake.  Now! 
Or, I swear I’ll go out there and start dancing by myself.”


Jake
might be slow on the uptake, but he wasn’t a total idiot.  He got the hint. 
Getting up, he took Cory’s hand and led her out to the dance floor.  She began
to move to the music, her body skimming up against that of her husband. 
Teasing him by sliding her behind slowly down his crotch, feeling his growing
hard on as she did.  Her dress pulling up with her movement, revealing her bare
bottom to his astonished eyes.


Jake
was mesmerized.  Who was this wanton seductress he was dancing with? 
Certainly, not his wife of seven years.  He watched in total fascination as
Cory writhed sensuously to the music.  Little flashes of breasts showing as she
moved.  Not to mention the little flashes of other things as she’d twirl her
body to the beat.  Jake was confused, was that a totally bare pussy that he’d
just caught a glimpse of?  For that matter, that half of the damn dance floor
might have seen?  Cory was not exactly being shy as she danced.


Finally,
claiming he needed another drink, Jake led Cory back to their table.  He downed
his drink in just a couple of gulps and ordered another round.  “Cory, the way
you were dancing, people could see that you weren’t wearing any underwear,” his
voice almost a hiss.  “And, since when are you shaved down there?”


“Since… 
A while, Jake.  It’s about time you noticed.  And, that upsets you, why?  Isn’t
it what you expected?  I mean you did accuse me of ‘messing around’ while I was
traveling.  Isn’t that what a wayward wife would do?  Maybe I like the idea of
exposing myself?” she taunted.  “Maybe I shaved for somebody else?  It’s not
like you’ve been paying any attention to me recently.”


“Cory? 
Shit, I’ve apologized multiple times for that.  Give me a break.  I was drunk
and didn’t really mean it,” he implored.


“Not
yet, Jake.  You’re just going to have to deal with the fallout of your
actions.  You wanted a slutty wife?  You’re getting one.  Now, I want to
dance.  Are you dancing with me, or just watching like some simpering voyeur? 
Because if that’s your decision, I just might give you a show tonight?” she
decreed as she walked away from their table, swishing her sexy little behind as
she did.


Jake
stared in amazement at her retreating form.  Her short dress flipping up with
every step.  Lacy stocking tops flashing with each sway of her hips.  He
started to follow, knew he should follow her, but for some reason, a part of
him was curious to see just what she’d do.  Just how far she would go?  Would
she go down there and dance with other men?  Would she give them some of the
same views that she’d flashed at him just a few minutes before?  As her
husband, he knew he should be appalled.  But, for some reason, his cock was
getting hard at just the thought of Cory exposing herself to the hungry gaze of
other men.  His sweet innocent wife blatantly revealed to their eyes. 
Flaunting her nearly naked body unashamedly.  Like the exotic dancers he’d seen
the other night, exposing their naked bodies to his lust-filled eyes.  He
couldn’t explain it, but just the thought of it was making him hard.  His cock
like a steel rod.  He sat back down and watched as she flounced away.


Cory
hit the dance floor with a passion.  She started moving sensuously to the
rhythm of the music, her hips swaying as her hands slid up her sides and rose
spontaneously into the air.  Eyes closed, she felt free and unfettered. 
Encouraged by several glasses of wine and Jake’s attitude over the last few
months.  She honestly didn’t care anymore about what he might think of her. 
Or, what anybody thought.  She wanted to dance.  She wanted to display
herself.  And, she wanted to make him suffer.  To hurt him, like he’d hurt her.


When
she opened her eyes, she realized that she had acquired a partner.  He was kind
of cute too.  Maybe an inch or two taller than she was in her heels, dark hair
and eyes that you could drown in.  She slid her body into his, letting her
behind brush briefly against his crotch.  His hands came down gripping her
waist, pulling her tighter to him.  She could feel his excitement growing as
she ground sensuously into his crotch.  Cory had never felt a power over men
like she was enjoying now.  There was no doubt in her mind that she could have
this man as a lover, all she had to do was ask.  She was tempted, but she also
knew that Jake was watching her.  Intently.  She’d seen him as she glanced up
at their table.  Despite what might have happened in that stupid movie, she
wasn’t sure that Jake had developed the same fantasies that she had
afterwards.  Though, it just might be time to test the waters?


Her
partner’s hands were sliding up her sides, this time his fingers slid around
her breasts as she leaned back into him.  Cupping them, the heat from his touch
almost burning her through the thin material.  She was getting very excited as
they continued to writhe against each other.  A pinch of her nipple sent an
electric shock through her body as she danced away from his touch, her breath
coming harder, breasts rising and falling with the effort.  Her eyes glazing
over in passion.  She glanced again to their table, she could still see Jake
watching her.  His eyes glued to her every move.  Was he getting mad, or was he
getting excited?  Cory hoped it might be the latter.  She twirled back into her
partner’s embrace, sure that she’d given him quite the view of her naked pussy
as she did.  OMG.  I can’t believe I’m actually doing this.  I am such a
slut.


The
music changed to a slow number, Cory fell naturally into the arms of her
anonymous partner.  His hands roaming freely down her back, sliding under her
short dress and gripping her ass cheeks.  His burning hot fingers on her bare
behind, pulling her body tightly against his hardening cock.  She began to move
her pelvis seductively up and down the hard shaft.  Her pussy on fire with the
lust she was feeling.  He leaned down to her, his lips crushing into hers in a
deep, passionate kiss.  Frenching her, his tongue like a writhing snake.  She
let herself succumb to the overwhelming feelings that coursed through her.


Cory
opened her eyes, looking up she saw a shocked look cross Jake’s face.  Watched
the color drain slowly from him.  She guessed sexy dancing was OK.  Letting
somebody feel her bare ass was acceptable, but French kissing her partner of
the moment was perhaps going a little far.  Too bad.  Well…  Maybe I have
made him suffer enough for the moment.  When the song ended, Cory slid away
from her partner with a thank you and headed boldly back to their table.


Sitting
down, she took a sip of her wine.  Her eyes locked mockingly on her husband,
challenging him.  Daring him to chide her for her performance.  The anticipated
explosion didn’t come.  Instead, Jake quietly suggested it was getting late and
might be time to head home.











Chapter 6


 


Jake
seemed abnormally quiet on the drive home.  That was fine with Cory.  She
needed some time to process everything.  She wasn’t sure she wanted to hear
what he had to say anyway.  If he was upset by what she’d done?  Well, that was
just too bad, he’s the one that didn’t follow her to the dance floor.  And, if
he wasn’t…  Well…  Then life might get very interesting?  She hated to admit it
but being with Ryan had awakened something deep inside of her.  Some dormant
desire that was now consuming her thoughts, driving her fantasies.  She wanted
to flirt, to be desired.  She wanted to enjoy the thrill of other men.  She
wanted to be that wife in the movie.  She wanted to be a ‘Hot Wife.’


As
Jake locked up the house, Cory went on back to their bedroom.  She was just
unzipping her dress as he walked in.  She let the dress fall loosely from her
shoulders to puddle at her feet.  Stepping casually out of it, she turned to
face her husband.  Standing there in just her stockings and heels, naked before
his penetrating gaze.  Her little ankle bracelet showing prominently.  Her
thoughts moving at an unbelievable speed; racing between the excitement she’d
felt tonight, and the memory of her lust filled night and morning with Ryan.


Jake’s
eyes locked on her bare pussy.  Her little slit in plain sight now.  The lips
of her labia quite visible, glistening with passion from her excitement.  Her
gaze haughty, challenging.  Daring him to object to what she’d done tonight. 
“You look beautiful,” he said.  “I watched you dancing, it was like I was
seeing you for the first time.  Like you were different somehow.  I don’t
know…  Sexier?  The way you moved to the music.  The way you danced with that
guy.  You just looked so hot down there.  I do love you, Cory.  I don’t want to
lose you.  Please?  Forgive me for what I said the other night.  Give me a
chance to prove to you that I still love you.”


Cory
looked at him, her gaze penetrating.  She strolled sensuously up to him,
placing her hands on his shoulders and pushing him down.  Down to where her
naked pussy ached for the touch of his mouth.  Dominating him.  It wasn’t until
she felt his tongue slide searingly along her steaming, wet slit that she
thought of her morning tryst with Ryan.  OMG?  He’s tasting my lover!  He’s
tasting another man’s cum.


Ultimately,
she realized with some relief that he probably couldn’t tell anymore.  It had
been several hours since Ryan had filled her wanton pussy with his cum. 
Still…  It gave her a certain kind of satisfaction.  Then, she gave herself
over to the feelings that were coursing through her body.  Reaching an orgasm
as his tongue slid deep inside of her adulterous depths.


Cory
let him worship at her nether lips for quite a while.  Then, she finally let
him up and knelt herself, returning the favor.  Taking his cock into her slutty
mouth, sliding deeply along his shaft.  Unashamedly comparing his cock to that
of her lover in her mind.  The heft of him, the taste of him, the size of him. 
She started bobbing her head slowly, letting him touch the back of her throat. 
Cory controlled her gag reflex, breathing through her nose.  Letting him go
deeper into her throat than she’d ever taken him before.  Not as deep as
Ryan was, came unbidden to her lascivious thoughts.  She could feel him
getting excited, knew he was getting close.  She pulled back from her
ministrations, clawing up his body to kiss him.  Kissing him with the same
mouth that had just had his cock in it, the same mouth that had French kissed
another man tonight.  The same mouth that had swallowed Ryan’s hot cum just the
night before.  Thrilling to the overwhelming sense of power she felt.


His
hands groped her breasts roughly as she broke from their kiss.  His lips
trailing down her neck, across the curve of her breast to settle on her
nipple.  Suckling slowly and sensuously at that hard nub, his teeth teasing her
occasionally.  Cory let herself just go with the feelings that were ripping
through her; her trysts with Ryan, her performance on the dance floor, the hot
lips of her husband now teasing her where other’s hands and mouths had been. 
Where they had been just oh so recently.


Finally,
she let Jake lead her to their bed.  She climbed in first, on her knees, legs
spread.  Her stocking clad legs still encased in her high heels, framing her
sweet lower regions.  She turned to look at him, her eyes daring him to take
her doggy style.  He moved in behind her, his hands gripping her bare ass
cheeks, just like her dance partner had earlier.  Feeling her, letting her feel
the heat in his body, pulling her towards his raging hard on.  She felt him
start to penetrate her, her slick nether lips parting.  He slid in easily, his
cock bottoming out in one swift stroke.  “God!  You’re so wet tonight.  I don’t
remember you ever being this hot before,” Jake exclaimed.


You’ve
never been in me after I’ve fucked another guy before, she
thought.  A guy with a fucking big cock.  For that matter, you’ve never been
in me after I’ve let another man get me all hot and bothered feeling me up on
the dance floor.  Better get used to it, Buddy-o.  I think I like the new me.


Jake
was pounding into her now.  Sweat beginning to form on their bodies as he
thrust his cock in and out of her burning pussy.  It was like he was on fire,
lust consuming him.  He couldn’t help but think about what he’d witnessed
tonight.  There was no doubt in his mind that Cory had purposely flashed her
dance partner, letting another man see that newly bare pussy that even he
hadn’t seen before tonight.  He knew that the other man’s hands had slid under
Cory’s dress too.  No doubt about it.  He’d seen it with his own eyes.  His
only question was just where those hands had gone?  Just what very exposed
parts of Cory had he been feeling?  Did they stay on her bare ass, or did they
slide around to that smooth mound?  Did his fingers slide deep inside of her
pussy?


Feelings
raced through him, feelings that he didn’t understand.  He had actually gotten
turned on watching the spectacle of his wife being felt up by her dance partner. 
The thought of somebody else’s hands roaming over her body was tormenting him,
his mind a maelstrom.  Tearing him apart on one level.  Yet, on a different
level, he had wanted to see more.  Maybe, a lot more.  And, when they’d kissed… 
That was no little peck on the cheek.  They had French kissed, right there in
front of him.  Their bodies molded tightly together.  It was like he didn’t
even exist.  Jake’s thoughts ripping him apart even as he slammed his cock into
her.  Tried to re-possess her if you will.


Part
of Jake wanted to love her and never let her go.  Part of him wanted to take
his bride, tie her up and whip her until she screamed.  Just punishment for
what she’d done, letting another man touch her so blatantly.  Still, shamefully,
another part of him wanted her to do it again.  OMG.  Yes, please, do it
again?  Wild thoughts still racing through his mind, he finally felt
himself getting ready to cum.  His pace increasing, Cory whimpering now with
every thrust of his cock.  His fingers digging deeply into the soft flesh of
her ass cheeks as jet after jet of his cum emptied into her, a final scream
coming from his wife’s lips.


Cory
lay awake for quite a while after Jake’s breathing had settled into a steady
rhythm.  Her mind churning with all that had happened.  Despite her taunting of
him all night, she realized she still loved Jake.  It was just…  She wanted
more than love right now.  She wanted to be the sexy, beautiful, desired woman
that she’d become.  Wanted the feeling of another man’s hard cock buried inside
of her.  Wanted to let other men see her, want her, touch her.  She wanted to
be that woman in the movie.  A part of her thought that maybe, just maybe, she
could be?
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When
Jake woke up the next morning, he found Cory in the kitchen.  She was frying
some bacon for breakfast.  Standing in front of the stove, dressed in a pair of
hip hugging cut off jean shorts and a short crop top.  As she moved, Jake could
just make out little flashes of the soft curve of her breasts showing under her
top.  She was in ballet slippers, a glistening ankle bracelet gracing her slim
leg.  She looked unbelievably sexy.  Not the normal look he was used to of
ratty sweatshirt and even rattier jeans.


“I
don’t remember that ankle bracelet, did you just buy it?” he asked.


“Pretty,
isn’t it?  I just love it,” declared Cory.


It
was a somewhat evasive answer.  Jake started to ask where she’d gotten it,
press her on it?  But, ultimately thought better of it.  Like her decision to
shave her pussy, maybe he didn’t really want to know.  After all, it was
probably just some sparkle that she’d picked up out of town.  Unless…  Unless
it was a gift from somebody else?  Jake knew that sometimes there was a certain
connotation to a married woman wearing an ankle bracelet, other than just being
pretty.  Then again, maybe he’d just watched too much internet porn.  There was
no reason for Cory to know anything about a deeper meaning, the meaning that
she was available.  Sexually available.


Still,
for some reason, the Cory that was with him last night; the one with the shaved
pussy, the one swaying seductively on the dance floor, the one that let another
man touch her, the one deep throating his cock, the one fucking him doggy
style.  That Cory was somehow different from the woman he’d been living with
for the last seven years.  The woman he’d married.  Whatever the cause, he was
rather enjoying this new version.  A LOT.











Chapter 7


 


“You
did what?” exclaimed Megan.  “On the dance floor…  With another man…  In front
of your husband?  You let some guy touch you?  Feel you up?  Am I understanding
you, Cory?”


“Yep,
I did.  And, I’d do it again too.  Hey, Jake could have danced with me.  He
chose not to.  His loss.  He had it coming after what he said to me.  He had
what happened out of town coming too.  And, Megan…  You were sooooo right.  It
was so hot to fuck somebody else,” said Cory ecstatically.  “I can’t believe
how great I feel.”


“What’s
Jake saying?  Is he OK with what happened?  Well, at least, with what happened
on the dance floor?  I’m guessing he doesn’t know about anything else?”


“No,
of course I didn’t tell him I went out and fucked some guy after he pissed me
off over the phone.  That was just my own little private revenge.  But, as far
as what happened on the dance floor?  He fucked me silly when we got home,”
exclaimed Cory with a sparkle in her eyes.


“So… 
Let me get this straight.  You’re thinking he liked watching you get felt up by
another man?” hinted Megan.  “That it got him excited, made him hot for you?”


“Ummm…
 Yeah, kinda,” Cory shyly replied.  “I’d be willing to bet money on it.  I
mean, he hasn’t so much as touched me for months and now he can’t keep his
hands off me.  Seems pretty self-evident, don’t you think?”


“Maybe… 
I think you need to have a few more points of data before you make any rash
assumptions.  Right now, it seems more like wishful thinking on your part than
proof,” answered Megan.  “You need to give it some time.”


“So… 
What do you suggest?  That I leave some cum filled panties on the floor or
something?  Think that might give him a clue?” teased Cory.


“No,
Silly.  Just let it play out.  Drop a few more hints, flash a few more guys in
front of him.  See what he does.  Continue to be sexier around him.  With
others, too.  Especially, whenever he’s around.  Dress sexier, act sexier, see
what happens?  If you’re right, then you get the golden ring.  If not?  Well,
you haven’t burned any bridges,” Megan urged.


“I
suppose you’re right.  I just really want things to heat up.  I’ve never felt
this excited before.  Guys want to have me, kiss me, fuck me.  That’s never
happened before.  Not to me, anyway.  It really makes me want to do more, to
explore more.  You know?  I’ll even bet you that Jake got off on seeing another
man touch me,” she whispered.  Taking a big swig of her wine, Cory looked
intoxicatedly at Megan and whispered, “I’m so sure, that if I’m wrong I’ll have
sex with you instead.”


“Oh,
Sweetie.  You don’t have to lose a bet to do that,” said Megan sultrily.  The
two of them turning all sorts of shades of red at their admissions.  Then,
bursting into an uncontrollable fit of laughter.


“Tell
you what.  Why don’t you and Jake come over some night?  We can both dress up a
little sexier than usual and test the waters.  Maybe flashing yourself in front
of Mike will get us both a little something?  But…  No fucking my husband,
Cory.  He’s off limits.  “Well, unless…” hinted Megan seductively.


“Is
he just allowed to look?  Or, can Mike touch too?” teased Cory.


“I
not sure about that, Cory.  Is turnabout fair play?” asked Megan coyly.


“Maybe…”
came the soft reply.


 







*


 


The
two plotters decided to go shopping later in the week, picking out mutually
‘acceptable’ outfits to wear for their night of provocative licentiousness.  It
ended up being a very interesting outing.  Complete with copious liquid
refreshments.


With
both Cory and Megan now cheating on their husbands, they seemed a lot freer
with what outfits they were willing to wear.  It was almost a case of the more
revealing they were, the happier it made them.  Cory found herself especially
liking the feeling of Megan helping her into the various items of clothing. 
Every little brush of Megan’s fingers against her sensitive skin, sending an
electric thrill through her body.


Cory’s
thoughts drifted back to their earlier conversation.  Megan’s comment about
being willing to have sex with her, no lost bets required, piqued her
interest.  She’d never even thought about being bi-sexual before.  But, for
some reason, Megan’s nearness was turning her on.  The enticing scent of her
perfume, the soft feel of her skin now causing her pulse to race.


After
getting an Uber back to Megan’s house, they decided to model their purchases
once again.  Just to make a final decision as to what they’d wear on their date
night.  Of course, in their intoxicated condition, a lot of help seemed
necessary to fasten all those hooks and zippers.  Their efforts filled with a
lot of giggles as well.


Cory
was helping her into a deep red corset, fingers sliding sensually up Megan’s
soft olive skin.  It surprised her when Megan turned around suddenly, her eyes
looking deeply into Cory’s.  She could almost sense a burning lust coming from
her best friend.  She felt her breathing intensify, a heat building inside of
her.  It was almost like the feeling she got as an orgasm started to…  OMG. 
I’m getting turned on…  By a woman…  By Megs!!!  She felt mesmerized as
Megan lowered her head and kissed her.  Their gentle kiss turning red hot as
Cory opened her mouth and began to French her friend.  Their tongues dueling
seductively.


Suddenly,
they were a mass of exploring fingers and lips.  Feeling each other’s breasts,
suckling greedily on each other’s nipples.  Fingers exploring the moist slits,
teasing each other’s clits.  Cory felt Megan lower herself slowly down her
body, kissing every inch of her.  Felt her burning hot tongue embed itself in
her wet slit.  A loud moan escaped from her lips as Megan’s tongue delved deep
inside of her salacious pussy.


Cory
couldn’t resist returning the favor, her tongue tasting Megan’s sweet nether
lips.  Her exotic scent filling her nostrils, Megan’s honeyed juices filling
her mouth.  It was unbelievably erotic.  Oh, she’d never be willing to give up
sex with a man.  But, WOW.  This was sure a close second.


It
was getting late by the time they had satisfied their cravings.  Considering
their condition, they decided to take a quick shower before their husbands got
home.  Well…  Maybe not that quick, as it turned out.  Before Cory finally
left, they set some tentative ground rules for their planned night of
debauchery.  Some pretty liberal ground rules.  The date was for a Friday
night, two weeks later.











Chapter 8


 


Cory
was bored, she needed some relief.  They hadn’t had sex for over a week.  After
her performance on the dance floor that night, it was like Jake couldn’t get
enough of her.  Now, that feeling was gone.  Her memories of Ryan were fading,
and she wasn’t scheduled to go out of town for another two weeks.  Plus, their
planned night with Megan and Mike was still over a week away!


She
hadn’t forgiven Jake for his accusations yet.  Realistically, she didn’t intend
to.  Why should she?  Frankly, she wanted to capitalize on it.  She wanted to
have her cake and eat it too, so to speak.  She wanted to be a ‘hot wife.’ 
Maybe it was time to push the envelope a little further…


When
Jake got home that night, Cory was already slipping her naked body into a
flouncy little dress.  Perfect for dancing, it had a short, flared skirt and a
loosely plunging neckline.  Her back was left totally bare.  Her legs encased
in thigh top stockings and high heels.  Her little ankle bracelet shining
enticingly.


“Did
I forget some party we’re supposed to go to or something?” asked Jake.


“No,
I just feel like going out tonight.  I thought, maybe we could grab a bite and
then go dancing again?” she purred, her fingers winding coyly in Jake’s hair. 
“Wouldn’t you like that?”


“Uh… 
Yeah, I guess we could do that,” he replied.  “Do you want to go back to that
club on Melroy, or someplace else?”


“That
place was nice.  I liked having that table on the mezzanine where we could
watch the dancers.  I think you liked watching too, didn’t you?” she hinted. 
“You did like watching me dance that night, right?  I mean, it sure seemed like
you liked it.”


“Uh… 
Yeah…  It was different, watching you like that.  I’d really never gotten to
see you that way before,” Jake replied shyly.  “It was kind of exciting.  Kind
of hot.”


“Maybe
I could dance like that for you again tonight?  Would you like that if I did?  I’ll
do it, if you want me to?  Show off for you a little?” she teased.


“Maybe…”
came his soft reply.


Dinner
was quiet, each of them deep in their own thoughts.  Cory was getting excited
over the possibilities the night might bring.  She wanted to dance for Jake
tonight.  Wanted to wantonly display herself in front of his eyes.  Maybe even
more.  She was horny.  That was the only word for it.  She wanted a hard cock
tonight, and it didn’t have to necessarily be her husband’s.  If things went as
planned, she just might suck some guy off tonight.  Oh…  She’d fuck Jake, too. 
No doubt about that.  She just wanted to skirt the edge of the precipice, push
the envelope if you will.  Not too far, just enough to tease Jake
unmercifully.  Test out her theory.


Once
they got to the club, they found a nice table on the mezzanine that provided an
excellent view of the dancers below.  Cory could feel her pussy getting wet at
just the thought of what might transpire tonight.  What she might do.  She
wanted to be bad.  Oh, so very bad.  And, she had every intention of doing it.


As
they walked out onto the dance floor, Cory felt her pulse increase.  The beat
of the music causing her heart to pump faster and faster.  She teased Jake
unmercifully all night long.  Flashing her tits as she swayed her torso to the
music.  Letting her dress flip up exposing her bare pussy to his hungry eyes,
even blatantly shaking her naked ass at him.  Grinding her body into his crotch
during the fast numbers, her fingers driving him crazy on the slow ones.


After
they’d danced for several songs, they went back to refresh themselves.  Cory
was on her fourth glass of wine by now, two at dinner and two more here. 
Whatever inhibitions she might have had were dropping fast, melting away with
each new glass of wine.  It was time to dance some more.  Grabbing Jake’s hand,
she pulled him back out onto the floor.


Several
dances in, she knew Jake was about to pull the plug.  He could only dance just
so long, and then his stubborn maleness would set in.  Cory, of course, wanted
to dance all night.  They sat back down at their table, enjoying their drinks. 
Quietly watching the dancers below.  She could see little flashes of breasts,
asses and pussies.  Some covered, and some not.  As the various ladies worked to
seduce their partner of the moment.  She longed to be back down there, Jake
could come or not.  His choice.  Wickedly, she almost hoped he didn’t.  Either
way, she was going dancing.


When
she rose to head back to the dance floor, Jake shook his head no.  She
blatantly looked him in the eye, saying, “Are you sure?  Because I’m feeling
extra naughty tonight.  I’m dancing, with or without you, Baby.  So, either
come along, or…  Enjoy the show.”


Cory
flounced her little dress at him, flashing her bare ass cheeks as she strolled
away from their table.  A wicked grin on her face as she looked back at him and
winked.  Oh…  She would put on a show for him tonight.  No doubt about it.  Her
only question was just how much of a show she was going to put on?”


She
was dancing by herself, her hands winding sensuously towards the ceiling.  Hips
swaying enticingly to the beat of the music.  Eyes closed, lost in her own
little world.  When she opened her eyes, she had a partner.  Not bad.  Tall and
dark.  Ummm…  Very dark!  Jet black skin glistening from exertion.  Cory could
feel her breathing becoming deeper, more passionate.  Her excitement seeping
from her nether lips as she danced.


Large
hands grabbed her hips, pulling her into his crotch.  Her naked ass cheeks
rubbing against something hard.  Long and hard.  OMG!  He is really big. 
Cory couldn’t believe how wet she was getting.  Just the thought of that huge
cock was driving her wild.  What would a monster like that feel like?


The
music slowed, and she fell into his arms.  His hands curling under her short
dress, cupping her bare ass cheeks.  Kneading them sensuously as they danced. 
Cory glanced up to the mezzanine, she could see her husband’s eyes glued to the
two of them.  An excited look on his face, at least she thought it was an
excited look.  It was definitely not one of distaste or fury.  Her head was
resting on her partner’s chest, one of his hands slid up her side, cupping her
small breast.  Squeezing it, pinching her sensitive nipple, electric shocks
moving though her body at his every touch.  Right from her nipples to her
pussy.  She could feel herself getting wet.  Very wet.


The
music increased in tempo again.  Cory slipped away from her partner’s arms, her
body writhing with the beat.  He pulled her back into his crotch, feeding her
need.  Slipping away again, her eyes glancing up at Jake seeing his rapt
attention, she boldly flipped her little dress up.  Her bare mound now
blatantly on display to her dance partner.  Her pussy lips glistening with the
dew of her excitement.


A
low growl in his throat, he picked her up like a feather swinging her into his
body.  Her legs parting to wrap around his waist.  Her high heels digging into
his backside.  Lips crashing down onto hers, kissing her deeply.  His hands
sliding to her bare hips, holding her there.  Cory could feel the air kissing
her bared backside, her wanton display easily visible to the other dancers. 
Then, with a powerful lift of his arms he swung her up, her legs flying high in
to the air.  Her short dress sliding up to her waist.  Legs still open wide. 
Bare pussy on display to the whole club.  OMG.  I’m flashing the whole room,
she thought.  A delightful red flush spreading down her cheeks and onto her
breast area at the realization of what she’d just done.  Letting everyone see
her naked pussy.  Her glistening, petaled nether lips lasciviously exposed.


When
the music slowed again, Cory looked hesitantly up to her husband.  His eyes
still bored into her, but she could see no signs of fury there, only unbridled
lust.  She let her partner pull her back into his arms.  This time, his hand
found her silky smooth mound.  Long dark fingers began to stroke her wet slit. 
She clung tightly to him, her body wracking with spasms, as he slid a finger
deep inside of her velvety tunnel.  Rubbing against her G-Spot, sending sharp
jabs of pleasure rocketing through her.  Little cries and moans escaping her
lips.  Finally erupting into a scream as he raked his black fingers along her
burning clit.  A huge orgasm ripping through her.  Her passionate cries drowned
out by the music.


Cory
clung limply to him at the end of the song.  Hardly able to move, she meekly
let him lead her off the dance floor, one arm essentially holding her up. 
Pulling her into a dark corner, he kissed her again.  His tongue crashing
inside her mouth, teasing her as his fingers continued to rake her naked
pussy.  Another orgasm tearing through her.  Then, he urgently pulled her to
the back of the club and out the door.  The cold night air reviving her.


“Where… 
Where are you taking me?  I can’t.  My husband…” she pleaded.  Her partner just
laughed, deep and low.  The sound of his deep voice exciting her.


“We’re
not going far, Baby.  You gonna forget that husband of yours, real quick.  I’ll
return you none the worse for wear, I promise.  But, I think I deserve some
payback for tonight.  Don’t you?” he growled.


They
were at a car now, a nice one.  Foreign:  BMW?  Mercedes?  Something like
that.  Expensive.  The doors unlocked, and she found herself thrust into the
back seat.  Climbing in behind her, he kissed her again.  Then, she heard the
unmistakable sound of a zipper coming down.  In the dim lights of the parking
lot, she saw him pull that long black snake out of his jeans.  OMG?  He
really is huge.  I’m not sure I can…  His hand stroking it slowly.  Cory
watched in fascination as it continued to grow and harden.  He was bigger than
Jake, even bigger than Ryan.  No doubt about it.  Then, she felt his hands on
her head, pushing her down.


Cory
opened her mouth almost like it was the most natural thing in the world.  Her
pink tongue poking out, touching the large black head of his cock.  Tentatively
tasting him.  Would he taste different?  She’d never been with a black man,
never even thought much about it one way or the other.  Salty…  Still, really
pretty much like any other guy she’d sucked off.  But, that’s where the
similarities ended.  He was just sooooo damn big.  Her hands wrapped around the
thick black shaft.  Not even able to cover his whole length.  Fingers not quite
able to touch he was so thick.  She began licking along the glistening shaft,
tasting the sweat generated from dancing on his body.  Feeling the dark velvety
texture of his long rod.  Thick veins running along its length.  Even licking
his sweaty balls, her tongue enveloping him.  The man scent of him filling her
nostrils.  Then, she was back to that bulbous mushroom head, appearing almost a
deep purple in the parking lot lights.


Cory
opened her mouth as wide as she could, stretching her lips around the head of
that huge monster.  It was like she was possessed, she couldn’t help herself. 
Her tongue began to lick the sensitive underside, a low moan coming from his
lips.  His hands still on her head, fingers now wrapping tightly around her
blonde curls.  He was pushing her head down.  Down his long length.  She
couldn’t breathe.  Her gag reflux kicking in as he drove deeper into her
throat.  “Take it, Bitch.  Suck that hard cock.  You can do it, I promise. 
Just breath through your nose, easy and slow.  That’s it.  Relax, Baby.  That’s
more like it,” came his soothing voice.


Cory
couldn’t believe it.  She was actually taking it.  She felt her throat relax as
he slid further and further inside of her.  Deeper now than anyone had ever
gone.  Now, he was sliding back out, Cory gasping desperately for breath.  She
looked up at him, his teeth grinning whitely back at her from the darkness of
his face.  Then, he was sliding in again.  Moving her head rapidly now. 
Withdrawing his cock almost completely before slamming back deeply into her
pulsing throat.  Again, and again.  Fucking her mouth.  Using her.  Taking her
mouth like the slut she was.  Tears welled from her eyes; passion, pain, shame,
lust.  It all combined to pull her deeper into his web.


Cory
felt him start to swell.  He was close now, his cock slamming again and again
into her mouth.  Her face pushed hard into his pubic hair, his entire length
deep in her throat.  Then…  O.  M.  G.  It’s happening.  He’s CUMMING. 
She felt him spasm as jet after jet of his thick cum poured into her mouth, shooting
down her throat.  Cum dribbling down her chin, she was totally incapable of
holding all that had erupted from his big balls.  Some of it drooling down onto
her dress, staining it.


Cory
fell back limply, her hand wiping the hot cum from her lips and chin.  Eyes
wide at what she’d just done.  Still gasping, trying to catch her breath. 
She’d sucked off a man not a hundred feet from where her unsuspecting husband
sat waiting for her.  Maybe he was even worried about her.  Sucked off a black
man.  One with a huge cock.  God, she really was becoming a slut.


Her
partner pulled her from the car, taking her back into the club.  Then, slapping
her on her bare behind, sent her on her way with a broad grin.  “My complements
to your wimp of a husband.”  She stood there, stunned.  Her body still shaking
from passion.  Seeing a ladies’ room, she slipped in taking a hard look at
herself in the mirror.  Her mascara was streaked from her tears.  Lipstick
smeared, lips swollen.  Her blonde hair in a total wild disarray.  She looked
just like the slut she felt like she was at the moment.  Cory took a few
minutes to repair most of the damage, then walked back out to find her husband.


There
was no planning to it, it was total impulse.  She was walking towards their
table, seeing Jake look at her.  Lust evident in his eyes, lust and lots of
questions.  She could almost hear him now:  Where had she been?  What had she
been doing after he lost sight of her?  She wasn’t in the mood to have to
answer questions like that, not now.  She waltzed up to him, bent down and took
a swig from his glass of wine.  Then, she kissed him deeply.  Her tongue
driving into his mouth.  Could he taste the cum of her lover?  Could he tell
that she’d just sucked off that huge black cock?  She had rinsed her mouth,
even taken a swig of wine, but still…


Jake
pulled away from her kiss, a questioning look on his face as he stared at her. 
Taking in her disheveled condition.  Gluing themselves to the conspicuous
stains on her dress.  Cory just looked at him, haughtily.  “Take me home,
Baby.  I need you to fuck me.  Now!”


 







*


 


Cory
was waiting nervously for her husband in their bedroom.  She had no idea how
she’d answer any questions that he might have.  If indeed, he asked any.  She
knew what she’d done.  Honestly, she hadn’t even felt much guilt as she was
doing it.  She thought Jake liked watching her dance, got off on it.  At least,
she was pretty sure that was the case.  Liked seeing her flash her body, even
liked seeing another man’s hands on her.  It was what had taken place after
that that she wasn’t sure of.  He had to know she’d disappeared; disappeared
for more than just a few minutes.  Had to have seen the condition she was in
when she returned.  There was no way to explain where she’d been that wasn’t
incriminating, at least nothing plausible.  She didn’t know how much he’d
appreciate her giving a blowjob in the parking lot.  Especially, a blowjob to a
well-hung black man.  Maybe somehow, she could side step the questions?  Maybe
he wouldn’t ask?


A
shadow fell over the doorway, she knew Jake was watching her now.  She casually
began to unzip her dress, shrugging it from her shoulders.  Turning to face her
husband, she let it drop to the floor, pooling around her high heeled feet. 
She stood naked before his lustful eyes.  Her pussy lips glistening with her
dew, nipples swollen and red with her passion.


Cory
stepped towards him, her arms circling around his shoulders as she kissed him. 
Her lips warm against his, her tongue probing into his mouth.  His hands
wrapped around her, pulling her nakedly against his pelvis.  His swelling cock
evident, pressing against her moist nether lips.  Cory let out a low moan as
his lips slid down her neck, feather like kisses caressing her collarbone. 
Then, they closed over her swollen nipple.  Little explosions of passion
ripping through her as he suckled greedily on her pink tip.


Cory
slid slowly down his body, her hands playing along his chest.  She unfastened his
belt, unzipped his jeans and let them fall.  Her fingers reached out and
wrapped around his swollen cock.  She pulled him to her mouth, wanting to taste
him, feel him.  Enjoy the differences between her lover’s cocks.  Even though
Jake was nowhere near the size of the one she’d tasted earlier, she didn’t
care.  It wasn’t just about size, she really did love her husband.  She wanted
to spend her life with him, but she still wanted other men too.  Just for sex,
not as a partner forever.  Did that make sense?  It did to her, maybe not to
the rest of the world, but it did to her.


Her
tongue slid along Jake’s hard shaft, kissing it.  Licking it, tasting the sweat
that had formed on his body.  So different from the taste of that black snake
she’d swallowed earlier tonight.  Her head bobbing slowly and sensuously down
his length, taking him as deep into her throat as was possible.  Her nose
buried in his curly pubic hair, pressed hard against his pelvis, the smell of
him enveloping her.  His cock only a little way into her throat, not halfway to
her stomach like her earlier partner.  Still, she loved the feel of him, the
taste of him.  The familiarity of him.  She wanted him to cum for her.  To fill
her up with his hot seed.  Her tongue began to beat a rapid staccato on the
sensitive underside of his long shaft.  Her head bobbing rapidly as he slammed
back against her throat again and again.  Cory could feel him swelling now, he
was close.  She didn’t pull away, didn’t stop.  There!  His hot cum was firing
into her.  Her throat pulsing as she swallowed his hot seed.  Her greedy mouth
not missing a drop.  Not this time.


Cory
licked her lips, her eyes full of lust.  Pulling his mouth down to hers, she
kissed him.  Her tongue, still covered in his hot, salty cum, swirling around
his mouth.  Coating it with her licentiousness.  Fingers playing with his
softening member, wanting to tease it back to life.  She needed him inside her
salacious cunt tonight.  Wanted that hard cock inside of her, filling her. 
Needed to feel his hot seed burst into her wanton pussy.


Jake
quickly finished undressing, then picking her up, he carried her to their bed. 
His hand slid down to her moist slit, finger probing her hard, little clit. 
Small gasps escaping from her lips with every stroke.  Her whole body getting
tight, ready to spasm into a monster of an orgasm.  Wait…  What?  Jake was
pulling his hand away?  Cory started to protest, then realized that Jake was
sliding down her body.  His tongue replacing the fingers that had been teasing her. 
She gasped as his hot tongue slid along her wet slit.  A cry escaping her lips
as his tongue swirled around her hard nub, her body spasming with a huge
orgasm.


Cory
couldn’t believe it.  Jake’s tongue was probing her wet pussy.  That same pussy
that her dance partner had mauled with his long black fingers.  That same pussy
that caused her to orgasm so violently on the dance floor.  Did he know that
another’s fingers had been inside her tonight?  Did he know that another’s cock
had been in her mouth?  He hadn’t asked, he hadn’t said anything?  Cory wasn’t
sure.  She knew that SHE could still taste that hot black seed in her mouth. 
Taste the musky sweat of his hard, muscled body.  Still smell the cloying scent
of his cologne.  Still feel the swelling of that huge cock in her throat.  But,
could Jake tell?  Really tell?


Some
part of Cory hoped that he could tell.  She wanted him to know, at least on
some level.  Needed him to know if her plan was to succeed.  She could only be
a ‘hot wife’ if her husband knew of her indiscretions and approved of them. 
Otherwise, she was just an adulteress.  But, right now, all she knew was that
Jake’s tongue was driving her wild.  Another orgasm ripped through her, her
body slumping limply against him.


Jake
was moving again now, his body sliding up between her legs.  His lips caressing
her body, tongue flicking out tasting her.  He was licking his way up her body,
lips closing around her swollen nipple.  Suckling her.  Little electric tingles
firing through her with every pull on her sensitive points.  His fingers
wrapped around her breast, kneading it.


Cory
reached down, her fingers closing on her husband’s hard rod.  Guiding him,
needing him inside of her.  She could feel the mushroom shaped crown pressing
against her nether lips now, forcing them apart.  A low moan escaped her lips
as she felt him begin to penetrate her.  His iron hardness sliding slowly
inside of her, starting to fill her.  She loved the feeling of his dick as it
slid ever deeper into her.  Jake was beginning to move inside of her now.  His
cock driving in and out of her moist tunnel.  Moving faster and faster with
each stroke, sweat forming on his brow.


Cory’s
eyes locked on his, her high heels digging deeply into him as she tried to pull
him ever deeper inside of her.  Wanting more, needing more.  Some primeval
craving now urging her on.  Was it the memory of Ryan’s long cock splitting her
in two?  Or, perhaps the thought of what that huge black snake might have felt
like inside her tonight?  “Fuck me.  Harder, Baby.  Take me, make me scream.”


Jake
was pounding in to her now.  His body moving rapid fire, grinding in to her
clit with every stroke.  Cory could feel her orgasm now, it was coming.  Oh,
yes!  And, it was going to be a big one.  “Now, Baby.  Cum for me, fill me up. 
I need your hot cum inside me.”


As
Jake finally reached his apex, his hard shaft spurting again and again in to
his wife’s welcoming depths, Cory finally reached her pinnacle.  A loud scream
echoing from her lips, she fell back against the bed.  Totally spent.  Only
dimly aware of Jake sliding out of her clinging depths.  His body cradling
hers, arms holding her as her breathing settled.  Cory felt a smile crease her
lips as his hot seed began to seep from her pussy lips.  Her cravings finally
appeased, at least for tonight.











Chapter 9


 


Finally,
the long-awaited night had finally come, it was time to meet Megan and Mike for
some fun.  Cory was dressed in a flouncy black micro-mini skirt that left her
legs exposed almost to her cute little ass cheeks.  She’d coupled it with a
very loose and lacy white blouse.  Her top fastened with a single button, high
in the back.  It left her back almost totally bare and was short enough in
front to show off a fair amount of her flat belly.  She’d coupled it with a
pair of wedge heels and, of course, her anklet.  Cory hadn’t bothered with any
underwear.  After their talk the other day, she knew that Megan wasn’t planning
on wearing any either.  She knew that if she bent over from the waist, she could
easily flash her privates at their two husbands.  Not to mention just how much
of her small tits would be put on display by the loose hanging top.  That same
top that allowed her pink nipples to peek teasingly through the lacy fabric as
she moved.


When
Cory walked out of their bedroom dressed for the evening, Jake almost dropped
the beer in his hand.  “Cory, do you realize how see through that top is?”
asked her red-faced husband.


“Really?”
she asked.  Taking a glance in the mirror by their door, she added, “Like the
view, Baby?”  Then, she boldly walked out the front door to their friend’s
home.  Giving her husband a naughty little wink over her shoulder as she
waltzed away.  Cory even flounced her short skirt up revealing her naked
backside for good measure.  Oh, she was going to enjoy tonight.  Suffer,
Jake!


Cory
gave her friends hugs as the two greeted them at the door.  Lingering just a
little longer than usual as she hugged her friend’s husband.  It was obvious,
Megan wasn’t behaving any better.  She’d chosen a slightly opaque, white
sundress, short enough to display quite a view of her long legs.  Her huge
breasts encased in a halter style top.  Megan’s dark nipples easily visible
through the clinging white fabric.  A pair of white mules graced her feet.  The
two of them were loaded for bear.  Or, at least for teasing a pair of
unsuspecting cuckolds.


The
two men sat drinking beer in the family room, deep in conversation about some
football game.  The ladies were busy setting the table.  Cory noticed that
things got quieter in the family room as the two of them moved around the
table, continuing to bend over putting various dishes out.  She felt
unbelievably wicked as she stretched further forward than necessary to put
something down, knowing full well her bare little pussy and ass were totally on
view.


As
she moved around the table, Cory noticed that Megan was showing quite a bit
herself.  Seeing Cory’s eyes on her, Megan giggled as she flipped the front of
her dress up showing a neatly trimmed dark triangle of hair above her pussy. 
Confirming she was wearing no underwear.  Back in the kitchen, the two broke
out in giggles as they sipped on their wine.  “This is so much fun,” declared
Megan.  “I love teasing those two.  Why didn’t we think of this before?”


“I
just hope Jake gets excited seeing me display myself tonight.  He got a little
testy when I first came out of the bedroom.  Like…  I don’t know…  It’s OK to
show myself off to strangers on a dance floor but not to our friends?”
commented Cory.  “He doesn’t make sense sometimes.”


“Men! 
Well, we did seem to catch their eye while we were setting the table.  Who gets
the honor of getting them another beer?” asked Megan shyly.


“You,
naughty girl, you.  Since you’re the hostess, I’ll let you have the honors this
time.  But, it’s my turn next round.  Have fun,” giggled Cory.


Megan
took a deep sip of her wine and strolled purposely towards the other room. 
Watching out of the corner of her eye, Cory saw Megan waltz sultrily in with
the beers and some more chips.  She leaned over, her tits practically in Jake’s
face, as she set down his beer.  Then, she moved over to Mike and leaned over
again, only this time, it was her backside that was squarely in Jake’s face. 
Her very naked backside.  Cory was sure from the look on Jake’s face that it
had included a view of her dewy pussy lips.  As soon as Megan returned, she
drained her glass of wine and poured them both another one.  “OMG!  That was so
fucking hot.  Mike damn well better give me some tonight,” she exclaimed as
they both burst out laughing.


“I
never dreamed how hot it would be to flaunt myself like that.  Especially,
right in front of my husband.  I mean, I had my naked pussy right in Jake’s
face.  I trust you still don’t mind, Cory?” she giggled.  “I know we talked
about it being OK, just checking to make sure you’re still fine with it? 
Cause, I have to admit, it was so damn much fun.”


“Oh,
I’m still fine with it.  I’m just dying for it to be my turn,” chuckled Cory. 
“I can’t wait to wiggle my naked butt at Mike.  Which one will crater first do
you think?  I’m betting it’ll be Jake that will make a grab for you before Mike
tries anything with me.”


“Don’t
be too sure about that, Cory.  Mike has a wild streak that shows up from time
to time.  He’s kind of a closet ‘dirty old man.’  We’ll just have to wait and
see,” said Megan smugly.


About
ten minutes later, Megan asked if the guys needed another beer?  The answer was
a definite yes.  This time, it was Cory’s turn to do the honors.  The two men
were sitting on opposite ends of the sofa.  She waltzed in between them and
leaned over in front of Jake, her bare breasts hanging just inches away behind
her lacy top.  Her pink nipples standing out hard as diamonds.  Jake’s red face
indicating that he was enjoying the view.  The way she was turned, her naked
backside had to be squarely in Mike’s face.  Then, she turned to Mike,
repeating her performance.  Making sure Jake got a good look at her naked
backside as well.  Letting him see her dewy, glistening nether lips.  I
wonder if I’m close enough?  Can they smell my scent?  See how turned on I am?


“You
should have seen their faces,” chortled Megan.  “I thought Mike was going to
cum in his pants.  And, Jake?  He turned as red as a tomato when you bent over
to serve Mike.”


It
wasn’t until after dinner that anything more happened.  And, surprising Cory no
end, it was Mike that led the charge.  She’d gone into the kitchen to pour
herself another glass of wine when Mike came up behind her.  Leaning into her
ear, he told her how gorgeous she looked tonight.  Cory turned to him, her eyes
catching a movement in the hallway beyond.  Sliding up against him and giving
him a peck on the cheek, “Why, thank you, Michael.  A girl always likes to hear
how nice she looks.”


She
felt a hand slide to her hip as he pulled her closer, leaning in and kissing
her squarely on the mouth.  When she didn’t shy away, he let his tongue probe
between her lips.  As their kiss deepened, Cory felt his hand move first to her
naked hip, and then slide downward.  Fingers probing between her legs, finding
her naked pussy lips.  The slickness of her excitement urging him on.  Her
breathing becoming heavy as Mike slid a finger deep inside of her moist
tunnel.  Her honeyed scent filling the air between them.  Cory moaning softly
as a small orgasm rippled through her at his intimate touch.  Followed quickly
by a much larger one as he began to stroke her clit.  His fingers unrelenting
in their attack.  Her fingers digging into his shoulders as her body shuddered.


As
she came down from her high, she opened her eyes to see Jake standing openly in
the doorway.  His eyes glued to where Mike’s hand was still lingering beneath
her skirt.  She looked back at him with sultry eyes, then wickedly blew him a
kiss.  Mike slowly withdrawing his finger from inside of her.  Sucking it
clean, tasting her.  “God, you taste so sweet, Cory,” her whispered.  A quick
kiss, then he left the kitchen, grabbing a beer as he went.


Cory
waited to see if Jake would appear.  It didn’t take long…  “I…  I saw you, Cory. 
I can’t believe you let him do that,” exclaimed Jake.  “Touch you like that,
right in front of me.  He had his hands on your…  Well, he was playing with…”


“Shhh… 
Don’t be upset, Baby.  I knew you were there.  Knew you were watching.  I
thought you might like it?  Did you?  Did you like seeing him touch me?  His
fingers deep inside of me?  Seeing him taste me?” she asked.  Her hand began
sliding along his pants and feeling his very engorged cock.  “Mmmm…  I think
you did, it certainly feels to me like you did.  Tell me, Jake.  Did it make
you hot to see Mike touch me?  To watch him put his fingers in me?  Watch him
play with my hot little pussy?”  Her questions whispered in his ear, just
before she nibbled at it.  As her hands continued to tease Jake’s hard rod, all
he could do was utter a groan.  Finally, her continued whispered inquiries
forced him to say, “Yes.”


“Mmmm… 
Really?  You liked it?  Because…  I can do even more if you’d like?  What would
you like to see, Baby?  What do you want me to do?” she encouraged.  Her hand
still caressing his hard cock.


“I… 
I’m not sure, Cory.  I’ve never even dreamed that you’d do something like
that.  But, I know you let that guy feel you that night at that club.  Not to
mention what happened when we went dancing last week.  Did you ever do anything
like that when you were away?”


“I
told you on the phone that day, Jake, I had never cheated on you.  Never.  That
doesn’t mean that I might not do something going forward, though, does it?  I
think you liked what happened at the club.  Liked me being naughty for you.  We
can take it easy if you’d like?  I’m just throwing the idea out there,” said
Cory.  “You know, Megan looks pretty hot tonight too?  Maybe they’d both be up
for a little fun, too?  A little hanky panky?  Would you like that?”


“Just
what did you have in mind, Cory?” he asked warily.  His heart racing a mile a
minute.


“Well… 
I don’t know.  But, I’m feeling awfully naughty tonight.  Maybe Megan and I
could put on a fashion show for you guys?  Like a lingerie show?  Maybe we
could even give you blowjobs?  Or…  Maybe we could even switch?  Would you like
to see that?  Would you like to watch me?  See me give Mike a blowjob?  Ohhhh… 
My goodness!  Your cock sure jumped at that one.  I think you really liked that
idea, Baby.  Who knows?  Maybe Megan would like to do that, too?  Would you
like to have her suck your hard cock?” teased Cory.  “Wrap those sultry lips of
hers around your stiff rod and suck you off?  Maybe, test the waters a little? 
No promises, but we’ll see.”


A
sudden noise in the hallway surprised them.  “Hey, you two.  Break it up. 
Either get a room, or at least invite me to join in,” chastised, Megan with a
giggle.  Then, she noticed Cory stroking the hard outline of Jake’s cock.  “Mmmmm… 
Yes, please?  Can I join in?” she teased.  “Pretty please…  With sugar on it?”


They
all laughed, Jake’s face turning extremely red.  Then, freshened their drinks. 
When they all trooped back into the family room, Cory settled cozily next to
her husband on one end of the sofa.  As the four friends continued to talk, she
began to absently stroke Jake’s cock.  The outline of his hard rod becoming
quite visible through his jeans.  “I thought I told you two to get a room?”
remarked Megan.


“Really? 
Last I heard, you wanted to join us?” smirked Cory.  “Don’t you have a toy of
your own to play with over there?”


Mike
looked decidedly uncomfortable as Megan turned to him with an intoxicated
giggle, “You wouldn’t mind if I played with my toy, would you, Honey?”  Her
hand beginning to stroke along his rapidly expanding erection.


It
was only a few minutes later that Cory grew brave.  She slid off the sofa and
crawled sultrily between Jake’s legs.  Unzipping his jeans, she took his hard
rod into her hands and began to lick sensuously down its length.  The erotic
display wasn’t lost on their two friends.  Megan, with a sly grin on her face,
duplicating Cory’s moves with her own husband.


The
wet, slurping sounds of cock sucking echoed around the room, coupled with low
moans from the two men.  Jake had his hands around Cory’s head now, guiding her
as his cock slid slowly in and out of her mouth.  Any embarrassment he might
have felt gone with his increasing passion.  His fingers knotted in her long,
soft blonde locks.  His cock bottoming in to her throat with each stroke.


A
similar situation presented itself on the other end of the sofa as Cory glanced
over at her friends.  Megan was sucking like mad on her husband’s cock.  Her
head bobbing up and down, globs of saliva glistening on his long shaft.  Cory
was growing impatient.  She wanted to taste Mike’s hard rod.  In fact, she’d
been looking forward to it ever since the little shopping trip she had taken
with Megan.  That was when they had intoxicatedly decided to try this little
experiment.  She was hoping that Mike wouldn’t cum too soon, she wanted that
reserved for herself.  A wicked thought kept running through her mind, she
wanted to swallow Mike’s hot cum, then kiss her husband with her slutty mouth. 
Force him to taste her first-hand, no possibility of doubt.  To know exactly
what she was willing to do to feed his fantasies.  Prove just how bad she could
be.


Finally,
she caught Megan’s eye.  She saw what she hoped for, a little nod of agreement
from her friend.  With that, Cory pulled off Jake’s pulsing manhood and slid
back onto her heels.  Getting up, she leaned over and kissed her husband. 
Then, she stood and strolled casually over to the other end of the sofa,
kneeling before her friend’s stupefied husband.


Megan,
for her part, mirrored Cory’s moves.  She moved over between Jake’s legs, her
eyes fastening lustfully on his long cock.  Both men looked a little shocked at
what was happening, but neither one protested at all as the two women began
caressing their cocks.


Cory
looked straight at her husband, daring him to stop her.  She stuck her pink
tongue out and seductively licked a drop of precum off Mike’s cock.  Enjoying
the taste of him, comparing the taste.  Eyes sultry with passion, she began to
lick along the length of his rod.  Feeling the velvety skin of his cock against
her tongue.  Even going so far as to lick his balls.  Never once breaking eye
contact with her husband.  Watching him, seeing him powerless to look away as
she blatantly broke their marriage vows.  Cuckolded him, right in front of his
face.  Finally, she opened her mouth in an oval and slowly began sliding Mike’s
hard rod deep inside her mouth.  Feeling the weight of that throbbing member
slide over her tongue, the thickness of him stretching her lips wide.  Then,
Mike wrapped his fingers in Cory’s hair and began to move her up and down on
his cock.  Driving his swollen member deeper in to her throat with each
stroke.  His moans becoming deeper and more frequent the faster he moved her.


Jake
was having a hard time concentrating on watching his wife.  Megan had his long
rod deep in her throat.  Her head bobbing slowly up and down his sensitive
length.  Her tongue driving him wild.  His cock was longer than Mike’s, though
Mike definitely had him on girth.  Watching Mike maneuver his wife’s head up
and down that thick shaft was driving him crazy.  His thick cock stretching
Cory’s lips obscenely tight.  Mike had boldly pulled her blonde hair aside,
openly revealing her lewd performance.  He could see every detail as Mike began
to move her head faster and faster.  He could see her throat swell as his cock
pushed deeper in to her.  Mike’s body was tensing, nearing the point of no
return.  Desperately wanting to shoot his hot cum deep inside of the petite
blonde.  The one that was married to another man.


Cory
was frantically trying to breath, Mike’s thick shaft closing off her throat as
he rammed deeply inside of her willing mouth.  She’d had practice on thick,
long cocks before.  Knew to breathe through her nose in order to take him
deeper.  She was starting to moan herself now.  Her body tingling with
excitement as Mike came closer and closer to emptying himself in to her
voracious mouth.  He’d moved one hand from her hair now, his fingers pulling her
blouse up and exposing her breast.  Wrapping around it, squeezing it.  Touching
her hard nipple, pinching it.  An electric shock tearing through her at the
wickedness of it.  Another man was feeling her breast, pinching her nipple. 
His hard, throbbing cock deep in her throat.  Her husband watching her,
enraptured by the vision before him.  She could feel Mike’s rod begin to swell,
his movements coming rapid fire.


Finally,
Mike tensed, a deep groan coming from his lips.  Jake could see Cory trying to
swallow for all she was worth, as Mike’s hot cum jetted into her willing mouth
and throat.  He was totally unable to tear his eyes away from her wantonness. 
Seeing Mike’s burning hot cum jetting down Cory’s eager throat was all it
took.  Jake let loose himself, his hard rod exploding again and again into his
raven-haired neighbor.  He glanced back at Cory, seeing her seductively wipe a
few drops of creamy cum from her lips.  Her eyes burning into him, full of
unbridled passion.


The
two women stood up, shifting positions again.  When Cory approached, she leaned
over.  Her short, lacy top, pulled up on her body by Mike, exposed one of her
breasts.  A luscious breast that was now inviting his touch.  Then, she kissed
him.  Kissed him with her filthy mouth!  The same one that had just had another
man’s cock in it.  Taken another man’s seed like some slut.  Driving her cum
covered tongue deep into his mouth.  Forcing him to taste her lover’s cum. 
Forcing him to acknowledge in his mind that she’d tasted like that before. 
She’d definitely tasted like that after their last visit to the club.  There
could be little doubt now, she’d sucked her dance partner off that night.


As
Cory finally released him, she crawled into his lap. Her soaking wet pussy
rubbing sensuously against his softening cock.  Whispering softly to his ear,
“Did you like that, Baby?  Did you like watching me suck Mike’s hard cock? 
Seeing me lick that thick shaft, take it deep in my mouth?  Watching me swallow
his hot, creamy seed?  Did it make you hot?”


“Oh,
God,” was his whimpered reply.


“Then,
you better take me home and fuck me.  Right now, Jake,” she commanded.


They
said a quick goodnight to their hosts.  Mike’s tongue driving deep inside
Cory’s mouth as he pulled her tightly into his crotch.  His hands roaming her
naked little ass as she felt his cock begin to tent against her.  Cory could
see her husband giving a similar treatment to Megan.  Then, as the two men
exchanged their manly hugs and knowing looks, Megan kissed Cory.  Megan’s lips
seductively closing on hers, quickly followed by her teasing tongue.  Both of
them tasting of the other’s husband.


Afterwards,
Cory and Jake hurried back to their own house.  Jake grabbing her as soon as
they were inside the door.  His lips devouring hers, as his hands ripped at her
clothes.  Tearing her little top off with one jerk, its lone button flying. 
She could hardly catch her breath, his animalistic attack taking her by
surprise.  Jake’s lips trailed down her neck and shoulder, aiming for her hard,
pink nipple.  He was suckling greedily on her.  Her hands wrapped tightly in
his hair, as she enjoyed the sheer bestiality of his attack.


She
was giddy with excitement when his mouth pulled away and he shoved her body
down over the arm of their sofa.  Her naked backside fully revealed beneath her
short skirt.  She heard his zipper come down only seconds before his hard cock
sheathed itself deep inside her.  Driving fully in to her with one stroke, Cory
letting out a scream at the brutality of his onslaught.


Jake
was pistoning in and out of her now, lifting her feet from the floor with every
stroke.  Cory was barely able to support herself as his cock drove her into the
sofa.  “Yes!!!  Fuck me, Jake.  Take me,” she screamed.  “Fuck my slutty pussy. 
Fuck your little whore of a wife.”


Cory
was enjoying an almost constant orgasm.  She loved Jake when he was like this. 
Taking her hard and fast.  She nearly passed out when she felt his cock burst deep
inside her, his hot seed filling her with each spurt.  When she finally felt
his softening cock pull from her, she looked over her shoulder at him.  A huge
grin on her face.


She
weakly managed to stand up, turning to face him, her breasts still heaving with
her excitement.  Desperately trying to catch her breath.  “Wow, I think you
must have liked what happened tonight.  Didn’t you, Baby?  I think you liked it
a LOT,” she whispered.  Her lips teasing at his ear lobe.  “God, it was so hot
to have you watch me like that.  To…  To see me suck Mike’s hard cock.  I can’t
remember when I’ve been so turned on before.  I feel like I could fuck all
night.”


Jake
grinned evilly at her, sweeping her up into his arms and carrying her to their
bedroom.  Dropping her on the king-sized bed, his hands roughly pulling her
short skirt off.  Undressing, he climbed into bed after her, his lips seeking
hers.  Tasting her mouth again, Mike’s cum still evident in her salty kiss. 
His hands roaming roughly over her filthy body.  Remembering what it looked
like to see her take another man’s cock between her lips.  The mental picture
nearly driving him insane.


She
was sucking his cock now.  Taking him deep in her throat, her tongue teasing
him mercilessly.  She wanted to taste his hot seed.  Taste it right now, close
on her earlier lover’s.  Wanted to taste the difference, it became almost an
obsession.  Cory felt an orgasm tear through her as she finally felt Jake cum
in her mouth.  His hot, salty cum filling her once again.  She rolled it around
on her tongue, enjoying the taste of him.  The taste of her husband.


 







*


 


Jake
and Mike were off playing golf, giving the two ladies a chance to enjoy a quiet
afternoon.  Along with a few liquid refreshments, of course.  “I can’t believe
we did that,” squealed Megan.  “God, Cory.  It was sooooo damn hot.  Your hubby
has a very nice cock by the way.”


“Have
to admit, I thoroughly enjoyed sucking Mike’s cock, too.  Can we do it again? 
Soon?” she giggled.  “Or, are you maybe interested in a little more?”


“Mmmm… 
I could definitely be up for a little more.  I’d love to feel Jake’s long cock
inside me,” Megan added.  “I’m all for it, if you are.”


“I’m
game, it’ll have to wait a bit, though,” commented Cory.  “I’m headed out of
town for a week.  Maybe we can set something up after I get back?”


“Out
of town, huh?  Any big plans while you’re gone?” hinted Megan.  “Like, long and
thick big plans?”


“Mmmm… 
Maybe?” teased Cory.  “I just might take advantage of being away from home, it
was so much fun last time.”


“Does
Jake know yet?  Or, is he still in the dark about you fucking other men?” asked
Megan.


“He
doesn’t know, but I have a feeling he suspects.  I mean, he obviously knows
that I’ll suck a cock given the opportunity,” she laughed giddily.  “I think
he’s figured out that I sucked that guy off at the club the other night, too. 
Strongly suspects, anyway.  Has to after last night.”


“I’ve
never been with a black guy,” whispered Megan.  “Was it fun?  Was he as big as
they claim?”


“Yes… 
And, yes!” giggled Cory.  “I’d love to have found out what that monster would
have felt like inside of me.”


“How
goes your attempt to get Jake to approve of your running around?  Is he ready
for you to be a ‘hot wife?’” asked Megan.


“Getting
close.  I mean, he practically raped me when we got home from your place last
night.  Maybe, when we’re all together again, if he gets to see Mike’s hard
cock filling up my poor, defenseless, little pussy, he’ll get the idea.  That’s
my hope, anyway,” admitted Cory.  “My ultimate dream goal.”


“I
do hope you realize, that if Mike is stuffing that hot little twat of yours,
Jake damn well better be stuffing mine,” exclaimed Megan.  “I have to admit,
Mike was pretty charged up last night, too.  Maybe we’ll both end up being ‘hot
wives?’  Wouldn’t that be a dream come true?” offered Megan with a giggle.  “I
kind of hate sneaking around behind his back.  Though, I must admit, the idea
of swinging with the two of you is pretty damn hot.”











Chapter 10


 


It
was one of those days, Cory’s flight had landed late, her rental car was messed
up and traffic was horrible.  By the time she actually checked in to the hotel,
she was nearly beside herself.  Totally frustrated, Cory ordered a salad for
dinner from room service and opened the mini-fridge for a glass of wine.  She
was still keyed up after she finished her meal and a second glass of wine.


She
thought about calling Jake, but frankly she didn’t think talking to him would
calm her down any.  They’d fucked like bunnies the last two nights; he’d been
insatiable since he’d watched her suck Mike’s hard cock.  Still, they hadn’t
really talked about it.  It was pretty obvious that Jake had enjoyed watching
her.  Why couldn’t he just come out and say it?  Admit that he wanted her to
fool around?  That he liked seeing her in another man’s arms?


Thinking
about it, only made Cory want it even more.  Finally, she got up and, after
taking a quick shower, she dressed in one of her sexy new outfits.  Cory liked
what she saw in the mirror; just enough cleavage showing, legs bared to
mid-thigh, spike heels and, of course, her little ankle bracelet.  A final
touch of lipstick and she was ready to go down to the bar.  Maybe a little
flirting would help take the edge off, so to speak?


It
wasn’t as nice as the bar at her last hotel, just not quite of the same
caliber.  They did at least have a piano player, though it wasn’t exactly a
jumping spot.  Maybe this wasn’t such a great idea after all, she thought. 
When the bartender delivered her glass of wine, he did at least shake his head
no at her proffered credit card nodding at an older gentleman at the end of the
bar.


Cory
smiled at him and raised her glass in a thank you.  He strolled towards her;
definitely looking to be in good shape even if he was older.  Kind of
distinguished looking, well dressed with a full head of silver gray hair.  She
liked his smile, kind of warm and inviting.  Maybe tonight wouldn’t be a total
loss after all?  Cory turned towards him as he approached.  She let her dress
slide well up her stocking clad legs as she did, the lacy tops of her stockings
just becoming visible.


They
talked for several minutes; his name was Tom, originally from Chicago, blah,
blah, blah.  Cory found him interesting, in a fatherly sort of way.  Ordering
another round of drinks, he leaned closer to her as they talked.  After a
while, he let his hand drift to her exposed knee.  His fingers burning her with
his touch.  Cory felt her senses heightening.  Her body craving some release
after her frustrating day.  She subtly rearranged her dress, letting it slide
even higher.  She suspected that her bare pussy was visible now, at least she
hoped so.  She wanted him to see just what she was offering.


His
fingers slid higher on her thigh, eyes burning into her.  It was getting late
and Cory had a long day ahead in the morning.  She knew that she had dinner the
next two nights with customers, as well.  Her body ached for relief.  Finally,
he asked if she’d like to join him in a nightcap upstairs?  She didn’t
hesitate, smiling, she took his hand and let him lead her from the bar.


Tom
had a nice suite on one of the upper floors.  Cory let him get her another
glass of wine from the mini-fridge.  Toasting to each other.  Then, Tom leaned
down and kissed her gently.  Her lips burning at his touch, her pussy getting
wetter as she opened her mouth and slid her tongue deep into his.  His arms
went around her, touching her body through her thin dress.  Hands exploring her
tight young body.


Cory
let her fingers explore his body, finally settling on the swelling bulge in his
pants.  Nothing overly spectacular, but nice none-the-less.  She slid down his
body, letting her breasts rub sensuously against him as she did.  Down on her
knees, she unfastened his trousers and fished his hardening cock out.  Well
within the average range, but uncircumcised.  Hmmm…  I’ve never been with a man
who wasn’t cut.  She gently pulled the foreskin back, exposing the bullet
shaped head.  Her little pink tongue darting out to lick a drop of precum from
the slit.  Not bad tasting at all.


Cory
glanced up at his face, his eyes were closed as she opened her mouth and slid
his cock sensuously over her tongue.  Taking him deep. Letting that bullet
shaped head crash against the back of her throat on the first stroke.  Then,
she moved more slowly.  Finally, letting him go as deep into her throat as possible,
her nose pressed tightly against his pubic hair.  She could hear his groans as
her head began bobbing up and down his cock.


When
she could feel him begin to swell, Cory backed off.  She wanted more than just
a blowjob tonight.  She wanted a hard cock buried as deep as possible in her
hot little cunt.  Standing back up, she reached back and unzipped her dress. 
She let it drop, then leaned over and picked it up.  Laying it over the arm of
the sofa, she turned back to him and strolled, sultrily up to him.  Her body
naked before his lust filled eyes.


Cory
finished undressing him, kissing his body as she did.  She even spent time
playing with his nipples, loving the little mewls that emanated from his mouth
as she toyed with him.  Finally, she led him towards the bed, pushing him down
on it.  She climbed in after him, leaning over him.  Kissing him, her hand
playing with his hard cock.  Letting her fingers slide slowly up and down his
length.


She
swung her leg over his body, straddling his chest.  Leaning over, Cory put her
swollen nipple to his lips, letting him suckle her.  Little electric sparks
firing through her as his tongue flicked against her hard point.  Sliding down
his body now, her pussy poised above his swollen rod.  Gripping him, she guided
his cock inside of her welcoming canal.  Slowly lowering her body, impaling
herself on his length until he was fully inside her moist tunnel.  Cory began
to move, sliding up and down his length.  Her tight pussy squeezing his cock,
milking him.  She wanted this, wanted his cum deep inside her womb.  His hands
played with her breasts as she continued to piston up and down his length.  His
fingers pinching her nipples, Cory moaning as her climax began to build.  “Yes… 
Yes…  Fuck me.  Cum in me, Tom.  Do it.  Fill me up,” she cried.  Her imploring
finally bringing him to orgasm, Cory felt him begin to spurt inside of her. 
The heat of his seed filling her insides, triggering a tremendous orgasm of her
own.


She
was leaning over him again now, kissing him slowly and gently.  Tom’s eyes on
hers, almost worshipping her as he began to soften inside of her.  His hands
gripped her hips, lifting her.  But, instead of wanting her off him, he pulled
her hips towards his mouth.  Cory could hardly believe what was happening, she
almost couldn’t breathe.  She watched in fascination as Tom’s tongue snaked
out, sliding along her cum covered slit.  She heard a scream as a tremendous
orgasm raked through her body at its electric touch.  His tongue sliding deep
inside of her now, tasting his own cum.  Only dimly, realizing the scream had
come from her own lips.


Nobody
had ever done that for her before.  It was like Tom was a man dying of thirst,
and he was drinking from her well.  His mouth devoured her, tasting her sweet
juices mixed with his own seed.  Her cries and whimpers echoed around the room
as his tongue lashed her swollen clit again and again.  Finally, she collapsed
against the headboard.  Her body still shaking, she rolled off him.  Cradling
his head against her breast, cuddling him.  “Nobody has ever done that before,”
she murmured.  “Not after, you know…  It was wonderful.  Thank you.”


“Trust
me, Cory.  It was my pleasure,” he replied.  His fingers intertwined with hers
as they talked.  Playing with her ring, he asked, “Doesn’t your husband mind? 
You sleeping with other men?  Isn’t he jealous?  Or, doesn’t he know?”


“Honestly,
I think he knows.  At least, suspects.  But…  I haven’t told him.  I think he’d
like it if he knew.  He likes it when other men look at me, even touch me.  It
turns him on.  Somehow, I think he wants to watch, but we haven’t gone that far
yet,” she whispered.  Not sure herself just how Jake would feel if he knew. 
She hoped, though.  She certainly did hope.


Later,
she dressed and walked back to her room.  A warm glow still burning inside of
her.


 







*


 


It
was Thursday night, her last night away from home.  The previous two nights had
been pure torture.  Cory hated late nights with customers.  After all, most of
the men just wanted in her pants anyway.  But, she couldn’t, they were
customers.  She knew there was no way she could let that happen.  The guy last
night had been really hot, too.


Cory
almost bounced as she left her room to go down to the bar.  She wanted to head
home to Jake with a pussy full of cum.  Her own little secret surprise.  Would
she tell him of her adventures?  Maybe?  Someday.  Not before she’d let him see
her with another man, though.  Right now, it sounded like that other man was
going to be Mike.  She was fine with the idea of fucking Mike.  Looking forward
to it, in fact.  But, honestly, not quite as delighted about the idea of Jake’s
cock being buried inside of Megan at the same time.  Jake getting to fuck
around wasn’t really part of her whole ‘hot wife’ fantasy.  She’d let him fuck
Megan, since it helped fulfill her objective.  But, beyond that?  Don’t think
so.


She
casually slid onto an empty stool near the far end of the bar.  She’d worn a
long dress tonight, though there was a very high slit on one side coming almost
up to her hip.  As she climbed onto the stool, she could see that the slit
opened enough to even show her bare skin above the lacy top of her stocking. 
The clingy fabric of the dress hugged her torso.  Her small, pert breasts
outlined dramatically.  Even her erect, little nipples stood out prominently. 
Cory was sure she’d have no trouble finding a companion for the evening.


Cory
loved that the bartender remembered her, a glass of White Zin magically
appearing at her elbow.  “With complements from the gentlemen at the far
table,” he told her.  She turned to thank them, seeing three very handsome men
looking back at her.  Three very handsome, and very black, men.  Her heart rate
went up about 300% as she saw them.  One of the men walked over and asked if
she’d like to join them?


Suddenly,
she was thinking with her pussy and nothing else.  All thoughts of Jake, and
what would be happening when they got together with Megan and Mike again,
vanished.  Slipping her hand in his, she slid from the stool and followed him
over to their table.  Her hip bared almost to her naked, little pussy as she
did.


Four
glasses of wine later, Cory found herself at the door to her room.  Her three
companions passing her roughly from one to the next.  They were kissing her,
hands roaming freely over her petite body.  One of them opened her little purse
and got her key card, sliding it into the lock.  She watched as the green light
flashed on, heard the click as the door unlocked.  She was in an intoxicated
daze as the four of them stumbled inside, multiple hands fumbling at her
clothes.


She
backed up against the wall after they had stripped her.  Standing before their
leering eyes, naked.  Her chest heaving from excitement, nipples erect little
diamonds.  Her nether lips glistened with anticipation.  Her eyes went from one
to another, to another.  Slightly scared at what she knew was to come.  She
watched in awe as they began to undress.


Three
very naked, very black men stood in front of her.  Cory’s eyes grew wide at the
sight of their growing erections.  OMG?  What have I gotten myself into? 
One of the men, she couldn’t remember his name, reached out to her.  Pushing
her down roughly onto her knees.  Walking up to her, he grabbed a fistful of
hair, pulling her head up to his long cock.  “Suck it, Bitch,” he commanded.


Cory
knew what was expected, what she’d let herself in for.  She’d had the chance to
walk away in the bar, but she hadn’t.  Now, she just wasn’t sure how to deal
with all three of them.  She began to lick slowly along his hard rod.  He was
big.  No doubt about it.  Maybe as big as her partner that night at the club. 
He shoved his cock deeply into her throat, cutting off her breath.  The
suddenness of the move catching her by surprise.  Cory found herself gasping
for breath when he pulled back out, “Breath through your nose, Blondie.  You
can do this,” came his deep voice.


Somebody
had moved around behind her while she tried to swallow the monster in her
mouth.  Cory felt huge hands lifting her hips, rearranging her.  She found herself
suddenly placed doggy style.  Something very thick probing at her pussy.  She
was wet down there, but…  She tried to scream as that huge cock drove brutally
into her defenseless nether regions, but her mouth was stuffed full of cock by
the force of it.


They
were both driving into her now.  One slamming deep into her throat as the other
tore into pussy.  Tears streamed down her face, hands wrapped painfully in her
hair and gripped her hips.  The two of them pulling her any way they wished. 
“Time to switch, Tyrone.  Let me at that sweet white pussy,” came foggily to
her ears.  Her pussy suddenly emptied, then was crammed full again as another
hard rod smashed cruelly between her pussy lips, slamming into her cervix.


Her
mouth suddenly empty, another cock being roughly shoved into her face.  This
one tasted of her!  He’d been the first one to drive into her cunt.  To split
her open.  Once again, she was being pounded from both ends.  Spit-roasted, if
you will.  Her mind a chaos of emotions, body reeling from all the stimuli. 
Somebody pawed at her breasts, pinching her nipples brutally.  The pain
shooting through her, pain somehow mingled with pleasure.  Her pussy gripping
tightly against the onslaught it was receiving.


They
were shifting again, now.  Pulling her up, they led her to the bed.  Her body
moving almost like an automaton.  One of the men was lying there waiting, arms
grabbing for her.  He pulled her over his hard rod cowgirl style.  She let her
swollen pussy lips slide down his rampaging cock, filling her.  A low moan
escaping from her lips as his throbbing member slammed deeply inside her.  His
hands pulling at her breasts, stretching them.  Pain shooting through her
petite frame.


Another
cock was now dancing in front of her face, one of the men standing over his
friend.  Cory opened her mouth, accepting that purplish black mushroom shaped
head.  Her tongue running along its length as it slid deeply into her throat. 
His hands intertwined in her wetly matted hair, pulling her head roughly
against his manhood.  Her body glistened with sweat.  Faster and faster, his
cock slamming deeply into her throat.  She could feel him beginning to swell,
Cory knew he was close.  Wanted to feel him empty himself into her.  Taste his
hot black cum as it burst into her mouth.


It
was hard to concentrate, all her senses on overload.  One of the men still
pounding unmercifully into her pussy, another slamming down her throat.  The
third mauling her tits, biting at her nipples.  Then, finally, the one in her
mouth started cumming.  She felt his hot seed burst into her mouth and throat
as he let out a roar.  Swallowing as fast as she could, as jet after jet of
that hot cum filled her.


She
fell forward as he pulled away from her, cum dripping from her bruised lips. 
Lungs gasping for air.  The second man still pounding into her, when she felt
her third partner climb behind her.  ‘No!  No, please?  I’ve never…’ she
started to say.  Or, at least, she meant to.  Didn’t she?  Any thought of
protest cut off by a scream as she felt her tight rectal flower stretched wide,
a huge cock penetrating her virgin hole.  Tearing her open.  Pain tore through
her, so severe she nearly passed out.  The two of them both fucking her now. 
Using her in the most brutal way.


Pain
finally subsiding, excited passion taking control again.  Her body responding,
once again feeling the electric sparks of a building orgasm.  Totally unable to
stop what was happening to her, just letting them have their way.  I’ve
never felt this full before.  There.  Yes…  Cory was screaming again, in
ecstasy this time, “Fuck me!  God!  Fuck me!  Yes!  Yes!  I’m cumming!!!”  A
huge orgasm ripping through her, leaving her totally unable to think of
anything other than the pleasure soaring through her.  The two huge cocks filling
her.


Her
own spasms triggering a release from her two partners.  Both men emptying
themselves deep inside of her.  Exploding again and again in her unprotected
womb and virgin canal.  Her body incapable of containing their huge loads.  Hot
seed gushing from her most private parts, puddling on the bed.  As they pulled
their softening cocks out, Cory collapsed onto the bed.  Totally spent, barely
aware of her surroundings.  Finally, slipping into an uneasy and exhausted
sleep.


Cory
jerked awake the next morning as her wake-up call sounded loudly from next to
her ear.  Looking around, she saw that she was alone.  Finally.  The three men
had used her over and over during the night.  She had no idea how many times
they emptied themselves into her.  Her body ached all over, glancing down she
saw that she still had her stockings and heels on.  Although, she noted that
her stockings were badly torn.  She could see where a huge puddle of cum had
dried on the bed.  Cum that had seeped out of her faithless body.


She
moved to the bathroom like a robot.  Shockingly, she saw herself in the harsh
reflection of the mirror.  Her face was streaked with mascara from her tears. 
Her hair was stuck to her forehead, large gobs of cum dried throughout her
blonde locks.  Slight bruises showed on her breasts, nipples still swollen and
sore.  And, her pussy?  What had they done to her?  Turning around, she saw
hand prints on her ass cheeks where they had spanked her.  Punishment for not
obeying them fast enough.  Cory had the presence of mind to cancel her early
flight home and book a later one.  One that would get her home late.  Very late. 
It was going to take some time to repair the damage to a point that Jake might
not notice.  Lord, let him be asleep by the time I get home, or maybe settle
for just a blowjob tonight?  Please?  There was no way she wanted to have
to explain her condition to her husband.


Cory
had to admit, though, she had been truly and royally fucked last night.  Letting
the three black men breed her.  Their long, thick cocks emptying into her over
and over all night long.  Never in her entire life had she been used so
brutally.  But, she’d never felt so full or had such huge orgasms before
either.











Chapter 11


 


Cory
was on cloud nine.  It was time.  They were going to visit Megan and Mike again
tonight.  She and Megan had agreed that tonight they would push the envelope. 
Put their cunning scheme into effect.  Tonight, they would do it.  They’d fuck
each other’s husbands.  Let them see their wives riding another man’s hard
cock.  Make them watch as another man emptied his fertile seed into their hot
pussies.  It was going to be wonderful.  Or, at least, she hoped it would be. 
After tonight, she hoped to get Jake to agree to letting her actually be a ‘hot
wife.’  Openly, no longer holding in the secret life she lived.


Their
plan was to get the men drunk, that part would be easy.  Then, they’d put on a
‘fashion show’ for them.  One mostly consisting of lingerie, very sheer
lingerie.  Let them touch the soft fabrics, and maybe a little bit more.  Then
they’d give them blowjobs.  Once again, stopping part way through and switching
partners.  Only this time, they intended to let it progress further.  To
fucking each other’s husbands.  Right in front of their two unsuspecting cucks.


Cory
really wanted to have Jake’s undivided attention as she let Mike ravage her
body.  Wanted him to see as his friend shoved that thick cock between her pussy
lips.  Hear her as she cried out from the assault.  Watch her as Mike’s hot cum
shot deep into her unprotected womb.  She needed there to be no doubt in his
mind that she had fucked somebody else.  Fucked somebody right in front of
him.  Unfortunately, neither she or Megan had come up with a way for that to
happen.  It would have to be a simultaneous event.  Still, if last time was any
indicator, Jake had definitely been watching her intently.  More than he’d been
focused on Megan’s voracious mouth.  She just hoped he would follow the same
pattern tonight.


She’d
picked out a very revealing little sun dress for tonight.  The short dress would
slide up to reveal her naked bottom whenever she stretched a little.  Its top
was loose enough that her tits would be easily exposed whenever she wanted them
to be.  And, of course, the lingerie she’d chosen to model later left nothing
to the imagination.  She’d dropped the lingerie at Megan’s house earlier that
week; all was in readiness for their little fashion show.


As
she dressed, Cory was delighted that the ‘injuries’ she’d endured the previous
week were no longer visible.  There was no indication of the assault she’d gone
through.  Her body was already aching to feel Mike’s thick cock split her
open.  As she walked out of the bedroom, Jake didn’t even complain about her
revealing outfit.  He may have suspected that a repeat of her previous
performance was in the offing.  Or, maybe he was just getting used to the idea
of her displaying her body in front of others.  Whether he had any ideas beyond
that or not, Cory didn’t know.  He’d certainly figure it out by the end of the
night.


Things
were going like clockwork.  The guys were feeling no pain after several beers
and a nice meal.  They’d both been ogling the two women all night long. 
There’d even been a few stray incidents of copping a feel.  Megan was the one
who had floated the idea of a fashion show for the two of them.  Jake and Mike
had both enthusiastically agreed; Mike putting some music on the stereo for the
two of them to dance to.


Cory’s
first choice was a short baby-doll nightgown.  Very lacy cups covering her
breasts, sheer panties showing off her shaved snatch.  As she waltzed out in
just that, her high heels and her little ankle bracelet, she could feel her
pussy beginning to leak.  Her juices already starting to show damply through the
thin panties.  She strutted proudly up and shook her behind right in Mike’s
face.  Just an inch or two from his nose, she was sure that he could even scent
the excitement emanating from her moist pussy.  Repeating the performance for
Jake, she then straightened and strolled sensuously back to change into her
next outfit.  Her sweet little ass swaying to the beat of the music.


Megan
had chosen a long flowing gown, her dark nipples readily showing through the
very opaque material.  She’d worn no underwear beneath it, her dark landing
strip visible as she moved.  Just her high heels as she shook her heavy breasts
right in the men’s faces.  Even going so far as to grab Jake’s head and pushing
his face deep into her inviting cleavage.


Cory’s
turn again, this time she came out in a long, totally transparent gown.  Her
body swaying seductively to the beat of the music.  With no underwear beneath
it, there was really nothing left to the imagination.  She slid briefly into
Mike’s lap giving him a kiss, before doing the same to her husband.  Passing
Megan as she returned to change, Cory noted that she’d chosen a gown with a
long slit up the front, the top cupping her large breasts like a second skin. 
Nipples standing out proudly.  Oops!  She definitely wasn’t wearing panties
either.  Her dark landing strip peeking out from the high slit as she danced
her way into the room.


They’d
agreed up front that the next turn would be the one.  Cory dressed in a pair of
full fashion stockings, a garter belt and an open-cup bra.  The bra giving her
small breasts some additional cleavage while leaving her nipples totally
exposed.  She didn’t bother with the matching G-String.  Not with what she had
planned.  By the time she finished dressing, her nipples were standing out
proudly, already erect with excitement.  Her bare nether lips glistening with
her honeyed dew.  She finished it off with high heels and her anklet.


Megan
came in and began dressing in a short baby doll.  This one was very transparent
and had cut outs where her long nipples poked through.  The accompanying
panties were crotchless, her swollen labia glistening with dew.  Oh, yeah!  The
two of them were ready.


Megan
quietly walked up to Cory as they prepared to walk out.  Leaning down, she took
the petite blondes face in her hands and French kissed her.  Her tongue dueling
with Cory’s as their passion built.  Hands flew to each other’s breasts,
fingers playing with swollen nipples.  Both remembering their afternoon tryst. 
Then, reluctantly pulling away and both still breathing heavily, they waltzed
out into the family room together.


Cory’s
body swayed sensuously towards the two men.  She danced for Mike first, shaking
her small breasts in his face.  Slipping quickly away as his lips reached for
her nipples.  She did let him hold onto her hips momentarily, his face getting
awfully close to her dewy nether lips.  Seeing her glistening excitement. 
Letting him smell her honeyed scent.  Then she danced away again.  She could
see Megan playing with Jake just a few feet away.  Cory was delighted to see
that his eyes kept straying to her own petite swaying body.


Finally,
the two women switched.  Now dancing in front of their own spouses.  After
teasing Jake unmercifully for an entire song, Cory slid deftly down to her
knees, pulling his long cock from his jeans.  Her lips closing around it,
sucking him deeply into her mouth.  She could see Megan out of the corner of
her eye giving Mike a similar treatment.  The two men starting to moan as their
wife’s heads bobbed up and down their shafts.


Megan
caught her eye, it was time.  She pulled her mouth from Jake’s hard cock and,
standing up, switched places with Megan.  Now kneeling before Mike’s raging
hard cock, she let her tongue worship it for a while.  Licking his balls,
running her tongue over its entire length and finally, taking him deep into her
throat.  She let herself enjoy the sensation, his thick rod spreading her lips
tightly.  Cory could see Jake watching her intensely as Megan began sucking on
his swollen member.


A
few minutes later, Cory took a long look at her husband.  She made sure his
eyes were glued to where she was sucking his friend’s cock, then she stood up. 
She saw the confusion on Mike’s face break into a broad smile as she climbed
onto the sofa, her legs straddling his hips.  Her breasts heaving in front of
him.  Cory leaned forward, pushing her erect nipple against his lips.  A low
moan escaped her mouth as he began suckling greedily on her swollen nub.


Jake’s
eyes were glued tightly to his wife.  Cory watched with passion hooded eyes as
Jake practically started drooling watching her.  When she was sure she had his
undivided attention, she locked her eyes to his.  Then, teasingly began to
lower her hips.  Sliding slowly and sensuously down, her hand guiding Mike’s
fat cock to her pulsing pussy.  She felt his thickness press against her moist
dewy lips, splitting them wide.  With one final look at Jake, she deliberately
lowered herself, she felt him pierce into her.  Cory threw her head back, eyes
finally closed in ecstasy.  A low wailing moan escaping her lips.  Her pussy
gripping him tightly, she slid all the way down.  Feeling him fill her wanton
tunnel with that hot, throbbing rod.  She could see Jake’s eyes widen as he saw
her slide down that thick pole, Megan still sucking greedily on his long cock.


Cory
was slowly undulating her body now, enjoying the feeling of Mike’s thick cock
filling her.  Her hips starting to move up and down, feeling her inner walls
pulling out as he slid from her, then crashing back down on him.  Glancing
again at Jake, she was just in time to Megan push his long rod deep inside of
her.  Saw Jake’s eyes close momentarily at the extreme pleasure before they
returned to where Cory was riding his best friend.


Both
women were rocking up and down now, hard cocks splitting their hungry cunts. 
Both now wanting to feel that hot burst of seed fill them.  Cory was pistoning
up and down, her slick juices spilling out and covering Mike’s rod.  Her tight
walls gripping him, driving him insane.  Sweat glistening on her skin, her hair
now hanging in wet ringlets, glued to her body.  Seeing Jake staring at her,
she leaned forward whispering, “I want you.  Cum for me, Mike.  Fill me up with
your hot seed.”  Then, only moments later, Cory screamed, “Fuck me, Baby.  Do
it.  Fill my hot pussy.  Fuck me!!!”


YES!!! 
Mike was filling her!  She could feel burst after burst of his hot seed filling
her unprotected womb.  His cries mixed with hers as a huge orgasm tore through
her body.  Her passionate cry echoing around the room.  When she finally came
back to the real world, she saw that Jake’s eyes were still glued to her in
fascination.  She wantonly slid up off Mike’s softening cock, purposely letting
his cum ooze from her swollen pussy lips and drip out covering his softening
rod.  Some spilling onto his body.  She wanted Jake to see.  Needed him to know
for sure what she’d just done.  See that her cunt was full of another man’s hot
jizz.  She’d broken her vows, fucked another man.  Cum on his hard cock.


She
watched then, her hands caressing Mike sensuously, as Megan brought Jake to
orgasm.  Saw his body spasm as his cum jetted into her friend.  Mike’s eyes
were watching as well.  His breathing ragged as his wife fucked another man
right in front of him.  Finally, with a last kiss, Cory slid off Mike’s lap. 
She strolled slowly towards her husband, the man she’d sworn to love, honor and
obey.  The man she married forsaking all others.  Mike’s hot cum oozing
copiously from her wanton pussy.  Streaks of it sliding down her wanton thighs.


As
the two women passed, returning to their own spouses, Cory pulled Megan to her,
kissing her.  A whispered “Thank you,” passed between them.  Then Cory was
climbing into Jake’s lap.  Her body reeked of sex.  Her slutty mouth was kissing
him.  That same mouth that had held Mike’s hard cock just a few minutes
before.  Cum continuing to ooze from her nether lips, pooling on Jake’s lap, a
wet stain spreading on his jeans.  His fingers began exploring her swollen
pussy.  Eyes marveling at the slickness he found there.  Now his lips traveled
to her adulterous nipples, kissing each of them.  Suckling on them, Cory’s
excitement peaking higher as little sparks flew through her body.


Suddenly,
Jake grabbed her hips lifting her up.  He threw her body down on the sofa. 
Sliding down her body, his eyes glued to her red and swollen pussy.  Fixated on
the creamy cum that still seeped from inside of her.  Coating her.  Cory’s eyes
grew wide as she saw him dip his head, felt his tongue running along her
adulterous slit.  She felt like a red-hot branding iron was sliding slowly up
her wanton pussy.  Her body convulsed in a huge orgasm at his touch, a scream
piercing her lips.  Her mind hardly able to grasp that Jake was eating her
pussy.  Her cum filled adulterous pussy.  Sucking Mike’s cum out of her,
cleaning her.


Jake
was like a man possessed.  His tongue probed deeply into her, she could feel
him actually sucking the cum from her insides.  His teeth nipped at her swollen
clit, unceasing spasms ripping through her body.  Her cries echoed around the
room.  Then, he was climbing up her body again, teeth ripping harshly at her
nipples.  She felt a hard cock press against her swollen pussy.  Her eyes
closed in ecstasy as his long rod pierced into her adulterous tunnel.  His cock
sliding easily into her cum slicked pussy.  Cory only felt the hard pistoning
of Jake’s cock as he reclaimed his slut of a wife.  Only vaguely heard his
groan as he emptied himself into her.  Her body falling limply back on the sofa,
nearly catatonic.











Chapter 12


 


“Oh,
my God, Cory.  I can’t believe you did that?  You actually fucked him. 
Bareback!    You even let him cum in you.  Right in front of me,” said Jake. 
His voice a little shaky.  His breathing rapid.  It was the first words he’d
spoken since they walked out of Mike and Megan’s house.  He’d waited until they
were home.  Of course, it was only a short walk to their house, but still…


“And,
you fucked Megan.  Let’s not forget about that, Jake,” Cory said haughtily. 
“Besides, I got the rather distinct impression that you liked what you saw.” 
She casually tossed her sweaty hair away from her neck, looking him straight in
the eye.  “Face it, Baby, you’ve never even eaten me out after you and I’ve had
sex.  But, you couldn’t wait to taste me tonight, could you?  I not only think
you liked it, I think you liked it A WHOLE LOT,” said Cory sultrily.  “You
liked seeing me cum on another man’s hard, thick cock.  Liked hearing me scream
as he made me cum.  You even liked seeing his creamy spunk oozing out of me.” 
She was close to him now, her petite body still reeking of sex, glistening with
sweat in the dim light of the hallway.  Her hand began to caress him, she felt
his cock getting hard at her words.  She knew she was right, seeing Mike’s hard
rod buried in her little cunt had driven him wild.  “Admit, Jake.  You loved
watching me like that.  I bet you’d like to see me do it again, wouldn’t you? 
Say it, Baby.”


“It… 
It was kind of hot, watching you like that.  Almost like you were starring in a
porn movie.  You looked…  Oh, God, Cory.  You looked so damn hot riding his
cock.  And, your face…  The look on your face when he came in you,” he
whispered.  “It was beautiful.  But, you’re my wife, Cory?  I shouldn’t feel
like that.  It’s not right.”


“Jake,
we’re married, not dead.  It’s our life, we can make it whatever we want.  Do
whatever we want, as long as we love each other.  And, what happened tonight? 
As long as we both liked it, what’s the harm?  If you don’t want me to ever
fuck another man in front of you again, I won’t.  But, if you did like it? 
And, as long as I’m OK with whoever it is, then…  Well…  Why not?” she asked
shyly.


“I’ll
fuck an entire football team if you ask me to, Jake.  Or, I can be the perfect
little wife who never looks at another man.  I have to admit, it certainly does
spice things up a little.  It’s your call, Baby.  But, if you did like it? 
Then, I’m game if you are,” she admitted.  “Now, will you please take me in the
bedroom and fuck me?”


Jake
perked up at her words, and taking her hand, led the way down the hall to their
bedroom.  When they got inside, Cory let her little sun dress fall
unceremoniously to the floor.  Standing in front of her husband naked except
for the garter belt, stockings and shelf bra she’d been wearing when she’d
fucked Mike.  Her body glistening with sweat, her tousled blonde locks hanging
in curly damp ringlets.  Her lipstick was smeared, nipples engorged.  Even her
glistening pussy lips were red and swollen from being fucked twice already
tonight.  Not to mention, the cum that still oozed from inside of her.  She
looked like some exotic, feral animal in heat.


Jake
pulled her to him, kissing her deeply.  Tasting the slight tang of another
man’s cock as he did, a remnant from her cock sucking earlier.  Cory slid her
body over his, ultimately dropping to her knees in front of him.  Taking hold
of his erection, she slid it down into her throat as far as he could go.  She
could still smell the musky scent of sex on him.  Taste the mix of juices that
still coated his hard cock.  After all, he’d fucked two different women
tonight.  Okay…  She’d been one of them, but, still!  It didn’t matter, anyway,
not now.  Cory knew that she’d won.  She knew he had liked seeing her.  Been
turned on by watching her with another man.  I’m going to be a ‘hot wife,’
played happily sing-song through her mind.


Jake
pulled her up from the floor, carrying her to their bed.  Climbing in after
her, he slid between her legs.  His cock seeking a home in her wanton pussy. 
Cory cried out as he pierced her swollen nether lips, driving all the way in to
her well lubricated depths.  Fucking her unmercifully, his hips thrusting like
a jack hammer.  His long cock finally erupting into her warm depths. 
Afterwards, they cuddled together, drifting into an exhausted sleep.


 







*


 


Several
days later, they still hadn’t talked about what had happened.  Cory felt like
she had a go ahead to have sex with other men, but it was still only a
feeling.  Jake hadn’t exactly given her permission.  Hadn’t told her that he
WANTED her to do that.  Not yet, anyway.  She knew that eventually they’d
either have to discuss it, or she’d have to force the issue.  A desire still
burning within her.


That
Wednesday, Jake called her during the day.  He’d heard from their old friend,
Bill Davis, that he’d be in town that weekend and wanted to visit.  The four of
them had been close friends at one time, but Bill and his wife had moved away a
couple of years before.  They had since gotten a divorce, so he would be
visiting solo.  Jake asked if it would be okay for Bill to stay with them?


Cory
took about a micro-second to agree; she’d always thought that Bill was kind of
cute.  Her mind going about a million miles an hour with the possibilities his
visit might open up, including her legs.  She could feel her pussy getting wet
just thinking about it.  It seemed like a readymade opportunity to try out her
premise.  No more guessing, Jake would be forced to accept the inevitable.


Bill
arrived right on schedule that Friday night.  After exchanging hugs all around,
they led him back to the guest room and let him get settled.  They planned to
take their friend to dinner at a new restaurant they’d heard of, so Cory
excused herself to get ready.  When Jake walked into the bedroom carrying a
glass of wine for her, Cory was already out of the shower and putting on her
makeup.  She was standing in front of the mirror dressed in just her thigh high
stockings and spike heels when he entered the en suite.


“I
hope you intend to wear a little more than that tonight?” Jake teased.


“Oh… 
Gosh, Jake, are you sure?  I think Bill might really like me this way,” she
kidded.  “He always did like to flirt whenever they were over.”


“Go
get dressed.  I need to grab a quick shower too,” chided Jake.


When
Jake emerged back into the bedroom, Cory was casually zipping up a little black
dress.  One of her new ones, it only came down to mid-thigh and had a low,
plunging neckline that emphasized her breasts.  Cory had opted for no underwear
and minimal jewelry, just a little diamond pendant and her ankle bracelet. 
Jake took one look at her and let loose a wolf whistle.  “Thank you, kind Sir. 
I always appreciate it when you think I look nice,” smiled Cory.


“Well,
you look especially nice tonight.  I don’t suppose our house guest has anything
to do with that, does he?” asked Jake.  Cory sensed a quiet uncertainty in his
voice.


“I
always like to look nice for you, Jake.  Although, I suppose that if you like
the way I’m dressed, our guest will too.  You are both men, after all,” she
laughed.  Then she quietly added, “Do you really think Bill will like it?”


“Oh,
yeah.  He’ll like it.  He was telling me earlier how lucky I was for being
married to you,” said Jake.  “I honestly think he’s kind of lonely now that
he’s split from Sheri.  Apparently, there’s nobody special in his life right
now.”


“That’s
a shame, he’s a nice guy.  Good looking, too,” said Cory.  “Kind of a hunk. 
It’s too bad that I didn’t think of setting him up with one of my friends for company. 
I’ll try to give him a little extra attention tonight to make him feel at
home.”


“Not
too much at home, Cory,” said Jake.


Taking
a sip of her wine, she looked at him sultrily.  “Are you sure about that,
Baby?  I mean…  It might be kind of fun.  Kind of like the fun we had with Mike
and Megan, if you know what I mean?  Would you like that, Jake?  Would you like
it if I maybe gave Bill a little extra special attention tonight?”


“I… 
I don’t know, Cory.  I mean…  I…  I’m not sure.  Oh, God.  Maybe?” admitted
Jake shyly.  “It’s a scary thought.  What…  Just what are you thinking?”


“Don’t
stress out about it, Jake.  Why don’t we just see what the night brings, Baby? 
There’s no rush, no pressure.  If it feels right?  Then, maybe, I’ll have some
fun with the two of you?  We might both enjoy that?” she teased.  “Now, get
dressed before we miss our reservation.”


The
three of them arrived right on time at the restaurant, but their table wasn’t
ready yet.  Electing to wait in the bar, Cory settled on an open stool between
the two men.  Her nipples straining against the top of her dress from the cool
night air.  She adjusted her hemline which had risen dramatically as she sat
down.  She was already on her second glass of wine by the time their table was
ready.


Surprisingly,
Cory found herself in a high-backed, half-moon shaped booth.  The two men
flanking her as she slid to the center, legs brushing against the long table
cloth.  Jake placed an immediate order for more drinks from their waiter while
they perused the menu.  The three of them chatting amiably, just enjoying being
together again.


The
two men were sitting tight against her while they awaited their meal,
facilitating the conversation.  At least for the two men.  Cory’s mind kept
getting distracted by Bill’s leg pressing against hers, seeing his eyes drift
down to her low neckline whenever she reached for her glass.  His closeness
making her want to reach for it even more.  The occasional brush of his hand
against her was like being touched with a hot poker.


By
the time they had finished their after-dinner drinks and were ready to leave,
Cory was feeling no pain.  She’d easily had four…  No, five glasses of wine
tonight.  Or…  Was it six?  The two led her to the car, Bill gallantly opening
the door for her.  As she slid into the low seat, her dress rode high up on her
legs.  Oops! she thought.  I think I just flashed Bill.  Well, I hope
he liked what he saw?  ‘Cause, I like him looking.  I think I’d like him to do
a little more than look.


Jake
poured drinks for all of them when they got back to the house.  The three of
them chatting amiably in the living room.  Jake and Bill were sitting in the
two easy chairs while Cory curled up on the sofa.  She could feel Bill’s eyes
drawn to her whenever she’d move.  Her little dress allowing an occasional
glimpse of her breast, or maybe even a little bit more.  Not to mention that,
from his vantage point, he could easily see up between her legs.  Her bare
pussy getting wetter as she thought of the possibilities.


Jake
had excused himself to go to the restroom, when Cory noticed Bill’s empty
glass.  “Would you like another drink, Bill?  I’d be happy to get it for you.”


“Uh,
sure.  That’d be great, Cory.  Thanks,” he replied.


When
she came back into the living room, Bill stood up to greet her.  His hand
grasping the drink she was offering; his closeness was unnerving for her. 
Towering over her petite frame, Cory knew Bill could see down her neckline,
that he could see the pert curve of her breasts.  She felt the brush of his
hand against her breast, cupping it.  She closed her eyes as his fingers closed
on her hardened nipple, her pulse quickening in passion.  His fingers were
still teasing her, sending little jolts through her body, as they heard the
bathroom door open.  Bill scurried back to his seat.  Cory sat down, her face
flushed with passion.  She wondered how Jake would have reacted had he seen the
two of them?


In
a little while, it was Bill’s turn to use the bath.  Jake looked pointedly at
Cory, his eyes boring into her.  “Cory, were you serious about what you said
earlier?  About…  You know…  Giving Bill some extra special attention tonight?”
he asked, his voice shaky with emotion.


“Maybe… 
How would you feel about that, Jake?  Would you be OK with it?  Would you like
to watch me with Bill?  Maybe, see me give him a blowjob?  Or, even a little
more?  Would it turn you on?” she asked in a sultry whisper.


“I
think I’d be alright with it, but I’m not sure.  How can I ever be sure, Cory? 
It just seems so…  I don’t know, sordid?” he said shyly.  “Just so wrong versus
how we were brought up.”


“What
if we take this slow?  You could have veto power at any time, just say the
word.  We could use a ‘safe’ word even.  Something that would tell me to stop
without necessarily letting Bill know that you had pulled the plug, so to
speak?” she suggested.  “That way, I’d know whether you were OK with it or
not.”


“We
didn’t have a ‘safe’ word the other night.  You just did it!” he exclaimed. 
His voice tinged with a hint of vehemence.


“Yes… 
But, as I recall, you were pretty involved with Megan at the time,” she
taunted.  “Fair is fair.  This would be different.  You would just be watching
us, there wouldn’t be any other…  Distractions…  To keep your mind occupied.  I
think a ‘safe’ word is a reasonable idea tonight.  What about saying you were
going to fix yourself a ‘cocktail?’  You could ask if we wanted anything?  You
never call them that, it’s always a ‘drink.’  If you say the word ‘cocktail,’
I’ll stop whatever I’m doing.  I promise.”


Cory
gave him a quick kiss as they heard the bathroom door opening.  As Bill entered
the living room, Cory asked if anybody needed refills?  Both of her companions
accepted the offer.  When she returned, she set her drink down on the table. 
Then, she moved over to offer Jake his.  Balancing the tray on the arm of the
chair, she leaned over and gave him a deep French kiss as she did.  Her short
dress riding high up her legs.  No doubt teasing their guest with a very nice
view.  Then, picking the tray back up, she moved over to Bill’s chair.


Cory
sat the tray on a nearby table and handed Bill his drink.  Her body leaning
over seductively as she did.  The loose top of her dress gapping open, offering
him a clear view of her breasts with their pink capped nipples.  His gaze
mesmerized by the sight she presented.  She reached out a finger and purposely
tilted his head up from where he was looking.  Cory kissed him, gently at
first.  Just a light touch on the lips.  Then, a deeper kiss, her hands
entwining in his dark hair.  Until, ultimately, she opened her mouth as her
tongue probed deeply into his, Frenching him.  Their tongues locked in a
passionate duel.


Cory
turned to look at Jake.  His eyes were glued to her, but he didn’t ask her to
stop.  She gently took the drink from Bill’s hand as she slid into his lap. 
Her dress riding high on her thighs with the movement.  Her little pink slit
glistening with dew, easily visible to the two men.  Bill started to shrink
back from her, his eyes shifting to her husband.  Concerned about Jake, about
how he’d take what was happening.  “Don’t worry about anything else right now,
Bill.  Just enjoy,” she whispered.


His
lips kissed her passionately, then moved subtly down her slender neck, her
collarbone.  Finally, Cory eased the neckline of her dress open, exposing her
breast to his probing lips.  A low moan escaped her lips as his mouth closed on
her pink nipple, suckling her.  She glanced at Jake, sultrily.  Her eyes
holding his as their friend continued to worship her body.  His lips greedily
suckling her erect nipples, sending shock waves rocketing through her body. 
She could feel his cock hardening as she sat in his lap.  OMG.  I sure hope
Jake doesn’t want me to stop.  Not now.  I don’t know if I can.


Bill
began to slide a hand up her stocking clad leg, fingers inching higher and
higher.  Finally touching the bare skin above the lacy top of her stocking. 
Her breathing becoming more passionate as his burning touch inched ever
higher.  Easing her legs open, she granted him access to her most private
area.  Cory could smell the scent of her own passion now, her juices flowing
freely from her nakedly exposed nether lips.  Her body tensed as he reached his
goal, the touch of his fingers along her wet slit sending her into an orgasmic
spasm.  “Oh, God…  That feels sooooo good,” she cried.


Cory
pulled Bill away from her nipple, kissing him.  Then, she slid from his lap
onto the floor.  Pushing his legs apart, her fingers reached to unfasten his
jeans.  She locked eyes on her husband again, checking in.  Knowing she was
entering dangerous territory.  Cory pulled Bill’s long cock out, her fingers
stroking it.  He was bigger than Jake, longer.  Uncircumcised.  Cory licked her
lips, desire flooding through her.


With
a last second, sultry glance at her husband, Cory pulled the thin foreskin away
from the bullet head of his cock.  Sticking her little pink tongue out, tasting
a drop of the precum that had formed on Bill’s cock.  A little different than
her other lovers, nice though.  Her tongue licked wickedly along his length,
even taking a quick taste of his shaved balls.  She took one more glance at
Jake, making sure of his full attention.  Her eyes still locked on Jake, she
opened her mouth in a sweet oval.  Sliding Bill’s hard rod deep into her
throat.  Her tongue wickedly attacking the sensitive underside of him.  Bobbing
her head slowly up and down his length, she continued to bring him to near
orgasm.


Cory
chanced another glance at her husband.  He was rubbing his cock through his jeans,
a wet spot forming as he watched her devour their friend’s hard rod.  She
sultrily winked at Jake as she slid her lips from Bill.  An audible pop could
be heard as she broke her suction from around that mushroom shaped head. 
Standing up, she reached behind her and unfastened her dress.  It fell to her
feet, leaving her naked in front of the two men.  Bill leaned forward breathing
in her scent, his tongue licking lasciviously up her wet slit.  Tasting her. 
Cory’s body shuddered at his onslaught, she needed him.  Her hands wound
tightly in his hair, holding him tight to her raging cunt.


One
last glance at Jake and then she pushed Bill against the back of the sofa,
hunger growing in her eyes.  She climbed over his lap, legs straddling him. 
Her eyes locked on to Jake, one last time, as Bill’s mouth closed on her hard
nipple again.  Then, reaching her hand down, she wickedly guided his hard rod
to her pulsing nether lips.  Cory’s eyes closed briefly in passion as she felt
the tip of his long cock pierce her quivering lips.  Then, her eyes opened
again and with a sultry look to her husband, she slid slowly down Bill’s long
cock.  Impaling herself fully on his length, a gasp escaping her lips as she
felt him fill her.


Jake
had his cock out now, stroking it slowly as he watched their friend’s throbbing
member invade her shameless pussy over and over.  His eyes, glued to their
junction, seeing Cory’s glistening juices coating Bill’s long cock as she slid
sultrily up and down on his length.  Her leg muscles pulsing with her efforts. 
She was moving faster now.  Cries escaping between her lips with every downward
thrust, a huge orgasm building inside of her.  The wickedness of what she was
doing actually pushing her orgasm even higher than the act itself.


Cory
could feel Bill swelling inside of her, hear his low moans as he approached his
orgasm.  She began to pound up and down now, wanting him to spill his seed deep
inside of her hungry body.  Her sultry eyes slid to her husband, locking with
his.  She knew Bill was about to cum inside of her.  She wanted to see Jake’s
face as he watched.  See his expression at the exact moment he realized that
Bill’s hot seed was spewing deep inside her unprotected womb.


She
leaned forward, thrusting a swollen nipple into Bill’s hungry mouth.  As she
felt the first jet of his hot cum bursting inside of her, she threw her head
back and screamed.  A violent orgasm ripping through her.  Her body shaking,
trembling with the ferocity of it.  His throbbing cock spurting again and again
into her warm tunnel.  Cory’s hands gripping Bill’s shoulders fiercely as the
spasms tore through her.  Finally, her spent body collapsed against him.  Her
lips seeking his for a final kiss.


Cory
felt arms wrapping around her exhausted body, lifting her.  Felt Bill’s
softening cock slide from her swollen pussy.  Cum gushing from her, spilling
out into his lap and down onto the leather of the chair.  Then, she realized
that the arms holding her were those of her husband.  That it was Jake’s hands
that now moved sensually over her body, his lips seeking hers in a frenzied
French kiss.


She
twisted around in his arms, their kiss deepening.  Now falling to her knees,
hungrily taking his cock into her mouth.  Bill’s hot seed still oozing wantonly
from between her swollen nether lips, sliding down her legs.  Her tongue
beating a violent staccato against the sensitive underside of his hard rod as
she slid him deeply into her throat, her nose finally buried in his pubic
mound.  Jake’s hands wound tightly in her hair, moving her head.  Fucking her
mouth with his cock.  Then, he pulled out of her.  Eyes locking with hers
again, pushing her down on the rug.  Sliding between her stocking clad legs,
his tongue now seeking her slutty nether lips.


Cory
nearly passed out as Jake’s tongue raked lasciviously along her soaking wet
slit.  Savoring her adulterous pussy, tasting his friend’s creamy cum that
coated her inside and out.  Her head thrashed back and forth, cries and moans
escaping her lips as his tongue devoured her promiscuous tunnel.  Her legs
wrapped tightly around his head, high heeled feet locked together pulling him
deeper and deeper into her wantonness!


Her
eyes opened briefly, searching for their guest.  Bill was standing over them,
his cock swelling again as he slowly stroked it.  A voyeur to their love
making.  Cory hungrily reached out a hand, fingers wrapping around his swelling
member.  Pulling him down to her.  Her mouth opening to receive his throbbing
hardness.  She could taste her juices on him as she slid his cock deep in to
her throat.


Cory
felt hands on her hips as Jake’s tongue vacated her hungry pussy.  He turned
her over, roughly pulling her up to her knees.  She was now positioned doggy
style, Bill’s cock still buried in her mouth.  A muffled cry escaped her lips
as Jake pushed boldly inside of her with one thrust.  Burying himself all the
way in one stroke.  Her cum slick pussy offering him little resistance.  They
were fucking her from both ends.  Spit-roasting her petite body.


The
two men continued to pummel her body.  Her cries were unending as spasm after
spasm tore through her.  The violence of her orgasm sending her to new
pinnacles of pleasure.  OMG?  They’re cumming.  Bill’s cock began to
pulse in her throat, pumping another load of his hot cum inside of her.  The
sight of Cory trying to swallow his friend’s hot seed, sent Jake into his own
orgasm.  His cock emptying, jetting into her abused womb over and over.


The
three of them lay collapsed on the rug.  Just a jumbled pile of arms and legs
all intertwined together.  Cum oozed freely out of Cory now, spilling onto the
nap of the rug.  Her body physically unable to hold all that had been deposited
inside of her tonight.  I didn’t like that rug anyway, she thought.  The
idea sending her into a fit of giggles.


Her
laughter became contagious.  Soon all three of them were laughing.  “I can’t
believe all of this,” said Bill.  “Never in my wildest dreams did I think that
I’d get to have sex with you, Cory.  I can’t begin to thank you enough.  Same
for you, Jake.  Thank you so much for sharing this wonderful lady with me.”


“Just
as long as you understand I’m only letting you borrow her, this isn’t any sort
of permanent loan,” laughed Jake.  “But, as long as you’re here, you’re welcome
to join us.  Assuming Cory is in agreement, of course.”


“Oh,
I’m definitely in agreement.  I can’t begin to tell you how wonderful it was to
have both of you at the same time.  I thought I’d never stop cumming,” she
laughed.  “But, I think I have to cry ‘uncle’ tonight.  I’m exhausted.  You two
wore me out.  Jake, Honey?  Take me to bed.”











Chapter 13


 


Cory
woke early the next morning, slipping quietly into the en suite.  She looked at
herself in the mirror shaking her foggy head.  She knew she’d looked far worse
after that night out of town with the three black guys, but she looked pretty
darn well used this morning.  Her pussy lips were swollen and sore, same for
her nipples.  Her lipstick was smeared all over her face, her mascara had run. 
And, her hair?  What had those two done to her last night?  Then, a wicked
little grin formed on her face as the memories flooded back.  Mmmm…  What
hadn’t they done to her?


She
slipped into the shower, washing her cum covered hair.  Fingers gently working
out the sticky tangles.  Her hands caressing her body sensuously as she soaped
away the sins of their night of debauchery.  Even the little sting as she
gently washed her pussy caused a welcome memory.  And, she still had another
whole day and night with her two men to go.  Drying off, she fixed her hair and
put on makeup before venturing back out into the bedroom.


Jake
was still asleep, his face relaxed.  She slipped into a short white, satin robe
and her ballet slippers, then quietly went out to the kitchen.  She was
standing there, frying bacon and eggs when Bill entered.  He sidled up behind
her, put his arms around her waist and kissed the back of her neck.  “Thank you
for last night, Cory.  It was unbelievable,” he whispered.  “You are so
beautiful.”


Cory
smiled as she pushed her backside against his pelvis teasingly.  She felt his
hands move to cup her breasts.  Turning to him, she pushed lightly against his
chest.  “Behave, Bill.  There’s plenty of time for some more adventures, but
only if Jake is here too.  If he’s not here to watch and participate, then I
can’t.  OK?  That’s our deal, he gets to watch.”


“I
don’t think I could stand to share you like that, not if you were mine,” said
Bill quietly.  “I’d want you all to myself.”


“Never
say never, Bill.  It has certainly enlivened our love life.  But, it only works
because we love each other.  We both had secret fantasies, now we get to live
them out.  Now, sit, behave and let me finish cooking breakfast,” she giggled.


Jake
joined them a few minutes later, happily joining in the conversation.  After
breakfast, they asked Bill what he might like to do today?  “Could we go to the
beach?” he asked.  “I really miss it, I think I miss the beach more than
anything else.”


“Sure,
why not?  We love the beach, too,” chimed Cory.


Cory
slipped her naked body into a little sundress.  Short and backless, the halter
style dress was easy to take off.  It would allow some opportunities for
playing around, too.  If anybody was tempted, that is.  As Cory and Jake
finished getting ready to go, she turned to him and gave him a big kiss. 
“What’s that for?” he asked.


“For
last night, Silly.  Well, that and whatever happens the rest of this weekend. 
Just remember ‘cocktail’ and we’ll be fine,” she teased.  “Hey, how would you
feel about hitting Black’s Beach?  I could be up for a little nude sunbathing. 
Especially with my two handsome companions.”


“OK
with me, and I’m pretty sure that Bill won’t object to anything that gets you
naked,” chided Jake.


 







*


 


The
beach was crowded, causing the three friends to trek along the shore until they
found a somewhat more secluded area.  Stripping off their clothes, the three
ran into the crashing surf, laughing and enjoying the beautiful California
day.  After playing in the water for a while, they all went back to lie in the
sun.  Cory asked for someone to put lotion on her back.  Not being the least
bit surprised when Bill offered to do the honors.  Jake watched intently as
Bill’s hands caressed her back and legs.  He did seem to pay particular
attention to Cory’s round ass and that dark space between her legs.  Jake could
hear little moans coming from her as Bill played with her throbbing slit.  Her
body ultimately tensing, a shudder running through her as she cried out.  Her
eyes locking with Jake’s as her tremors lessened.  A satisfied smile coyly
gracing her face.


As
the crowd thinned out later in the day, Cory felt adventurous.  After a dip in
the ocean, she took the hands of her two companions.  Leading them back to
their towels, she knelt before the two of them.  Her hands slid purposely to
their expanding cocks.  Fingers beginning to caress the two of them.  Then she
leaned in, taking Bill’s hard cock into her mouth.  After sucking on his
throbbing member for a few minutes, she turned to Jake repeating the maneuver.


The
two men were both moaning now, unbelievably turned on by the lascivious public
display she was putting on.  Cory’s head bobbed seductively up and down first
one cock, then the other, driving them insane.  She worked hard at trying to
get them both excited enough, finally driving Jake to empty his balls down her
pulsing throat.  Then, turning immediately, cum still oozing from her lips, to
finish off Bill as well.


Afterwards,
she wiped her cum streaked lips and kissed Bill softly on the cheek.  Then,
turned to Jake.  Her hands intertwining in his hair, she gave him a deep French
kiss.  Letting him taste her filthy cum laced mouth.  Her body molded to his
like a second skin, driving him insane with passion.


They
stopped for dinner at a little tavern, sharing a secluded booth.  Cory could
feel probing hands on her legs and pussy all during their dinner.  She wasn’t
even sure whose hands were teasing her at any given time.  Her body jerking
uncontrollably off and on during the meal.


Once
they got back to the house, Cory announced that she was taking a shower. 
Waltzing off, her little backside swaying as she pranced down the hallway. 
Stepping out of the en suite, she saw Jake relaxing on the bed waiting his
turn.  As he showered, she put on a short little halter style dress.  Fastening
her little anklet to her dainty ankle and slipping her feet into a pair of
wedge heels, she strolled out into the living room.


Bill
was already sitting in the same chair he’d occupied the night before.  Cory
offered to freshen his drink while she got one for herself.  Jake joined them a
few minutes later.  Things were very easy between the three of them now.  There
was no stress, they all knew that sex was in the offing later in the evening. 
Cory was kind of hoping to steer the two of them into the bedroom tonight. 
That floor had been hard last night.


Jake
offered to put something on the TV.  “Any requests?” he asked.


Cory
came over to him and whispered, “How about that movie you downloaded.  You
know, the sexy one?  I think I’m in the mood to roll play the ‘hot wife’ for
the two of you tonight.”  Her teeth nipping sexily at his ear lobe as she
teased him.


“Why
don’t the two of you join me on the sofa tonight?” she asked.  “I wouldn’t mind
a little company at all.”  Strangely enough, she didn’t have to ask twice.


As
the story unfolded on the screen, Cory felt hands begin to explore her body. 
Jake was caressing her breast and nibbling at her ear, while Bill’s fingers
gently danced his fingers along her leg.  Stroking closer and closer to her
welcoming pussy.  About thirty minutes in to the movie, Cory was naked.  Her
dress a casualty on the floor.  Jake’s mouth was suckling at her breast while
Bill’s fingers beat a tattoo on her throbbing clit.


Finally,
she couldn’t take it any longer.  “Somebody take me to bed.  Now!  I need you. 
The both of you.”  Her two companions seemed more than willing to oblige.


As
Cory crawled into the bed, Jake came up behind her.  Burying his face in her
sweet pussy, his tongue exploring deeply inside her tunnel of love.  She let
out a low moan of pleasure as his tongue pleased her.  Bill quickly joined
them, his cock dancing in front of her face.  Cory opened her mouth, swallowing
his hard rod deep into her throat, a muffled moan escaping her lips.


Jake
was sliding his hard cock between her swollen pussy lips now.  The two of them
pushing in to her body.  One at each end.  Cory was in heaven, her body
exploding with orgasm after orgasm.  After a particularly hard spasm, Cory
collapsed away from the two of them.  A few minutes later, she pulled Bill down
after her, then rolling over straddled his hard cock.  She slid wantonly up and
down his swollen rod for a while, then, she tossed her hair to the side and
turned to her husband.


“Fuck
me in the ass, Baby.  DP me,” she demanded.


“Are
you sure, Cory?  I mean…  We never…” he hesitated.


“I’m
sure, Baby.  I want you to do it.  Take me,” she pleaded.  Of course, Jake had
no way of knowing he wasn’t going to be the first to open that dark little
flower.  Cory wasn’t about to tell him, either.  She wanted him to think he was
her first.  After that…  Well, after that, all bets were off.


Jake
grabbed a bottle of lube from the night stand.  After massaging some into her
tight little hole, he gently slid his cock through the inviting ring.  Cory
cried out as the mushroom head of his cock popped through.  Then, she let him
slide slowly into her.  His hard rod was now buried all the way inside of her. 
“Oh, God…  I feel so full.  Fuck me.  Go ahead, God, go ahead.  Fuck me, both
of you.  Fuck me!!!” she cried.


The
two men began to slowly fuck her.  Their cocks pushing deep in to her most
private places.  Developing a rhythm, one would withdraw as the other filled
her.  Their bodies starting to piston into her now, faster and faster.  Their
cocks almost rubbing against each other, only the thin membrane separating
them.  Cory crying and screaming, babbling, her words nearly nonsensical.  An
incoherent ragdoll between them.  The two men filling her over and over with
their hard cocks.    Her body totally consumed by lust and passion as they
ravaged her unmercifully.


Bill
came first, his hot sperm jetting deeply into her pussy.  The spasms of his
pulsing cock setting Jake off as well.  Filling her with their cum, Cory,
reached a pinnacle.  Her orgasm flooding over her, triggered by the twin
explosions inside of her.  Her loud scream echoed around the room before she
collapsed.  Her body crashed down into Bill’s arms, totally spent.


The
two men pulled out of her, their hot seed spilling profusely from her vacated
holes.  Bill tenderly rolled her off his body, the two men cuddling up against
her.  They held her close, gently stroking her body until her senses returned. 
“Mmmm…  Thank you.  Both of you.  I’ve never orgasmed like that before, not
that hard.  God, it was so hot.”  Turning to her husband she whispered, “I love
you.”  Then, her body relaxing, Cory slipped into a deep sleep.











Chapter 14


 


A
few days later, Cory was scheduled for an over-night trip to Houston.  As she
packed her luggage, Jake sauntered in to the bedroom.  “Are you packing any of
your nicer dresses for this trip?”


“It’s
only one night, Jake.  I’ll only be at the hotel, there’s no plans with any
clients or anything,” Cory answered casually.


“I
just thought you might want to unwind after the flight.  You know, maybe go
down for drinks at the bar or something.  I know you like to look nice when
you’re going out, that’s all,” he said defensively.  His eyes not looking at
her.


“Oh,
okay.  I’m glad you clarified that.  Because I was getting the impression that
maybe you were curious if I was planning on playing around while I was out of
town?” she teased.


“Are
you?  Planning on playing around, that is?” he asked tremulously.


Cory
hesitantly sat down on the edge of the bed, a sigh escaping her lips.  “I don’t
know, Jake.  Honestly, I don’t.  Maybe?  Would you like it, if I did?  Would it
turn you on?  Do you like the idea of me fucking some nameless, faceless man
while I’m away from you?  Knowing that at any time someone else might be
fucking me?  Emptying himself inside of me, his hot cum leaking out of me?”


“I
love you, Cory.  I want you to experience life to the fullest.  To enjoy the
trip as much as possible.  If that means, sleeping with another man, then
that’s all right with me,” he said diplomatically.


“Yes… 
But, do you WANT me to do that, Jake?  Are you asking me to do that for you? 
Would it excite you if I did?  Would it turn you on to think of me seducing
someone while I was away, sucking his big, fat cock?  Fucking him?  I mean, how
would you even know?” she asked.


“I
don’t know, Cory.  This is all so new to me.  I’m still trying to come to grips
with the idea.  Trying to understand my feelings.  God, forgive me, I know that
it’s wrong.  But, it turns me on seeing you like that.  Watching you having sex
with Mike and Bill, was…  Oh, shit.  It was fucking unbelievable.  It was so
damn HOT.  Maybe, you could let me know somehow?  Text me?  Tell me about it
when you get back?  I think I want to know, but I’m just not sure how I’ll feel
about it,” he answered quietly.  “How can I be?”


“Jake? 
What I’m hearing from you, is that you want me to be a ‘hot wife,’ like in that
movie?  You want me to purposely seduce other men, and let you watch us have
sex.  Or, failing that, you want me to recount the tales of my indiscretions to
you.  Am I close?” she asked.  Her pulse rate increasing astronomically as she
waited, almost breathlessly, for his response.  “Tell me.  Say it, Jake.  If
that’s what you want me to do, you have to tell me.”


“Yes,”
came his whispered reply.  His shoulders drooping shamefully as a little sob
escaped his lips.


 







*


 


Cory
sat at the bar, her short, tight mini-skirt accenting her legs.  She’d topped
it with a white blouse, its plunging neckline revealing the soft curve of her
breasts.  Her little ankle bracelet flashing as she casually swung her dainty,
high heeled foot.  She wasn’t wearing any underwear, her nipples only slightly
visible through the white fabric of her blouse.  Just enough to entice and
tease.


She
smiled warmly at her companion.  His name was Greg, tall and blonde.  His
tousled hair looking like he should have been at the beach instead of in a
Houston hotel bar.  Cory liked his smile.  She had her get out of jail free
card from Jake.  He’d not only given her permission to play around while she
was gone, he’d asked her to do it.  The idea excited her.  It was almost like
he’d ordered her to do it.  Her pussy had been wet the entire trip at just the
thought of it.  Cory was more than willing to comply as she looked deeply into
Greg’s blue eyes.


They
were on their second drink, when Greg asked her if she’d like to go somewhere a
little more private?  His finger tracing down her neckline, touching the swell
of her breast.  Taking his hand, Cory said “I’d love to.”


They
were in his room now, he was kissing her.  She felt his hands unfastening her
blouse, unzipping her short skirt.  As she stood before him, naked except for
her stockings and heels, an idea formed in Cory’s mind.  She reached for her
purse, pulling out her smart phone she handed it to Greg.  She slid down to her
knees, searching fingers pulling out his cock.  She asked Greg to take a
picture of her.  A picture of her sucking his hard cock.


Greg
didn’t ask for an explanation, but he did do as she asked.  She looked at the
picture, it showed her nakedly down on her knees.  Greg’s long cock only
partially visible, the rest being buried in her mouth.  She smiled, wrote a
quick text, attached the picture, and pressed ‘Send.’  Then, she hungrily went
back to sucking his cock.  The night was still young.


 







*


 


Jake
was sitting in his easy chair when she got home.  The house was dark, a half
empty glass at his side.  Cory walked in, her luggage trailing behind her. 
This trip had been an experiment.  How would Jake take it?  How would he handle
knowing that she had been unfaithful?  That she had fucked another man, that
she hadn’t even cleaned her pussy since then?  She went over to her husband,
curled up into his lap and kissed him.  “Hi, Baby.  Happy to see me?” she
asked.


“You
did it,” said Jake quietly.  A far off look on his face.  “You actually fucked
him, didn’t you?  Some guy that you just picked up in the bar?  Did he make you
cum?  Did he make you scream, Cory?”


“Do
you want me to tell you about it, Jake?  I will, if you want me to?  After all,
you did ask me to do it.  I want you to be a part of all of this, I love you,”
she said.  “I need you to be a part of it.  Did you get my text?  Did it excite
you?”


“Yes…”
he whispered.  “At least, that way I knew that you were…  You know.”


“Why
don’t we go into the bedroom, and I can tell you all about what happened? 
Would you like that?” she whispered.  Her tongue licking seductively around his
ear lobe.  “Would you like me to tell you everything?  All the naughty things
he did to me?  Every little detail?  Come on, Baby.  Let me make you feel
good.”


She
led him quietly into the other room.  She casually slipped her dress off as
they walked in.  Then, Cory slowly undressed him, kissing down his body as each
new part was exposed.  “His name was Greg.  He was from out East somewhere.  I
was wearing that short skirt you saw me pack.  I put on that white blouse you
like, too.  You know, the one that’s just a little bit opaque.  That let’s my
nipples show through when I don’t have any underwear on?  And, I didn’t.  Greg
couldn’t keep his eyes off my nipples.  He bought me a couple of glasses of
wine, then he asked if I’d like to go someplace ‘more private.’  He took me up
to his room, then started kissing me.  He was a pretty good kisser, too.  Then,
he started undressing me.  First my blouse and then my skirt, I wasn’t wearing
any underwear.  Do you like that?  Me being commando, like that?  Knowing that
I’m totally available at any time?  That anybody might see a flash of my
pussy?  Greg certainly did,” she chuckled.


“I
had just gotten down on my knees, like I am now, when I thought about sending
you a picture.  You did say I should let you know somehow.  And, I thought a
picture is worth a thousand words.  So, I gave Greg my phone and had him take
the shot.  Then, I sent it to you right then and there.  I was still on my
knees when I pushed ‘Send.’  I even told him I was sending it to you.  To my
husband.  After that, I went back to sucking his cock.  It was nice and long,
like yours.  I licked the precum from its slit, he tasted good.  Then, he
wrapped his hands in my hair and started fucking my mouth.  Finally, sliding
that hard cock deep into my throat when he came.  His hot cum shooting into me,
filling my mouth.  I swallowed all of it, you’d have been proud of me, Baby. 
Then, he pulled me up and led me to the bed.”


Cory
kept playing with Jake’s hard cock as she talked.  Alternately, sucking him and
then stopping to relate more of her story.  Every time he’d start to get
excited, Cory would stop and talk some more.  Forcing him to wait, teasing him
with her tale of debauchery, like a modern-day Scheherazade telling her story. 
“When he got me to the bed, he sat me down on it and slipped between my legs. 
He started licking my wet slit, Jake.  It felt sooooo good.  I came as soon as
his hot tongue touched my clit.”


Cory
pulled her lips off Jake’s throbbing rod with a loud pop.  Looking up at her
husband, she asked, “Would you like to lick me, Jake?  Would it make you hot to
lick my slutty pussy?  That same pussy that Greg shoved his hard cock in to?  I
didn’t clean myself afterwards this morning, Baby.  I left his seed in me for
you.”


With
a loud moan, Jake violently jerked her up from the floor.  He threw Cory down
on their bed.  Diving between her spread legs, his hands sliding roughly up her
stockings, pushing her legs even further apart.  He drove his tongue deep
inside of her.  Devouring her wanton cunt.  Cory letting out an orgasmic scream
at his onslaught.  “Yes…  Yes, Baby.  Just like that.  That’s how Greg ate my
little pussy, like he was a starving man.  Like he couldn’t get enough.  After
he made me cum again, he climbed onto the bed.  He started kissing me,
Frenching me.  I could taste my juices on his lips.  It was so hot, tasting
myself like that on the lips of a stranger.


“Then,
he started kissing down my throat, my collarbone.  Finally, to my breasts.  He
started suckling on my nipples, nibbling at them.  Sending little sparks
through me every time he bit down.  I liked it, him biting me like that. 
Sometimes, I like it a little rough.  His fingers were playing with my pussy
the entire time.  Sliding in and out of me, playing with my clit, rubbing my
G-Spot.  He made me cum.  It was so hot.”


Jake
drove his tongue deep inside of her again.  Then, her body jerked as he nibbled
roughly on her hard clit.  “Ohhhhh…  Yes, Baby.  That feels so good.” she
exclaimed.  “Eat me.  Eat your slut.  Yes!!!”


When
she finally regained her breath, Cory continued her story.  “Finally, he pulled
me up doggy style.  Greg climbed up behind me, his cock pressing against my
pussy lips.  It felt so good when he rubbed it up and down my slit.  Then, he
pushed it into me, slow.  I could feel that rock-hard cock filling me up, going
deeper and deeper.  It seemed like forever, he was going so slow.  When I felt
his balls slap against my legs, I knew he was all the way in.  It felt so
good.”


Jake
couldn’t take it anymore, he stood up from his knees and climbed onto the bed. 
Sliding Cory’s body around he climbed between her legs.  His hard cock pressed
against her wet nether lips.  She looked deeply into his eyes, watching him. 
Seeing the lust that had formed there.  Lust for her.  Lust that consumed him. 
“Yes, Baby.  Just like that, he pushed that cock inside of me.  Fill me up. 
Fuck me.  Do it.  Now!”


Jake
drove deeply inside of her pussy.  She was so turned on by her tale, that her
tunnel was gushing fluid.  Cory screamed as he began to take her violently. 
“Yes, yes!  Just like that.  Greg fucked me like that, too.  He kept pounding
into me, again and again.  It went on forever, I began to think he’d never
stop.  I wasn’t even sure I wanted him too.  Finally, I felt him swell inside
me, his pace quickening even more.  I felt his hot seed filling me up, over and
over.  Burning my insides with his hot cream.  He came so much it was running
out of me, I could feel it sliding down my legs.  It made me cum so hard.  He
made me scream, Baby.”


But,
Jake was the one fucking her now.  Cory gave herself over to the feelings that
were rushing through her.  Senses near overload with excitement, Cory felt a
huge orgasm tear through her.  Like an earthquake running through her body, it
sent her over the top.  A loud scream escaped her lips, Jake emptying himself
into her at the same time.


They
were lying together now, spooning on the king-sized bed.  Jake’s hands absently
caressing her body.  “I love you, Jake,” she whispered.


“I
love you, too, Cory,” came his quiet reply.  His lips kissed the back of her
neck tenderly.











Epilogue


 


Cory
was positioned doggy style on the king-sized bed.  Her lover had his face
buried deeply in her moist pussy, tasting her.  Devouring her.  That hard
muscle almost fucking her in a way.  His tongue even pushing against her little
rosebud from time to time.  Then, she felt him pull away, his tongue leaving a
cold vacuum in its place.  She started to protest, but he delivered a hard slap
to her ass cheek to quiet her.  Finally, she realized he was just getting ready
to fuck her.  She felt the thick head of his cock start to split her wet slit. 
She closed her eyes, intensifying the experience as he slid slowly inside of
her.  Another strike of his hand against her soft skin announcing that he was
all the way inside of her.  As if she needed any confirmation.


“Ohhhhh! 
Yes.  Damn, you’re so fucking huge.  Yes.  Fuck me, hard.  Breed me,” she cried
out.  Her partner starting to pound inside that slick tunnel.  Her body
trembling with each stroke, cries and whimpers escaped her lips.  Then, with
another slap, he pulled out of her.  Grabbing her hips, he threw her down on
her back.  Lining up again, Cory watched as his huge black cockhead started to
penetrate her wet slit.


She
looked up at his muscled body, his skin so black it was almost a deep purple. 
Cory marveling at his physique.  Damn, he was big.  He could have been a
football player.  Hell, maybe he was?  She didn’t know and frankly didn’t
care.  All she cared about was the thick, black cock that was splitting her in
two.  Its length filling her unbelievably, she didn’t think she’d ever been
with a man that had that big of a cock before.  Her body betraying her, screams
coming from her lips as he continued to roughly violate her.


Cory
nearly passed out when he finally came.  His thick cum exploding deep inside of
her pussy over and over.  Breeding her.  Filling her unprotected womb to
overflowing, his thick cum oozing freely from between her swollen nether lips.


She
watched him silently as he pulled his softening cock out of her, letting her
breathing calm down.  Regaining a little composure, she smiled up at him. 
“Mmmm…  Thank you, Tiger.  That was wonderful,” she whispered.  When he was
dressed, Cory led him back to the foyer, opening the door she kissed him goodbye. 
A little shocked when he pulled her strongly into his arms right in the open
doorway.  Anybody could have seen her there, standing on her tiptoes, little
gold ankle bracelet gleaming from the nearby street light.  Seen her nakedly
kissing that huge black giant of a man.  The danger exciting her.


Closing
the door quietly behind him, Cory sauntered back down the hallway.  Her bare
feet padding softly along the wood floor.  An occasional drop of cum dropping
to the polished surface from her oozing cunt.  Strolling back into the bedroom,
she slid back in bed.  Lying quietly on her side, she saw the slatted closet
door open.  She watched entranced as a man emerged, his cock standing at
attention.


Jake
walked up to his wife, a look of quiet awe and admiration on his face.  Cory
reached out, pulling his cock to her wanton lips.  Those same lips that had
wrapped around that black monster of a cock shortly before.  Taking her
husband’s rod deep into her throat, she began to give him a blowjob.  But, Jake
had other ideas, he pushed her around on the bed.  His lips descending to her
filthy, adulterous pussy.  His tongue probing her wet slit, tasting the creamy
cum that still seeped from inside of her.  Her lover’s cum…


 







***
















 


 


Thank
you for taking the time to read my book.  I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading
about the adventures of Cory and Jake as much as I did writing about it.  If
you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your
favorite retailer?  Don’t forget to check out my other stories and novellas, as
well.


 


Many
Thanks,


Richard
Carlisle
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