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		Chapter One

		

		Stakes Raised

		

		“And how about when I touched his cock under the table?” Fiona’s voice was nearly a growl; low, breathy and full of excitement. “Did you like that?”

		They hadn’t really discussed exactly how far she could go in teasing other men tonight while he watched. She was a little worried that maybe she had pushed the limits past what was acceptable and Vaughn, her husband, would be uncomfortable with the new heights she’d taken the evening to!

		Vaughn moaned and his super-hard dick jerked in his wife’s fist under the covers. He sighed, “I couldn’t really see it, but I knew you were doing something. That guy’s expression changed so fast as he was sipping that beer; it was like he’d just swallowed a spider or something.”

		Fiona, giggled, remembering the exact look on poor Cal—the guy from tonight’s face—to which her husband was referring. It had occurred when she’d eased her fingers over onto a very surprised Cal’s crotch under the table and started feeling up the hard dick she found there, without letting on to anyone who might have been watching what she was doing

		“Did you…take it out?” Vaughn stammered out the question.

		“No, the place was too crowded for that, and too well lit,” she said.

		After thinking about that for a second, she whispered, “Why? Did you want me to, honey? Did you really want me to take that guy’s dick out and play with it for him?”

		Vaughn shivered as if a chill had just gone through his naked body and he admitted, with a low moan, “I don’t know. I don’t know what I want anymore!”

		Fiona stopped stroking his prick. She thought he was going to come then and there, at just the thought of her touching another man’s naked hard on, the way she was touching his now!

		And she didn’t want him to shoot off just yet; not really. She was aching to feel Vaughn’s manhood plowing its way deep inside her very wet pussy, and soon.

		They’d enjoyed some of their very best sexual unions after returning home from one their wife-watching outings like the one tonight, with her teasing other guys all evening; dancing close with them, cuddling up out on the dance floor, maybe even inviting a really cute one—like Cal had been—back to her booth for some touchy-feely fun.

		Once, a couple of weeks ago, she’d gotten so carried away and had been so “in the moment”, that she had let one guy tongue-kiss her while he’d felt her breasts up; right in front of Vaughn’s bulged-out eyes! Her husband had been sitting at the bar just like he had been tonight; watching as she’d tantalized and titillated the various hot young guys she had danced with, pretending he and Fiona didn’t even know each other.

		Then—after she had done that—they’d eventually left the club separately, as they had tonight, so that no one would make the connection between hot young Fiona and her husband of five years. After that, they’d gotten into Vaughn’s pick up truck, raced home, and gone straight into the bedroom.

		Vaughn had fucked her savagely that night, just the way she had been craving it. Fiona smiled, remembering. Her orgasm that night had been sensational; one of her best ever!

		“I…I guess I would be willing to do that, you know…if you really wanted me to,” she said aloud just then. “I could see myself playing with one of those other guy’s cocks…if you wanted me to go that far!”

		Vaughn gasped and shuddered again. His dick assumed a life of its own in her grasping hand, and she was again sure he was about to come!

		Somehow, her husband regained control of his cock once more before that happened. He rasped out the question, “That guy tonight…did he have a big one, do you think?”

		“It wasn’t what I’d call porn star huge,” she whispered back earnestly, “but it was fairly sizeable. I only touched it a little bit through his jeans, under the table, and felt it up against me as we danced close a few times, but I could tell just from that; it was a really nice one.”

		Her husband drew a ragged breath and managed to croak, “Would you liked to have seen it, baby, maybe to have stroked it a few times?”

		She agonized over her answer. Fiona didn’t want Vaughn to think she was just dying to fool around on him, but she sensed she had to be honest about this, especially if they were going to go any further down this taboo path.

		After all, this whole wife-watching game had been his idea in the first place. He’d practically begged her for weeks to consider trying it that first time, several months back, after he’d read about it on the net.

		“I…I wouldn’t have…minded going that far with him, I suppose,” she admitted at last. “If you wanted me to, of course; I wouldn’t do it otherwise.”

		An eternity seemed to crawl by before he said softly, haltingly, “I think I’d be alright with that. If…if you had asked me whether I’d be okay with seeing you suck another guy’s tongue and with you letting him squeeze your tits while he did that—before it happened, I mean—I’m pretty sure I would have said the answer was ‘no’. But when it was suddenly happening, watching it was so fucking hot I could barely believe it!”

		He turned his head to look at her in their darkened bedroom and went on to add, “We fucked like two crazy people that night, once we got home and in this bed!”

		“Yeah, we did,” she agreed as she smiled at him, “and we both loved it.”

		“So, yeah, I definitely think we should the raise the stakes,” Vaughn blurted after another few seconds of thinking about it.

		“You should start playing with their cocks—if you want to—that is. I don’t want you to ever feel like I’m forcing you into anything you don’t feel comfortable with, honey.”

		Fiona’s smile grew bigger as she threw off the covers and scrambled up onto her knees. She threw a long, sleek leg over him and found his rigid prong of a cock once more with her left hand.

		“If the guy was cute enough,” she breathed in his ear, bending over him, dragging her nice titties across his hairy chest as she let her weight down on him and took his thick six inches fully inside her, “I’d do it, I guess. I think I’d be okay with it, as long as I knew you wanted me to.”

		Vaughn groaned as she began to ride his dick. Her man had a nice one, she knew that, but it wasn’t nearly as massive as some of the ones she’d seen in the porn movies they rented and watched together once in a while, just for a hoot.

		Still, Vaughn’s was really the only cock she’d ever had inside her. Since they’d started going steady, way back in her sophomore year of high school, she’d known he was the only man for her.

		Oh, she’d had previous boyfriends, sure. And she’d played with some of their cocks; even sucked one guy’s a little, back when she’d still been a freshman in high school.

		That boy had been a junior, way older than her, with his own car and everything. Her strict parents wouldn’t have ever allowed her to date him, had they known about it.

		Ron Hastings had been his name, and he’d only taken her out a couple of times, on short dates. They’d usually just meet up at the mall, where she’d be hanging with her girlfriends, and go to a movie or just out to his car, to drive around, sometimes ending up the evening by finding a deserted spot in which to park and make out.

		That’s where she’d sucked her first cock, in the front seat of Ron Hastings’ Mustang. She’d gotten so hot, when he’d finally talked her into letting him take off her bra and suck her nipples, that she hadn’t said “no” when he’d gotten out his hard cock and put her hand on it.

		One thing had rapidly led to another that night and she’d soon found his cock between her lips, her tongue circling all around it. Ron had clearly experienced a few blowjobs before, so he’d been both eager and anxious to show the young girl just what sucking a cock was all about!

		She’d had enough experience with boys’ dicks to know she didn’t want for him to come in her mouth. Young Fiona wasn’t ready for that yet! So she’d pulled her lips off his pulsing dick at the last second and jacked his prick off into a hankie she’d slipped out of her purse.

		The two of them hadn’t gone out again after that. She’d guessed at the time that it was because the handjob-finish had been too big a letdown for a handsome high school Romeo like Ron Hastings.

		Their break-up had come near the end of the school year anyway, and over that summer she had met Vaughn for the first time. And that had been that for her, as far as other dicks went!

		She’d seen other hard cocks before, of course, since clear back in grade school. Fiona had always been popular, running with the cheerleading crowd and the jocks, so she’d had boyfriends back then, even when she’d been twelve and thirteen.

		A few of them—the really cute ones—had gotten a quick handjob from her as they’d made out, usually in the mall movie theatre, where it was nice and dark and deserted. But all of their pricks had been small back then. And the boys all seemed to have hair triggers; most of them had come after just a few strokes!

		As Fiona fucked her husband now, she remembered all of those boys and their puny little pricks. She wondered idly if any of their cocks had gotten bigger, as the guys had grown older.

		That was one thing that really intrigued her about all of this wife-watching stuff. Now that Vaughn had said he wanted to see her play with a stranger’s big dick, she found she could hardly wait to do that!

		Despite their parents’ joint opposition, she and Vaughn had gotten married right out of high school. She’d been barely eighteen and he’d been just a year older, at nineteen.

		And they’d managed to do pretty well for themselves, considering they both had only high school educations. Vaughn worked construction, earning union wages and benefits, and she was the receptionist at a prestigious mid-town law firm, so she made pretty decent money, too.

		The two of them had saved up enough cash for the down payment and bought a small, but very nice new home last year. They both drove late model vehicles. And they had money tucked away in their savings account for a rainy day, plus plenty of cash in their joint checking account to pay the bills with.

		“Jesus, I can’t believe how hot your pussy is tonight, babe!” Vaughn’s voice was a gasp of pleasure as she rode him.

		She smiled and sat back on his dick while she continued to glide her pussy up and down on it. As she gazed down at him, she saw that nipples were fully erect, from daydreaming about all of those other cocks she’d soon see, and how much fun it might be to play with them!

		Her cunt was really heavily lubed tonight as well. She could feel that as she slid down her husband’s cock, impaling herself upon it once more.

		“You like to watch these things bounce, don’t you, baby?” She said, grabbing a handful of breast in each hand and jiggling them teasingly for him.

		“Oh, yeah, you know I do,” he panted. “Play with them for me, while I watch; it’s always so hot when you do that.”

		Obediently, she began to tug at her own nipples as she continued to roll her hips up and back on his buried hardness. An impish thought struck her and she blurted, “Should I let other those other guys play with my boobies, too? Should I let my new lovers squeeze my titties while I stroke their big cocks?”

		Vaughn sucked in a breath. She felt his dick jerk within her tight folds.

		“Maybe I should suck their cocks a little for them, too, while I’m at it,” she goaded her voyeuristic hubby still further, being totally shameless with her teasing, knowing he’d love it. “What do you think, honey, should I suck one of those big, thick cocks, if I’m in a place where that’s possible?”

		The image of her lush lips around another man’s dick was too much for poor Vaughn. He screamed out the words as he came deep inside her, “Do it, if you want to; suck him all the way off for all I care, you little slut!”

		Fiona started to come herself. A huge orgasm seized her as she thought about that—letting a total stranger come in her mouth and swallowing his jizz while her husband watched!

		

		****

		

		Last night had been Friday, which meant that they had tonight, Saturday, to put their new, more daring rules into play. As they ate breakfast that morning, they talked about the prospective dance clubs they might try tonight.

		“The Oasis is nice and dark,” Fiona suggested. “If I was in one of those booths over on the right side of the room, as you face the bar, it would be very private.”

		“Yeah, but I’d be clear across the room from you,” Vaughn said doubtfully. “And it’s so dark in the Oasis anyway; I doubt I could see much.”

		She smiled and said, “Neither could anyone else, lover. That’s the whole point.”

		“I guess I’d be able to see your head dip down and out of sight,” Vaughn mused, his dark eyes positively glittering with excitement as he thought of that. “And I’d know what you were doing!”

		“I might have to suck him all the way off, once I get started,” she cautioned her husband, after taking a sip of coffee. “He might not be willing to take ‘no’ for an answer, at that point in the evening!”

		Vaughn grimaced and sat up straight at the kitchen table. She looked at him and asked, “What?”

		He smiled sheepishly and said, “I almost came in my pants when you said that, is all.”

		“Oh…are you that turned on by the thought of me swallowing another guy’s come?”

		He shifted around as if he was suddenly uncomfortable in his chair and admitted softly, “Yeah, I guess I am.”

		“Why?” She really wanted to know. What was it that Vaughn found so hot about her acting slutty with other men?

		She knew why it sounded hot to her, but she was curious as to why the whole idea of was so arousing to her husband. Was it that he was that tired of her, as a sex partner?

		“I don’t know that I can explain it,” Vaughn’s voice was a low mumble of acute embarrassment. “The idea of you cheating on me with a great looking dude…it really turns me on, babe!”

		“Again…I have to ask why; I know what I get out of teasing other guys, and maybe going even further—if you’re still okay with that—but what do you get?”

		Vaughn looked as if the kitchen chair he sat in had suddenly grown as hot as a griddle under his ass. He squirmed uncomfortably as he said, “I dunno…I love to watch other guys seeing how sexy you are. I seem to get off on the fact that they want you!”

		“How about you, don’t you want me anymore?”

		He shook his head vehemently and blurted, “I want you more than ever, especially after seeing how much you turn other guys on out on the dance floor. You saw what happened last night, after you felt up that dude’s cock. I couldn’t fuck you hard enough, or deep enough!”

		It was true, she realized. He always balled her like he couldn’t get enough of her tight pussy after they’d gone out and played their little wife-watching game in some bar or club.

		“You promise you’re not going to be mad, if I suck some other guy’s cock off and swallow it all for him?”

		Vaughn took a long time to think that over, and then said, “No, I don’t think I will be. But I’ll warn you ahead of time that I think I’ll want your pussy so bad after I see you do that; I might have to pull over and fuck you in the front seat of the truck, on the way home!”

		They both shared a guilty, excited laugh over that possibility…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Midnight At The Oasis

		

		Fiona took her time getting ready to go out to the dance club they had settled on for tonight’s little experiment; the Oasis. She ate a leisurely dinner, drank several glasses of red wine with it, and then took a long shower.

		She carefully shaved her long, shapely legs, her pits, and her pussy. Fiona favored a triangle of short-cropped pubic hair above her mons, but she liked to keep the sides, next to her actual pussy lips, as smooth and bare as a baby’s butt.

		When she emerged from the shower, she checked herself out in the mirror as she dried her lithe, sexy body off. She liked what she saw, and she was confident that most men would, too.

		Fiona Meade stood five-feet, nine-inches in her bare feet, which she liked to think of as being quite tall for a girl; though she knew some supermodels were even taller than that. She had a slender, but curvy body, featuring a great little ass and those long, perfect legs.

		Her breasts were unexpectedly large, for such a trim, leggy girl, and measured a solid thirty-four “C”. Her skin was naturally olive brown in color and she also sported a nice tan most of the year, thanks to the warm southern California sun.

		She had thick, reddish-brown hair, which she’d had cut in a cute, very attractive, shoulder length shag, with bangs which reached all the way down to her eyebrows. Leaning forward, she winked at her image, and then batted her big brown eyes at the girl in the mirror.

		Those eyes were dark chocolate in color, but the irises were shot through with gold flecks, making them stand out. She finished drying herself and started to carefully put on make up, in order to accent those killer eyes of hers even more.

		She also had an extremely attractive little pug nose and two sexy dimples on either side of her lush, full lips. Altogether, she rated at least a nine out of ten on most guys’ babe meter, and she knew it.

		“You’d have to be an awfully queer boy to turn this girl down, if she wanted to suck your cock,” Fiona whispered confidently to herself in the mirror.

		

		****

		

		The medium-sized dance club was starting to really fill up as they drove past the front of it at eight-thirty so that Fiona could get out. Vaughn would have to park his fire-engine red Chevy pick up truck two-thirds of the way back in the big lot across the street.

		“Okay, go in first and get yourself a booth, if you can,” he advised her with a tight, nervous little smile.

		“And you’ll come in about ten minutes later and grab a seat at the bar, as close to my booth as you can manage,” she finished his thought for him with her own excited smile playing across her perfectly made up face.

		She turned back to look at him as she was about to exit the truck, and he reminded her, “Remember, you can do anything you want inside the club. But no going outside with the guy; doing that is still strictly off limits, as far as I’m concerned. If he suggests the two of you’d be a lot more comfortable in the back seat of his car, you know what he’s going to want…and it’s apt to be a lot more than a little cocksucking!”

		She nodded that she understood the boundaries he’d set for tonight’s expanded game. Then she got out of the truck cab and walked toward the entrance of the club across the street.

		Fiona thought disparagingly as she crossed the street, not tonight maybe, but pretty soon, I’ll bet. There’s going to come a time when you’ll be fine with me going out to the car with them; the way the ante’s been getting raised lately.

		As Fiona took her place in the short line of patrons awaiting entry, she thought still further, At first I wasn’t supposed to let them kiss me at all; and then I wasn’t supposed to let them touch my tits or my ass or my pussy while they soul-kissed me. And gradually, all of that became okay, but I still wasn’t supposed to return their groping.

		“Now not only is all of that on the table, but cocksucking is permitted as well,” she mused aloud, under her breath so that the other people in line wouldn’t overhear her wry comment. I don’t think he’ll be mad the first time I suck a guy all the way off and swallow his load for him. On the contrary, I think Vaughn will love it if I let myself get carried away tonight and I end up doing just that for some lucky dude!

		

		****

		

		It was almost nine by the time Fiona had waited patiently in line with the other eager patrons and was finally admitted to the Oasis. She found a booth she wanted right away and settled into it. She’d worn a bright, new crimson cocktail dress tonight, one with a low-cut bodice that really showed off her cleavage, and it also featured a slit which ran up the right side and thus highlighted her long legs as well.

		The dress was tight across her ass, too, emphasizing how round and perfect her butt was, as well as how muscular and buffed she managed to keep it. All in all, she was very happy with the dress; most of the guys in the place had stopped whatever they had been doing when she’d walked into the darkly lit club wearing it. Most of them had watched her saunter over to her chosen booth and slide into it.

		She ordered a Jack Daniels Black and coke from the cocktail waitress and—when it arrived a few minutes later—-Fiona wasn’t surprised to learn that a great-looking young dude at the bar had already paid for it. She saluted the tall, handsome guy with the drink and took a big sip.

		As soon as the band fired up—at just past nine—the man who had bought her the drink came over and asked her to dance. He was a big, really hunky-looking guy, about her age, in his early twenties. He had short, dark-blond hair, and he was dressed nicely—like some sort of a preppy—in chinos, a checkered shirt, and oxblood loafers, worn without socks.

		“Hey, I’m Reggie, how about giving me the first dance of the evening, gorgeous?”

		“You bought me this drink,” she answered coolly, using her big brown eyes to further flirt with him with as she spoke, “how can I refuse?”

		She got up and they began moving around the floor together, their bodies pressed tightly against one another. Reggie was about six-three, with broad shoulders and short, wavy hair. He was clean-shaven—as far as facial hair went—but sported about one day’s growth of stubble, which she found to be a very attractive look on a man as handsome as Reggie!

		“Where is your husband tonight?” He asked.

		Damn, silly me, I forgot to leave my wedding set at home tonight, of all nights! Fiona kicked herself mentally as she realized that Reggie had seen it and noticed it right away.

		“He…uh…he’s traveling, on a business trip,” she lied, making it up as she went along. “But he knows I’m out on the town tonight. He doesn’t really mind me going out dancing and having a good time when he’s on the road.”

		“Just how good a time does he let you have?” Reggie asked pointedly; waggling his eyebrows humorously and openly flirting with her.

		“Maybe you’ll find out later tonight, if you’re lucky,” she countered, eating this naughty back and forth banter between them up with a spoon!

		This is just like being single again, she thought as Reggie drew her in even closer, and that’s so awesome!

		She’d never admit it to anyone else, especially to Vaughn, but there were times when she wished she hadn’t gotten married quite so young. Here she was, barely twenty-three and she’d already been married for five years!

		A lot of girls nowadays are waiting until they’re almost thirty before tying the knot, she told herself. And there are times when I don’t blame them.

		Again, she’d never confess this to anyone but nowadays, especially after she and her husband had begun playing this wife-watching game, she often found herself daydreaming about strange cock. Having experienced only Vaughn’s hard prick inside her—and some puny little-boy dicks in her fist and mouth, way back when—she now found herself wondering what it would be in bed with a man who had a really big one for a change?

		Would she like that? Would she like sucking a massive one as much as she enjoyed sucking Vaughn’s?

		In the past, she might have pushed such thoughts from her mind as soon as they had formed. But playing this little game had revived her long-denied interest in what it might have been like to be romanced by a guy with a huge cock. She now grudgingly admitted to herself that what had started out as Vaughn’s naughty little fantasy had gradually become hers as well!

		Right now, for example, she could feel Reggie’s cock firming up as she danced so closely with him. And she could feel her own nipples getting as hard as they could be as she let him crush her body against his manly chest while they circled the floor together.

		This hunk’s got a really big one, she told herself excitedly, gauging how long it was from the way it was poking up against her belly. I can’t tell how thick it is, but I do know for a fact that it’s good and long!

		Of course, when the dance ended, Reggie wanted to sit down in the booth with her. She was sorely tempted to let him do just that; he was utterly delectable-looking, and he had that big dick thing going for him as well.

		But she didn’t want to settle for the first guy who approached her this evening! She’d just started her night out, and she was sure lots of other handsome dudes would come on to her too, if her past experiences at playing this game were any indication.

		“Maybe later,” she told him evasively, “I may let you join me later.”

		Reggie slunk away, obviously disappointed. He looked so down in the mouth over her rejection that she almost called him back over to her table.

		But in the end, she didn’t. Fiona really did want to meet some other candidates.

		She was feeling very liberated, somehow, by Vaughn’s having “raised the stakes” in the game tonight. And she found herself wanting to indulge her newfound freedom to its very limits!

		

		****

		

		Over the next couple of hours, Fiona danced with a number of young men. All of them were desirable, at a minimum; when a fatty or an older guy asked her out onto the floor, she simply said “no, thank you” and went back to sipping the seemingly endless supply of unsolicited Jack and cokes which kept arriving at her booth.

		By a little after eleven, she’d polished off six of the powerful cocktails and was working on her seventh. And she had narrowed her choices for what she’d begun to think of as this evening’s Suck-Off Derby down to just three guys.

		Reggie was still in the mix; he’d proved to be adorable, as well as very persistent, asking her to dance several more times and buying her at least two additional drinks. And there was a tall, incredibly handsome black guy named Derrick who made her pussy wet, just looking at him. The final member of the trio was another white guy by the name of Jim who wasn’t as tall as her other two contenders, but who nevertheless looked very muscular and buffed in his tight knit shirt and tan slacks.

		All of them had big dicks. She was sure about that after dancing a few slow ones with each man.

		Derrick, because he was a black man, reminded her of an African American boy she’d dated briefly during her first year of high school. He’d been named Leroy, and he had been a bodybuilder type who had also been a star on the junior varsity football team.

		She’d only gone on a couple of “meet-you-at-the-mall” sort of dates with him, when she found herself one evening in the most deserted part of the darkened mall theater with Leroy’s hard cock in her fist. Fiona had been making out with him hot and heavy when he had surprised her by suddenly unzipping his jeans and putting her hand on his up-raised hard on.

		Fiona had given several handjobs by then, so she had known what to do, but at that point in his young life, poor Leroy obviously hadn’t been on the receiving end of that many female stroke-off sessions. Before she could even deploy her hankie to catch his load, the cute black boy had groaned out helplessly that he was coming, his muscular body having gone as stiff as his dick, and he’d abruptly began spewing ropes of pearly-white come against the back of the empty seat in front of him!

		Sitting in the booth now, she smiled ruefully at that memory. Leroy had been so ashamed of his lack of control that he had stopped dating her immediately.

		I wasn’t really sorry to see him go, she recalled, I was relatively inexperienced back then and I had bought totally into the myth that all black guys have huge dicks. I was so disappointed to find out that Leroy’s was smaller than average, and that he came in, like, seconds after I started stroking it for him!

		Fiona looked over at studly young Derrick, who looked smugly confident as he chatted up another white girl, a big-breasted, bottle-blonde with much too wide an ass, in Fiona’s opinion. She wondered idly if he had as big a dick as she thought he did, after dancing two slow numbers with him.

		She glanced over at her husband for the first time in ten minutes or so and saw him giving her that “hurry-up-and-decide” look she had come to know so well. She just smiled coyly back at him, resolving to take her time in making her final decision.

		When she at last broke off eye contact with Vaughn, she turned slightly and realized that Reggie was standing right there, next to her table. He held up yet another Jack and coke and asked pleadingly, “May I please sit down with you for a while? I keep losing my place at the bar—this club is so crowded now—every time I go to the restroom or I go out and dance. My feet are getting tired from standing up all night!”

		What a lame pick up line, she thought, even while she was mentally admitting to herself that she was somewhat charmed by its very lameness.

		And he looked so hopeful, standing there with a refill of her drink in one hand and a bottle of beer in the other…

		“Sure,” she said, making up her mind right at that moment that he’d be the lucky blowjob winner tonight, “have a seat.”

		

		****

		

		It was almost midnight and they had been making out for nearly fifteen minutes. Their drinks were long gone but they didn’t care; all their focus was on each other!

		Well, that wasn’t entirely true in Fiona’s case. She kept stealing glances at Vaughn out of the corner of one eye.

		Her horny husband was so caught up in watching her and Reggie swap spit while they sucked each other’s tongues, he looked as if he was about to fall right off his barstool!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		New Limits

		

		It IS a big one! She reveled in the thought as she unzipped Reggie’s slacks and slipped her fingers through the slit at the front of his boxers. It’s so fucking thick; I can barely close my fist around it!

		Reggie gasped with surprise as she drew his hard cock out of his unzipped trousers and began to stroke it for him under the table. He tore his lips away from hers and whispered urgently, “Are you crazy? We can’t do this in here!”

		She smiled at him and whispered with a confidence she didn’t really feel, “Yes, we can, if we’re careful. Is anyone watching us?”

		“N-No, I don’t think so,” he murmured, his eyes shifting furtively around the darkened club.

		“Good, just relax and enjoy it then,” she sighed, loving the feel of his huge prick— with its velvety-soft skin and the steely hardness just underneath that supple skin—in her gliding hand.

		Reggie shuddered and moaned softly, “Oh, fuck, your fingers feel so nice around my dick!”

		“When you get ready to come, let me know,” she said softly, licking his earlobe. “I’ll swallow it all for you!”

		The super-excited young man gasped at that thought and his sizeable cock jumped in her grasp. Speaking so softly that his voice was barely audible, even though their heads were just inches apart, he whispered, “You’d really do that…in the club?”

		“I want to,” she assured him, kissing his ear tenderly, “I want to feel you emptying these big balls of yours into my mouth!”

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, God, that’s so hot!” Reggie rasped out the words, clearly imagining her doing just that.

		“Kiss me again, while I play with your cock,” she prompted him.

		As soon as his lips were pressed against hers once more, she winked at her husband, who was watching the pair of them intently, his jaw hanging open in amazement. Vaughn knew she was touching Reggie’s cock under the table in the darkened booth—that was obvious from his slack-jawed, amazed expression!

		She pulled her mouth away from his and murmured hungrily, “Squeeze my titties, while I stroke your big cock off, Reggie darling!”

		During her last bathroom break, Fiona had unzipped her dress and unsnapped her bra, stuffing it into her purse, as soon as she had the stall door closed. The huge amount of booze she had consumed this evening, the hotness of the young men she had been so shamelessly flirting with, and the knowledge that she was going be a very bad girl tonight—all of it had overwhelmed her as she sat on the toilet relieving herself of all those Jack and cokes. And she knew she wanted to have her plump boobies played with as she did what she was so eagerly doing now!

		Reggie had her back pressed up against the booth’s soft upholstery. He leaned in to kiss her again, snaking his big right hand up to cup her breast through the thin material of her dress.

		She moaned as he palmed her softball-sized tit mound and began to gently squeeze it as he thrust his tongue into her mouth while her hand glided up and down on his throbbing prick under the table. Fiona couldn’t say how long they clung together like that, but it seemed an eternity.

		Time felt like it had stopped. There was only their embrace, his cock—hard and hot in her grip—his hand clamped around her sensitive globe with his fingers gently squeezing her very aroused nipple, and their mouths busily devouring each other.

		All at once, Reggie gasped and pulled back. He didn’t say a word, but she could tell by the excited, almost frenzied look in his eyes that he was about to come!

		Looking around quickly to make sure no one was paying any particular attention to them; she ducked her head down into his lap and took his cock head and a few inches of the shaft into her mouth. She heard him groan as her lips were pushed downward, over his dramatic girth and her tongue went wild on his smooth knob of male flesh.

		Reggie moaned and croaked out, “Oh, God, here it comes, baby!”

		Fiona was shocked by how much come gushed up into her sucking lips. There seemed to be a gallon of it, all hot and gooey and so thick she could barely choke it down at first.

		Vaughn’s come wasn’t nearly this thick and heavy; Reggie’s semen had the consistency of melted pudding, and it seemed to flow up into her throat in endless waves! She gulped it down and was rewarded by another huge jet, which spattered against the roof of her mouth and inundated her taste buds with its rich, manly flavor.

		It tastes so much different than Vaughn’s, she marveled. It’s not nearly as salty or as bitter!

		“Oh, fuck, but that feels great!” Reggie sighed softly. “Swallow it, you hot bitch; swallow it all!”

		Fiona did, and gladly. She was so keyed up with the excitement of performing this lewd act—right inside the dance club—that she could barely believe it!

		If someone touched my clitty right now, she thought, I’d come, like, immediately!

		At last, the big cock stopped spurting. She licked away the last of Reggie’s come and straightened back up in the booth, tucking his spent cock back into his boxers.

		“Fuck, you’re a wild one,” he said, smiling over at her in relief and the after-throes of ecstasy.

		She took a drink of Jack and coke, to chase the heavy fluid she’d just swallowed, and smiled back at him. Fiona was proud of herself; she’d acted like a real slut just now with this well-hung cutie, and she’d loved every second of it!

		Glancing over at her husband, she wasn’t surprised to see Vaughn beaming back at her, a goofy look of disbelieving ecstasy etched on his face. He’d been more than okay with what she’d just done—he was clearly okay with it—judging by the look on his handsome face.

		“I…I have to go now,” she told Reggie, starting to gather up her purse and preparing to slide out of the booth.

		“Wait,” Reggie stopped her by grabbing her elbow, “let me do this first.”

		He took the purse away from her, opened it, and found her cell phone. Quickly, he dialed in a number and a phone rang inside his shirt pocket.

		Smiling at her, he put hers back inside the purse and reached into his pocket and took out his phone. He hit the button, answering it, and then thumbed the disconnect button.

		“Now you have my number,” he said with a grin. “Call me the next time your husband is out of town. I want to take you out on a real date; and I want you to spend the whole night with me.”

		Fiona felt her heart leap as she considered his proposition. She smiled hesitantly back at him and murmured, “We’ll just have to see…”

		

		****

		

		“What was all that business with the phone?” Vaughn demanded five minutes later as he started the truck.

		“He gave me his number,” she answered truthfully. “He…he wants to go out on a real date with me. I told him that you traveled a lot. He thinks you’re a salesman of some kind.”

		She turned to face her husband and whispered, “He wants us to spend the night together…I guess he wants to sink that huge cock of his into my pussy, darling!”

		Vaughn took the truck out of gear and gripped the wheel, hard; his whole body shuddering as he mentally pictured that. He murmured, “Would you like that…for him to fuck you?”

		She took his right arm in her hands and moved over closer to him as she whispered truthfully, “I don’t know.”

		He let go of the wheel and folded her into his arms. Their mouths met and then he yanked his head away in mild disgust and blurted, “Is that his come I taste? Did you really suck him off all the way, and swallow it for him?”

		Fiona smiled coyly and said in a soft voice, “You know just what I did tonight. You watched me do it; don’t pretend that you didn’t.”

		She felt her husband’s hard body shiver against hers as he said, “I didn’t think you’d really do it.”

		“Well, what did you think I was doing under that table?”

		“I…I didn’t know,” he answered, clearly desperate to avoid sharing the blame for her actions, “watching him squirt maybe, while you jacked him off?”

		She laughed dismissively and said, “Not hardly, darling; I was swallowing it all for him—every hot, gooey drop—and you know it!”

		Vaughn gasped and pulled her in tighter. He whispered urgently, “Got to fuck you! What you did in that club…it was so hot; I’ve just got to fuck you right now!”

		“Not here,” she said, looking around at the parked cars surrounding them. “This parking lot is too well-lit. Let’s find a side street, maybe in a residential area.”

		Vaughn released his grip on her and put the truck back into gear. He actually laid rubber as he sped off into the darkness in search of a dimly lit street.

		

		****

		

		“I can’t believe you sucked that guy’s cock off!” He groaned out the words as he hammered his hard dick into her again and again.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, well I did,” Fiona murmured, close to her own orgasm. “I swallowed it all for him—and there was a lot of it to swallow, believe me, darling!”

		“Ugh! Oh, God, oh, God,” Vaughn murmured, obviously seeing that in his mind’s eye as he ravaged her.

		Fiona was flat on her back in the front seat of the truck, her dress pulled up around her waist, her tits crushed against Vaughn’s shirt as he fucked down into her furiously. He had unzipped the dress and pulled it off her shoulders, going even crazier when he discovered that she was now braless beneath the plunging neckline. He seemed to realize instantly that his rival at the club tonight had been feeling up her braless tits while she stroked his cock!

		She was going to come in a few more strokes. And, God, she needed this orgasm in the worst way!

		After all, Fiona had sucked off Reggie’s huge dick in the club, swallowed an ocean of his hot come, and told Vaughn about it—all that had pushed her nearly to the brink before he’d even touched her. Now she positively ached to get her pussy off, and his driving dick felt so welcome inside her.

		Her tummy muscles spasmed and she sighed and closed her eyes, imaging for a moment that it was Reggie’s big cock that was driving its way down into her, instead of her husband’s. She bit her lower lip and moaned, her pussy contracting sharply around the prick that was savaging it.

		“Oh, fuck, am I ever coming?” She groaned out the words and held Vaughn tight.

		“Take it, you cheating little ‘ho,” he gasped, his cock bucking within her, “take my come, the way you took that other guy’s!”

		And then he was creaming her. She shuddered beneath him and came even harder as he filled her with his warm spunk.

		This is incredible! Fiona thought, amazed at the intensity of this impromptu fuck. He couldn’t even wait until we got home…and it’s so fucking hot, doing it in the truck. I feel like we’re back in high school again, making love for the very first time!

		

		****

		

		Her euphoria quickly faded on the short drive home. She knew they’d crossed a line tonight.

		How this new…relationship they shared might affect their marriage really worried her. Had they just taken the next logical step on a road of fun and adventure?

		Or had tonight’s events signaled the beginning of the end of their days as a married couple?

		Fiona agonized over that. She really wanted to call Reggie for that date. But at the same time, she didn’t.

		She and Vaughn would have to discuss that step thoroughly before she took it. Spending the night with Reggie—actually fucking him—was an entirely different matter than a quick blowjob in a club.

		And yet it wasn’t, really! She was now officially a cheating wife, even if she never saw Reggie again!

		Vaughn would always know she had sucked off another man’s cock. And she hadn’t just sucked it; she’d sucked it until the other guy had come in her mouth, and then she’d swallowed his huge load for him while her husband had watched!

		Those were the facts, and no amount of discussion was ever going to change them. They were going to have to live with what she’d done, even if she stopped this madness now, this very night!

		They rode along in silence for a few blocks. Their street was just up ahead a little ways.

		Do I want to stop? She asked herself the question and thought about her answer.

		As they pulled into the garage, she admitted to herself, with a sinking heart, not really; I don’t want to give up this naughty, thrilling little game of ours just yet. It’s the most exciting, fun thing I’ve ever even imagined, let alone done! And I don’t want to back away from it just yet!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		First Date

		

		Vaughn was all over the map during the next few days, when it came to what he wanted to do next. One moment, he couldn’t wait for her to call Reggie and arrange a date.

		Twenty minutes later, he’d changed his mind completely. He’d sternly order her to delete the other man’s number from her cell phone and never think about him again.

		It seemed to Fiona that there was a real Jekyll and Hyde routine going on inside her poor husband’s head. One part of Vaughn’s mind wanted her to be a faithful, good little wife; and yet the other, kinkier side of his personality found the idea of her cheating on him with Reggie to be almost irresistible.

		At last, on Wednesday evening, Fiona sat her dithering man down in the living room and demanded, “Make a final decision, Vaughn: what do you want to do about this? If you really want me to go on an overnight date with him this weekend, I should call him tonight. Otherwise, he’s liable to think I’m not interested and make other plans.”

		Vaughn stammered and began to hem and haw around the question once more. He clearly did want her to do just that, but then again, he didn’t…not really.

		“Stop it,” she finally snapped at him, “this isn’t all about you anyway, you know! I should get a say, too, since I’m the one who’ll actually be getting fucked…if we decide to go that way.”

		He sat back in his easy chair and blinked at her as if she had just hit him squarely between the eyes with a two-by-four. At last Vaughn admitted, “You’re right. It’s at least as much about what you want to do as it is about what I want to do!”

		Vaughn took a few seconds to really think about that, and then asked her, “What do you want to do?”

		Her nervous face relaxed, hearing him finally come out and ask her that question. She smiled at him and then confessed playfully, “I don’t know either; I’m just like you, I suspect. Part of me wants to do this, but part of me doesn’t.”

		Lowering her body down onto his lap, she said softly, “How do you really feel about me fucking him, baby? I won’t lie to you; I’m kind of curious as to what it would feel like to have a cock that big inside of me. I’ve never experienced that before. You know you’re the only man I’ve ever gone all the way with.”

		His handsome face winced at that truthful admission on her part, so she rushed to add, “But I don’t feel like I have to do it. The last thing I want to do is something that will break up our happy marriage.”

		She smiled at him once more and pulled herself closer to his chest, murmuring, “I love you, Vaughn. I want to be with you forever. I think you know that.”

		They looked into each other’s eyes for a long moment, and then she said, “We can stop all of this wife-watching business any time you say. Again, I won’t lie; I think its fun, too, and I’ve really enjoyed it. But I can give it up immediately, if it’s going to end up costing us our marriage.”

		He thought about that for long moments. She could practically see the gears turning in his head as he stressed over whether or not he could handle her further cheating on him.

		“I…I think I want you to call him,” he said haltingly at last. “It kills me to admit it, but the idea of you spending the night with him excites the hell out of me, for some weird reason. I don’t want you to do it…and yet I do!”

		She smiled ruefully and nodded that she knew what he meant, exactly, saying, “That’s just the way I feel. Part of me really wants this, but part of me is scared spit-less about actually going through with it!”

		

		****

		

		It was just after eight when she finally placed the call. She had downed several stiff drinks before dinner, and a glass of white wine with it to further calm her nerves as the big moment approached.

		Vaughn was right there in the living room with her when she brought up Reggie’s number on her cell and hit “send”. Her heart was in her throat, as she waited for his voice on the other end.

		She hadn’t told Vaughn the whole truth earlier tonight, when they’d had their little talk. While she thought she could quit this wife-watching stuff, cold turkey, if she had to: she now found that she was very glad she didn’t have to do that!

		“Reggie Patterson here,” the confident, masculine voice on the line announced, “who is this? I don’t recognize this number.”

		“How many Fiona’s do you know, for God’s sake,” she asked him teasingly, “or have you forgotten all about me so soon?”

		“How could I ever forget a girl who did what you did, and the very first time we met, at that?” He answered smoothly.

		“I was a little bit drunk when I did that,” she admitted, making her voice sound coy.

		“Is your hubby going out of town soon, I hope?” He asked, getting right down to it.

		“Yeah, this weekend, as a matter of fact,” she answered, “Thursday, actually, tomorrow.”

		“Then how about having dinner with me on Friday night?” He responded immediately. “Pack your toothbrush; you won’t be going home until sometime Saturday, if I have anything to say about it.”

		“I’ll be sure to slip it into my purse,” she laughed, her heart pounding with a taboo excitement she found to be both exhilarating and terrifying.

		“Do you want me to pick you up?”

		“No, why don’t we meet somewhere?” She made the counter offer, not really wanting him to know where she lived just yet, if she ever wanted him to know that.

		“Okay, that sounds good to me. What side of town do you live on?”

		“We have a house in West Covina,” she told him truthfully. “Where do you live?”

		“In Pasadena,” he replied, “so that works out okay. Do you want to leave your car in one of the city parking lots and I’ll pick you up there?”

		“Alright, how about the one over by the Methodist Church on South Azusa,” she suggested. It’s a Caltrans lot, so it’s free and its twenty-four hours.”

		“Yeah, I know where that is,” he said, “and the restaurant I want to take you to isn’t far away; maybe ten minutes. It’s just a little neighborhood Italian place, but the food is terrific.”

		“I love Italian,” she said, “what’s the name of this place; maybe I know it.”

		“It’s called Pane E Vino,” he said.

		“That’s one of my favorites!”

		“Okay, let’s meet in the lot at six-forty-five, and I’ll make reservations for seven.”

		

		****

		

		Fiona couldn’t believe she was going to have sex with an almost total stranger tonight, but she was. She also couldn’t believe she actually wanted more sex—after what had happened when that short phone call on Wednesday night had ended—but she did.

		Vaughn had been all over her, practically from the moment she’d broken the connection with Reggie that night. He hadn’t even bothered to take her into the bedroom, that first time.

		He’d fucked her right there on the couch, just as she’d put the phone back in her purse! And they’d devoured each other on Thursday night as well, making love twice and with her sucking him off once, too.

		And now here she was, sitting in her car on Friday evening, waiting for Reggie to show up. Vaughn’s good-bye kiss had been particularly tender and it still lingered on her lips.

		She truly loved her husband, but she had to admit; she did want this night with Reggie and his big cock as much as Vaughn had wanted it for her!

		Fiona realized that she had never experienced anything like this before; just going out on a date with an almost stranger, with sex as the motivating factor! She had always known back in high school, when she’d started dating Vaughn, that he was likely to ball her by end of the evening.

		But that had felt way different. The two of them had been going steady, and later on they’d been engaged.

		Most of the girls she knew had spent a period of their lives doing pretty much exactly what she was about to do; hooking up with a hot guy for a night of fun, with sex a given part of the equation. But Fiona had missed out on doing that, and now she was going to finally experience what it was like—and she could hardly wait!

		A flashy foreign roadster pulled up next to her blue Dodge Challenger. The convertible was red, and low slung, sporty as it could be, and Reggie sat behind the wheel.

		“Hey, Fiona, my love, you look like a girl who could use a lift,” he said in a flirty tone, leaning over into the passenger seat of his sleek new Maserati GranCabrio.

		The top was down on the elegant cabriolet, so she could see the tan leather seats. He pushed his sunglasses up on top of his dark blond hair and smiled over at her.

		“Why, are you going my way?” She tried to keep her voice as playful as his had been as she locked her car and got out.

		“Always, when a woman is as pretty as you are,” he gave her the somewhat corny line by way of an answer and leaned over still further so that he could open the passenger door for her.

		“Nice car,” she commented, stating the obvious, “how did you manage to afford this; what do you do for a living? I never asked you that the other night.”

		“You were busy with other things,” he teased her, as he backed out into the nearly empty lot. “And I was too appreciative of what you were doing at the time to think much about making small talk.”

		“Well, we have time now,” she said, feeling uncharacteristically bold, in light of the circumstances, reaching over and dropping her left hand casually into his lap, right on top of his soft cock. “Are you rich or something?”

		“My dad is,” Reggie sighed, plainly enjoying the liberties she was already taking with his much bigger-than-average dick, “and he’s a generous guy. I’m his only child.”

		“Lucky you,” she commented, teasing him lightly with just her fingertips through the slacks and his boxers beneath.

		“You can say that again,” he said breathily, turning onto a main thoroughfare. “I’m sorry that restaurant is so close by. This is turning out to be quite a thrilling ride.”

		“The night is young yet,” she murmured suggestively, loving the way his big cock felt beneath her fingertips as she touched it again, and it began to firm up. “There are lots of thrills ahead for both of us tonight. I’m sure of that.”

		

		****

		

		Like most of the restaurants in Covina and its fellow enclaves which served as bedroom communities for nearby Los Angeles, the Pane E Vino wasn’t fancy. It was a small neighborhood place, serving hearty but excellent Italian food.

		They ordered a bottle of Chianti and sipped it as they perused the menu. Fiona opted for the rigatoni and Reggie ordered the chicken parmigiana.

		“So, where’s your husband tonight?” He asked as they waited for their entrees and nibbled at the plate of antipasto he had also ordered.

		“Chicago,” Fiona lied, picking a name out of the air, “he’s got a big account there.”

		“What does he sell?”

		“Building supplies,” she said, again blurting out the first answer that popped into her mind.

		She didn’t want to sit here and discuss her mythical salesman husband all night long, so she said, “I don’t really want to talk about him right now. Let’s just say he knows I’m going out tonight with a guy I met when I was out dancing last weekend and leave it at that, okay?”

		Reggie’s eyebrows went up. Obviously intrigued by a man who would let his hot young wife go out on “dates” with strangers while he was out of town, he asked, “Doesn’t he worry that you’ll…uh…cheat on him?”

		She decided to tantalize him with a bit of the truth, saying, “They say it’s not cheating, if he knows all about it.”

		Reggie nearly choked on the crispy risotto ball he was eating when she said that. He chased it with a sip of the Chianti and asked incredulously, “Don’t tell me he knows you’re staying over at my place tonight?”

		She laughed, really enjoying this, and said, “Sure, he knows. What’s the big deal?”

		“Uh…well, it’s just unusual, is all,” Reggie sputtered. “I mean, not every guy knows his wife sleeps around and is okay with that!”

		“I don’t ‘sleep around’ as you put it,” she corrected him coolly. “I’m extremely choosy when it comes to the guys I go to bed with.”

		He smiled and nodded, asking, “Oh, and what’s your criteria for selecting them?”

		“They have to be young, gorgeous, and polite,” she answered, reveling in teasing him in this way, “and they have to have big cocks…that’s mandatory.”

		“Then I think you’ll be very pleased with your choice for this evening,” he said, smiling even more broadly.

		“I saw it briefly last week, remember?” She answered as casually as she could manage, with a sly little smile, taking another sip of her wine. “So I’m sure I will be.”

		

		****

		

		Reggie lived in a very stylish condo on the north end of Pasadena. His unit featured a two-car garage at the street level and a plush three bedroom apartment on the highest floor.

		The picture window in his stylishly decorated living room overlooked the Angeles National Forest. You could see Mt. Wilson, he assured her, on a clear day.

		They stood, sipping drinks and chatting. He obviously couldn’t keep his eyes off her cleavage in the scoop-neck, peasant blouse she’d worn tonight.

		“You seem to be hung up on my breasts, Reggie,” she finally admonished him, reaching over and putting her forefinger under his chin and raising it so that he was gazing into her eyes, rather than down into the crevice between her boobies.

		“They’re so lovely, I can’t stop myself from checking them out, I must confess,” Reggie answered back boldly. “After all, I got to feel them, through your dress last week—so I know they’re real, and that they make quite handful—but I have yet to actually see them.”

		What the hell, she said to herself, feeling the liquor she’d consumed this evening already, why else am I here tonight?

		She finished her current drink and stooped over and sat it on a coaster on the coffee table in front of the leather couch. As she stood back up, she took the bottom of her loose blouse in both hands and tugged it up over her head.

		Tossing the discarded blouse on the nearby couch with her left hand, she reached around behind her back with her right and unsnapped her bra. It came open and she threw it on top of the blouse, her eyes never leaving Reggie’s.

		“Well, there they are,” she whispered softly, provocatively. “What do you think, now that you’ve seen them?”

		Reggie didn’t bother to answer. He just finished his own drink, sat it on the coaster next to the one holding Fiona’s empty cocktail glass, and straightened up. As he did so, he bent at the knees and easily scooped the half naked girl’s body up into his big, muscular arms and swept her down the hallway, into the master bedroom.

		She wrapped her slender arms around his neck as he carried her, and he drew her in for a sensual kiss. Fiona closed her eyes, her heart racing in her chest, as Reggie’s tongue found hers.

		It’s really going to happen, she thought, both thrilled and a bit panic-stricken at the realization, I’m about to have that big dick of his inside me for the first time!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		Reggie’s Bedroom

		

		It felt both strange and wildly exotic, to have her very aroused nipples pressed into a smooth, waxed-bare male chest like this one. She was used to Vaughn’s thick mat of chest hair, and its absence made her even more aware she was somewhere a married girl should never be; inside a strange man’s bedroom, tongue-kissing him, about to let him fuck her!

		The idea that she was really here, doing this, sent a tremor of taboo excitement down Fiona’s spine. She sucked harder at Reggie’s tongue and caressed his bare back and shoulders.

		He was really buffed! Unlike her handsome husband, she sensed Reggie’s muscles came from hours spent in some upscale gym, rather than days spent making a living with his body, lifting heavy sacks of cement, twisting and straining on some job site in the noonday sun the way Vaughn did.

		She felt her current partner’s soft, callous-free hands moving down her back and then onto the snaps that held her slacks closed. Fiona was impressed that guy as young as Reggie came across as being so calm and unhurried in a situation like this. He didn’t maul her, yanking off her slacks in a frenzy then throwing her on the bed and nailing her right away.

		Instead, he was gentle; it was almost as if he was intent on romancing her, seducing her—even though he had to know that she wanted him to make love to her. Why else would she agree to spend the night at his place when her mythical traveling salesman husband was out of town?

		He had lowered her down gently, back onto her feet, when they’d first reached the bedroom, never breaking off the kiss. And then he’d waited until her nipples were good and hard against his chest before he’d unbuttoned his shirt slowly and removed it as they continued to kiss.

		Her arms had still been around his neck when she’d felt his naked chest against hers for the first time, and their tongues had been toying with one another. She’d been mildly surprised when she’d first discovered that he waxed or used a razor on his upper body hair. That massive chest was as smooth as the shaved spots around her pussy.

		She made no move to stop him now, as he opened her slacks and undid her zipper. The pants slid down her legs and she helped him undress her further by stepping out of her wedges, leaving her dressed solely in her thin panties and a pair of ped socks.

		“Let’s see the rest of you, Fiona darling,” his voice sounded husky and heavy with aroused lust, as he stepped back and hooked his thumbs in the thong panties she wore.

		She shivered as he lowered them, allowing him to see her naked pussy; the first man except Vaughn to do that…ever! Other boys back in grade school and high school had never gotten this far with her; a few had seen her bare breasts back then, but no man except her husband had ever seen her smallish pink lips before.

		“That’s a cute little pussy,” he sighed as he let the panties go and they slid down around her feet to join the slacks.

		She stepped free of her clothes, now wearing only the pair of sheer ped socks. He eased her down onto the bed and he went down onto his knees to remove them, one at a time.

		“You have the longest, most perfect legs,” he marveled when the second sock had joined the rest of her clothing on the floor.

		He kept his big hands on her feet, sliding them slowly up her shins and onto her knees, his eyes catching and holding hers. His head moved forward.

		“First, I’m going to kiss you some more,” he promised, “and then I’m going to suck these amazing little nipples for you.”

		He bent quickly and licked them just briefly, moving his head from side to side. Reggie’s lips went back to her right nipple, where he’d started, and kissed it tenderly before moving onto the left one.

		“And then I’m going taste this sweet pussy, before I fuck it,” he said so softly she could barely hear him, even though his mouth was inches away from hers again.

		Before she could answer, those lips were on hers once more, and he was gently urging her to lie back on the bed as he kissed her. Fiona complied, her legs still dangling off the edge of the mattress.

		He had to move forward on his knees to follow her downward, and he did. His body was up against the bed, between her spread legs. She felt the sleek skin of his bare belly against her very wet pussy lips as he pressed his upper body down onto hers, kissing her passionately.

		This was so different than making love to Vaughn! Reggie’s slow, sexy approach to seduction was like a whole new world to her. And she was rapidly discovering that she liked it very much!

		Vaughn must have kissed her like this hundreds of times since high school; with his naked chest on hers, his tongue exploring her mouth. But this felt so different, she could barely believe it!

		By the time Reggie broke off the kiss and began to suck her right nipple, Fiona was panting with undisguised arousal. She cooed and ran her fingers through his short hair as he changed breasts, and pushed her pelvis hungrily against his skin, mashing her clit against him, longing for penetration by his huge cock!

		She moaned aloud helplessly, “Oh, baby, that’s it; suck them! Bite them a little. Eat my nipples right up, darling!”

		Reggie made a low growling sound deep in his throat and really started to attack her sensitive little nubs. He nipped at them with his sharp front teeth and Fiona almost came then and there.

		His lips felt so needy against her pulsing tits. And his tongue swirled so tantalizingly around them as he nursed at her hot spikes!

		Reggie waited until she was begging for more and wriggling all over the bed under him before he began to slowly kiss his way down her tummy, toward her sopping pussy mouth. She mewled and thrust her hips upward, desperate for the feel of his tongue on her clit, or plunging deep inside of her.

		As it turned out, she didn’t have to wait long to experience that sensation: Reggie’s mouth found her super-wet lips just then and his tongue was suddenly all over her gushing slit!

		Oh, God, oh, God, can this guy ever eat a pussy? She thought, as he began to all but devour her.

		She had always thought of Vaughn as being an accomplished oral lover. Her husband liked to lick her clit well enough, and he had done so often over the years.

		But not like this! She had never been eaten half as well as handsome, sexy, young Reggie was doing it!

		For one thing, this guy knew how to tease a girl. His lively tongue caressed her clit; it didn’t mash down against it. Instead, it circled around her pink love bud tantalizingly, lightly, until she was mentally begging for him to press harder against the tiny bead and make her come!

		His hands had stolen up to toy with her nipples while his lips and tongue teased her clit. To her delight, Reggie seemed to be as good at coaxing twinges of pleasure out of her sensitive nubbies with his fingertips as he was at enticing pulse after pulse of naughty thrills out of her pussy with his tongue.

		“Oh, oh, eat it!” She soon found herself pleading shamelessly. “Suck my hot cunt! Bite my clit! Make me come, pleeeeeaaasssse!”

		But Reggie plainly was in no mood to be rushed. He continued to eat her pussy slowly, lovingly, concentrating on her clit but not ignoring her lips, and not stinting when it came to lapping out her gushing lubricant with his delving tongue. He gulped it down greedily, noisily, as though he couldn’t get enough of it.

		Fiona was beside herself with the need to orgasm after a few minutes of her new lover’s exquisite pussy eating. She was nearly delirious with building joy, tugging at his hair, wriggling her twat against his maddening lips and tongue, gasping and moaning beneath him like a crazed woman.

		“P-Please,” she begged him, “doooooo it! Make me come!”

		Reggie chuckled softly and sucked her clit into his lips. He bit down very lightly on the tingling bud of nerve endings and laved it with his tongue tip unceasingly.

		A bolt of lightning shot up Fiona’s spine from her clit and burst into her breasts. They jerked spasmodically under his teasing fingertips and he clamped down harder and tugged at them sharply as he increased his suction on her exploding clit.

		Fiona wanted to scream, but found there was no air left in her lungs! The come surges suddenly pulsing through her entire quivering, convulsing body were so strong she thought she’d pass out for sure!

		Tears of utter bliss appeared in her eyes and streamed down her cheeks as she shivered and shook beneath his oral assault. Reggie kept his mouth glued to her writhing body, coaxing every last pang of pleasure from her breasts and from her clasping pussy, swallowing her gushing outpouring eagerly, chuckling softly in triumph as she whined and mewled out her ecstasy beneath him!

		At last, panting from the effort it had taken to deliver the perfect pussy licking he had just lavished upon her, he eased his mouth—shiny with her lubricant—away from her sated lower lips and straightened up. Getting to his feet, he calmly shucked out of his slacks and boxers and kicked out of his loafers.

		After reaching down and arranging Fiona’s limp body in the center of the big mattress just the way he wanted it, he knelt between her legs and ran the head of his enormous manhood up and down her super-juicy opening, coating it with her slick lube. He grinned and said, “Now it’s my turn to come. Do you want it?”

		She looked at his beautiful, huge cock and shuddered, realizing she wanted to feel it inside her, stretching open her tight little pussy as much as she’d ever wanted anything in her entire life. Nodding, her eyes never leaving the long, extremely thick penis, she nervously bit her lower lip and waited for him to spear that mammoth thing deep inside her.

		Again, Reggie surprised her with his gentleness and patience. He teased her sensitive clit with his cock head for long moments before easing just the tip of his prick into her.

		She felt her pussy convulse, her lips caressing his cock head, nibbling at it. Another tiny bit entered her, and she tossed her head from side to side on the mattress, pushing her hips against it, forcing still more inside her.

		Just the mushroom-shaped head was now halfway in her pussy, and she suddenly knew she wanted it all! Moaning with growing need, she mashed her cunt lips against him and felt her twat open a bit more. She realized the entire tip was now inside her, stretching her wider than she had ever been stretched before.

		“Jesus, girl, you’re so tight and slick inside,” he sighed.

		“Fuck me,” she said simply, “Oh, Reggie, I want to feel you all the way inside me so bad!”

		He smiled and let more of his weight down on her, and she felt his cock head burrowing into her. Moaning once more, she reached up and took him in her arms as he slowly fed nearly all of his lengthy cock down into her.

		Fiona dug her heels into the mattress and pushed up off the bed, burying him to the hilt in her stretched-open pussy, feeling his scratchy pubic hair kiss her cunt lips for the first time. She drew in a ragged, but triumphant breath.

		So this is what it feels like to have a really big one inside you! She thought, immensely pleased with her accomplishment.

		It was nothing short of wonderful! Being forced open this wide—all the way from your pussy lips to your cervix—was strange at first, she was discovering. But it also felt great at the same time.

		Reggie began to fuck her and she realized abruptly that he wasn’t wearing a condom. Fiona agonized over whether to point that out to him, and make him roll one on, but quickly dismissed the thought from her mind.

		His big cock was starting to feel so utterly magical inside her, as it picked up speed, gliding back and forth in her snug little sheath, that she didn’t want it to stop. So she threw caution to the wind, clinging to him as he bent down and kissed her once more while he fucked her.

		The moment his tongue made contact with hers again, she knew she wasn’t going to call a halt to this now—she wasn’t going to say a thing to interrupt the building ecstasy having his cock inside her was creating!

		Let him cream me, I don’t care! In fact, I WANT him to do just that. I want to feel those big balls of his emptying into my pussy!

		She had promised Vaughn that she’d be careful tonight; that she’d make sure Reggie used protection. But all of that was all in the wind now.

		There was only Reggie and his huge cock, drilling down into her, thrilling her to her very core; fucking her like no man had ever fucked her before…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah, baby!” She panted out the words, her breasts pressed down onto the bedspread, her ass tilted upward, to give him a straight shot down into her pussy. “That’s the way to give it to me; hard and so deep…just like thaaaaaat!”

		Fiona was sweating. Reggie was sweating.

		They had been fucking for what seemed like hours. Glancing over at the digital clock on the nightstand, she saw that it was nearing two in the morning.

		They had been fucking for hours! She couldn’t seem to get enough of his horsecock, stretching her open; reaming her out and making her come the way she’d never climaxed before in her whole life!

		And Reggie had come inside her at least three times; each of his orgasms unleashing a flood of semen deep into her womb. She couldn’t get enough of that, either; of feeling his huge nuts emptying themselves into her pussy!

		When the copious waves of hot goo backwashed out of her, making contact with her clit, her orgasms always increased in intensity; she came so hard she almost lost consciousness. And she wanted even more; she never wanted the hot fucking to stop…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		Returning Home

		

		It was nearly two in the afternoon on Saturday when Fiona finally pulled into the garage and shut off her Dodge. She had been reluctant to come home in the first place, and now she found herself hesitant as hell about getting out of the car and going into the house to face the music with Vaughn.

		She had promised she’d text him as the evening progressed, to let him know how things were going. And she hadn’t.

		She had sworn she’d use condoms with Reggie. And she hadn’t used a one.

		And finally, she knew Vaughn would want all the details of her night spent as another man’s plaything—whispered in his ear as Vaughn reclaimed her body as his own by fucking her over and over again, just as Reggie had last night and today—and she found that she didn’t feel much like doing that either. As a matter of fact, she was dreading that!

		Her reluctance stemmed from the fact that she had done things last night for another man that she had never done for her husband. And she found, to her shock, that she wanted to keep those things private.

		She certainly didn’t want to admit to Vaughn that she had done them right now! Maybe she never would.

		And lastly, she was a mess, emotionally. She knew it.

		A whole slew of unfamiliar thoughts were fighting for dominance inside her mind at that moment. For one thing, she found that she was proud of her performance last night, not ashamed, like she realized a faithful wife should be.

		Fiona knew that she had behaved like a real slut for a man who had been nearly a complete stranger to her at the start of last night. And yet she had loved it!

		She was reluctant to admit to Vaughn what a really bad girl she had been; the lengths she had been willing to go to please Reggie. He had wanted her, for example, to kiss his hairy asshole, and she had, gladly!

		In five years of marriage and two years of going steady back in high school, she had never even touched her husband’s bunghole; not even with her fingertips, let alone with her mouth! And she shuddered at the idea of doing so now, should he ask her to do that, upon hearing how she’d showered literally dozens of tender, loving kisses on Reggie’s last night!

		And she’d let him come all over her face and tits once, while she’d been on her knees, facing him, eagerly jacking off his huge cock when he’d commanded her to do so. She’d never done that with Vaughn, partly because he’d never asked her to, and partly because she was pretty sure she’d have told him “no” if he ever had.

		Yet when her handsome, masterful new lover had urged her to let him shoot his spunk all over her last night; she had eagerly scrambled into place to let him do just that. It had seemed both fun and very naughty, to act like such a wanton slut for him.

		Why did it seem gross and disgusting now, when she thought about doing such things with the guy she really loved? Not knowing the answer to that question, Fiona shook her head and opened the door leading into the kitchen.

		She admitted to herself that she was one messed up girl as she entered the living room, looking for her husband. His red truck was out in the garage, so she knew he was probably here somewhere. Vaughn wasn’t much for walking; he usually drove everywhere.

		“Well, there you are…finally,” he said testily from across the living room, by way of a greeting. “What’s the matter; is your cell phone broke? I thought you were going to text me last night.”

		His surly tone immediately put her even more on the defensive. She answered him icily, “I was busy.”

		“Hah! Busy…too busy fucking another guy to let your husband know you were okay?” From the way Vaughn had thundered out the question, she knew he was royally pissed off at her.

		“Yeah, I guess I was at that,” she replied airily, stomping right past him and into the bedroom.

		“Just what the fuck do you think you’re doing?” He asked the question demandingly, as he got up out of his chair and followed her into the room.

		“Getting ready to get some sleep,” she said, pulling off her blouse and bra, and dropping her pajama top over her upper body. “We didn’t do a whole lot of that last night, just in case you’re interested.”

		Vaughn was fuming with anger. This wasn’t at all what he had been expecting when he’d practically begged her to go out on a date with Reggie, and they both knew it.

		He had clearly been envisioning a passionate homecoming, with her whispering just how bad she had been with Reggie last night while he felt her up and she played with his cock in bed. Vaughn had probably been expecting a red-hot blowjob, in between graphic revelations of how she’d sucked her new man’s cock last night.

		Now here they were—standing across the bedroom from each other—glaring daggers back and forth, while his wife shucked out of her slacks and panties and put on her pajama bottoms. She turned down the covers and got into bed.

		“Aren’t you going to say anything about last night?”

		“What do you want to know? Did I suck it for him? Yeah, I did!”

		Vaughn gulped a breath of air at that statement. She smiled up at him a bit cruelly and asked, “Did I fuck him? Yeah, I did that, too, lots of times.”

		Her husband stood perfectly still, as if he had been frozen by her words. Smiling even more broadly, she went on to ask rhetorically, “Did I swallow it for him again? Yeah, a couple of times, including about a half hour ago, right before he drove me back to the parking lot to pick up my car.”

		Plainly furious about her seeming reluctance to share the intimate details of her cheating night out, Vaughn yanked off the tee shirt he was wearing and started to undo his jeans. He continued to glare belligerently at her all the while.

		He DOES have a great body, she thought, watching him with something like amusement dancing in her brown eyes. He’s not quite as tall as Reggie, but his shoulders are very broad and all that beer he drinks hasn’t gotten to that waistline of his yet. My Vaughn is still a hunk, with that hairy chest and that flat tummy and those iron-hard pecs!

		Her angry husband struggled with the tight jeans, hopping around on one foot, and then the other; but he finally managed to tug them free. Then he angrily threw them clear across the bedroom when he finally got them off.

		She watched with interest as he doffed his underwear. His cock was half hard already.

		I do wish it was a little longer, after my night with Reggie, she admitted to herself as he threw back the covers and joined her in bed. I suppose its thick enough, but it could stand to be at least a little bit longer…

		“Come here,” he growled demandingly at her, “I want you!”

		Fiona thought of how long and hot the foreplay had been with Reggie last night, before the first time they’d made love, and how wonderful that had felt. She’d been panting for him when he finally eased that super-cock of his into her for the first time and began fucking her!

		“Tough shit,” she told her husband now. “I’m your wife, not your love slave, Vaughn.”

		He recoiled as if she’d physically slapped him across the face. She gave him a coy smile and whispered, “If you want me, make me want you, too, baby. Have you forgotten how to do that?”

		Vaughn slid over and took her in his big arms. His lips were not exactly gentle against hers—he was much too wound up for that—but he did manage to restrain himself somewhat; kissing her passionately but insistently, as their tongues met and danced together.

		Even after all the sex she’d had in the last twenty-four hours, or maybe because of it, Fiona felt her pussy warming to Vaughn’s advances. After all, he was still her husband and she did love him, deep down inside…

		

		****

		

		“…and what did he do then?” Vaughn asked, desperately aroused. “What did you do?

		Fiona was really enjoying this! Her beside-himself-with-lust hubby’s cock was all the way inside her very wet pussy, resting right up against her clit.

		They were lying on their sides with him in back of her, in a spoon position, naked, and he held one of her throbbing tits in each hand as he slowly fucked her from behind. She craned her neck to look at him back over her shoulder and said simply, “He slid it into me again, of course. I was already so juicy from that last time that I was totally ready for it. And sucking him until he got hard again was so exciting…so nasty, with his come all over it!”

		Vaughn gasped as he imagined that, and drove his own dick in all the way. His breathing grew unsteady, and she knew he was about to come in her, again.

		That was fine with her. She was about ready to orgasm as well, for the fourth time that afternoon!

		She had neglected pointing out to her hubby that having a pussy full of Reggie’s come already inside her last night had also had made it even easier for him to slip that huge cock of his into her once again. The fuck she had been describing had occurred well into the evening, after they had been screwing for hours and after he had shot his nuts off inside her numerous times by then.

		Fiona had decided that Vaughn didn’t really need to know about her little lapse in requiring Reggie to use protection during their wild night together. He hadn’t, after all, seemed upset about her swallowing several loads of come for her lover during their tryst, and that carried almost as much risk of infection by some awful disease as letting him come in her pussy did!

		And she had also left out the part about her getting so turned on that she had kissed Reggie’s ass pucker eagerly, when he’d asked her to do so. The story about her taking a huge come-bath on her face and tits for him had been carefully held back as well.

		As had the extremely naughty part about her wiping off the hot goo from her face and chest with one of her fingers as Reggie had watched and slowly, tantalizingly swallowing it all for him. Vaughn might think that had been a little too much, if she told him about that!

		Her husband seemed ecstatic about the portions of the evening she had chosen to share with him over the last couple of hours. Vaughn had come, roaring out his passion, when she’d whispered in her ear about the way she’d sucked Reggie off and gulped down his semen for him.

		And he had been nearly delirious with excitement when she’d given him all the details of that first tender, incredible fuck; the way she’d come on the other man’s huge cock. He’d been so aroused when she described that reverse-cowgirl thing she’d done—just after she’d first mounted her lover cowgirl style last night—that she’d thought for a moment that her poor, cuckolded hubby was going to lose his mind!

		“Oh, oh, you were a cheating little ‘ho last night!” He’d bellowed out the accusation as he started to come once more.

		She’d smiled and nodded that she had been just that, and began to come right along with him.

		

		****

		

		“He wants to see me again next weekend,” she told Vaughn at breakfast Sunday morning.

		Her husband managed to look stricken at that news and intrigued—both at the same time. He asked, “What did you say?

		“I told him I’d have to check your travel schedule, to see if you were going to be out of town,” she told him, sipping her coffee.

		Vaughn looked utterly confused, and she realized that she hadn’t bothered to tell him all of the details yet about the traveling salesman story she had concocted for Reggie, to explain her availability. She also hadn’t bothered to tell him she’d fucked up that first night at the club and had been wearing her wedding set when she and Reggie first met, either.

		After she’d done so, Vaughn smiled and said, “Smart, very smart, babe; that’s a good story.”

		They smiled at each other across the kitchen table for a long moment. Then she got them back to the subject at hand by asking; “well…what should I tell him?’

		Vaughn gave her a canny look and asked, “Do you want to see him again?”

		Fiona pretended to think that over for a moment before she finally said, “If you’re really okay with it then, yeah, I do. I won’t kid you, honey; Friday night was fun and exciting, and like nothing I’d ever done before.”

		She flashed him a little smile and added, in a very complimentary tone, “Saturday night wasn’t too shabby, either. God, I didn’t know I was married to such a stud!”

		Vaughn puffed up like a peacock across the table from her when she said that. He murmured modestly, turning slightly red, “It was the way you told me all about it, honey. God, it was even hotter than I thought it would be; hearing about how wild you were with him, while you were being just as wild with me!”

		Well…not QUITE as wild as I was with Reggie, Fiona corrected him mentally as she remembered the “edited” parts of her stories about Friday night that she’d carefully left out, but wild enough to please you, that’s for sure!

		But she didn’t say that, of course. Instead, she said to her husband, “Can I take that as a ‘yes’, then; about next weekend, I mean?”

		“Sure, I guess so,” Vaughn said hesitantly. “What night did he want to see you for your second…you know…‘date’?”

		“Saturday this time,” she answered quickly. “He wants to take me to some swanky dance at the country club he belongs to, where he plays golf. I’d have to buy a new dress.”

		“Go ahead and do that,” he said magnanimously. “Hell, it’s only money and all this is way too much fun to worry about what it costs.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Shopping Spree

		

		“I guess I’ve got to go shopping for a new dress,” she said into her cell, during her morning break on Monday. “I don’t really have anything hanging in my closet that’s appropriate for a ritzy night out at some elegant country club party, like the one you’re describing.”

		“That’s unacceptable,” Reggie answered smoothly. “I’ll take you shopping and pay for the dress. If you weren’t attending the dance with me, you wouldn’t need it, right?”

		“I don’t know,” she replied softly. “My husband’s in town right up until he flies out on Saturday afternoon. He has meetings in New York on Monday, and he likes to get into town a day early, to rest up from the cross-country flight and get ready for them.”

		“Well, how about I meet you at the same parking lot right after work Tuesday or Wednesday, and we’ll drive into LA and look around for a dress? He wouldn’t have to know a thing about me going shopping with you.”

		“Yeah, I guess that sounds okay,” she said, after considering that. “Let me think about it. I’ll call you; same time tomorrow, alright?”

		She broke off the connection and dropped the cell phone back into her purse. Fiona wondered if Reggie would want something in return for splurging on an expensive new cocktail dress for her to attend the party in; a blowjob perhaps, or a quick fuck in the rear seat of that fancy car of his?

		A smile broke over her face as she thought about that. If that was what he wanted in return for buying her an expensive outfit for this Saturday, she wouldn’t say no!

		I’ve been missing that huge dick of his something fierce anyway, she admitted to herself as she went back inside the office building where the law firm she worked for had their offices. I wouldn’t mind a little mid-week quickie with my dreamy new lover, that’s for sure!

		She resolved not to tell Vaughn about the proposed shopping trip with Reggie, though. Her husband didn’t seem to be jealous about her second “date” with this guy on Saturday so far. So why take the chance?
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		“I told my husband that I needed a new outfit for a pool party and barbeque we’ve been invited to in a couple of weeks,” she lied to Reggie about what she’d told Vaughn as she slid into the Maserati that Wednesday evening. “He hates to shop anyway, so he was fine with me going out after work on my own. He’s not expecting me home until ten or so. I told him I might go into LA and look around at some of the shops there.”

		Why did I mention I didn’t have to be home until late? She asked herself the question as they pulled out of the parking garage and headed for Los Angeles. Do I secretly WANT something to happen between Reggie and me tonight?

		“Neiman Marcus is our best bet, I think,” he said as he drove. “They have an excellent restaurant there where we can grab a quick bite, and their clothes are top of the line, of course.”

		No kidding, Fiona thought with a little thrill of anticipation running through her, but they’re out-of-sight expensive as well!

		Fiona had browsed through the Beverly Hills Neiman Marcus a few times, just looking in awe at the fifty-dollar-a-pair thong panties and the two-hundred-dollars-a-pop bras! They sold dresses in that store that cost way more than she and Vaughn, together, earned in a month as well.

		The valet took charge of their car as soon as they pulled up and handed Reggie a ticket with which to retrieve it. They stepped inside the toney store at around a quarter to six and went immediately to the ladies evening wear section.

		The personal shopper assigned to them took Fiona’s measurements at Reggie’s behest and brought out several outfits for them to consider. She fell in love with one of them; a hot-pink jumpsuit by some Italian designer she’d never heard of, but it cost almost twelve hundred dollars!

		“Try it on,” Reggie told her with a smile. “I think you’d look great in it.”

		“B-But…” she started to protest.

		“No, ‘buts’ allowed this evening,” he insisted.

		He turned to the fashion consultant and said, “Bring her some shoes to go with this, if you would.”

		Five minutes later, Fiona emerged from the dressing room feeling like a movie star! The ultra-stylish jumpsuit featured a cape-like train that flowed out behind her in a hot-pink swirl as she moved toward the chair where Reggie was seated like a pasha, choosing a slave-girl bed companion for the night.

		“Turn completely around,” he instructed her, and she did, feeling like a supermodel walking the runway at a designer fashion show.

		“We’ll take it, along with the shoes,” he told the hovering sales lady. “Now show us something more practical, for a spring barbeque or house party.”

		Fiona stood, too stunned to move. The shoes she had on were a pair of divine evening sandals by Manolo Blahnik that cost slightly more than the jumpsuit she was wearing!

		“W-What’s the other outfit for?” She managed to blurt out the question after she recovered from her initial shock at the total price of her new outfit.

		“You said this thing you and your husband were attending in a few weeks was some kind of barbeque/pool party affair,” Reggie explained. “If you spent the night shopping for an outfit to wear to that and returned home empty-handed, he might get suspicious.”

		“Good thinking,” she responded, fighting down her rising panic.

		What’s he going to want in return for all this super-expensive stuff? She asked herself. Even a casual shorts-and-top outfit from this place is going to run into the hundreds. And he just spent almost twenty-five hundred on the jumpsuit and those shoes!

		“Now, I think these will really show off those long legs of yours to perfection,” the sales lady was saying, holding up some absolutely darling olive-drab shorts…

		

		****

		

		“It’s not even seven yet,” she said, taking another bite of her absolutely out-of-this-world lobster sandwich.

		“I thought we might go back to my place for a few hours, before I drop you back at your car,” he said with a smile, digging into his salmon fillet.

		“Oh, I don’t know,” Fiona replied teasingly, taking a sip of her Krug champagne, “I really should be getting home, now that the shopping is all concluded.”

		“I thought you told your husband you might not be home till late,” he countered, clearly enjoying playing the seduction game as much as she did.

		“Well, I suppose spending a few minutes at your place might not be out of the question,” she offered coquettishly, all but batting her eyes at him. “But what would we do there?”

		“You could model that lingerie I bought you for me, for one thing,” he suggested innocently.

		“Well, I suppose I could,” she said with a sensual smile. “Since I had planned on leaving it at your place, anyway; I think my husband might be suspicious of my need for a white, lacey chemise that’s so sheer you can see right through it; especially one that cost almost four-hundred dollars.”

		“I’d call that money well-spent, but like I said, I’d have to see it on you to be sure.”

		

		****

		

		He did see it on her, but only briefly, later that evening at his place. She came out of the bathroom, wearing it, and his eyes lit up.

		“Fuck, but you’re gorgeous,” he breathed, his eyes greedily drinking in her long, tall body.

		“Careful, you’ll tear it, you beast, you!” She shrieked happily, as he grabbed her and yanked the diaphanous garment completely off, leaving her as naked as he was.

		“If I do, I’ll be sure to buy you another,” he growled, picking her up and tossing her onto the bed.

		His lips were on hers instantly and she felt his hard cock pressed up against her belly as they rolled about on bed’s wide surface, kissing passionately. Her nipples dug into the bare skin of his hairless chest and she sucked at his tongue as if it was a small cock and she was desperate to make it come right away!

		Oh, God forgive me, but I want him! She thought helplessly, her breath coming in raspy huffs, her pussy so wet already that she knew he could slide that huge dick of his right into her, all the way up to the hilt, and she could take it easily! I want him so bad!

		A few minutes later, she had him. Or, rather, he had her.

		She was sitting on his lap, with his thick cock driven deep inside her, kissing him, running her fingers through his dark-blond hair, sucking at his tongue once more. Her clit was pressed tightly up against his gliding flesh as it penetrated her more-than-willing pussy again and again.

		“Oh, oh, it feels so good,” she sighed, tearing her lips away from his, reveling in the way his prick was stretching her open. “Fuck me, Reggie, oh, God, fuck me hard and make me come!”

		He got up onto his knees, lifting her long body easily, keeping his cock buried in her. Laying her on her back, he began nailing her to the mattress, just the way she craved it.

		“Ugh! “Ugh! Oh, fuck, that’s the way to do me!” She panted out the words, loving how deep inside her he went with each lunging stroke.

		He was pummeling her, clear up to her cervix with each thrust, splitting her open. And, oh, God, but it felt marvelous!

		She’d never dreamed sex could be this good. What she and Vaughn shared was wonderful, she now realized. But this was extraordinary—this was other-worldly!

		“I’m going to come,” she gasped, starting to shiver beneath him.

		“Go ahead,” he smiled down at her and fucked her even harder, “we’ve got a couple of hours. Go ahead and come, baby. This is just the start!”

		

		****

		

		“No, no, not back there!” She was begging for him to stop what he was doing, but she didn’t sound as if she really meant it.

		Fiona was on her tummy in the middle of the bed. Reggie had been eating her, even though her pussy was full of his jizz.

		He had been spreading the gooey, slippery stuff around her ass cheeks with his tongue, and then dipping that naughty tongue back into her oozing slit to extract yet more of the slick jism.

		While doing so, he had been lapping at her clit as well, sending pulses of pleasure coursing through her whole lower body. It was the kinkiest thrill Fiona had yet experienced—Vaughn wouldn’t dream of touching his tongue to her pussy when it was already oozing out his come—and she’d loved every second of it!

		But now, he was gliding his jizz-smeared tongue up and down in her ass crack, too. That felt so nasty…so taboo; she didn’t know how she felt about that!

		And then he was licking her asshole! She had moaned when he’d done it for the first time, moments ago.

		But she hadn’t made any move to stop him. She’d flashed back to the other night, when she’d kissed his bunghole in the midst of their shared passion.

		Later, the fact that she’d committed that lewd act had sort of disgusted her. But at the time—when she had been lost in the moment—it had seemed so daring, so illicit, that she hadn’t hesitated for a second.

		Now it was Reggie who was sliding his tongue into her back opening. He was tongue-fucking her butt hole!

		“No, don’t do thaaaaaaaat!”

		Her voice was a squeal of excitement as the naughty tongue fully entered her backdoor. She started to twist away, but Reggie’s fingers found her clit just at that moment and began teasing it.

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, God, what are you doing to meeeeeeeeeee?” She sighed out the question, not really expecting an answer.

		Waves of hot, forbidden sensations engulfed her and she found herself unable to resist them. They overwhelmed her.

		“Oh, oh, oh, that feels so naughty!”

		Again, she made no move to escape the onslaught of his tongue up her ass and his fingers stroking her clit right up to heaven. She shuddered through a tiny mini-orgasm and mewled as the tongue went ever deeper into her bottom!

		

		****

		

		“Yes, yes, oh, fuck, yes,” she cooed, thrusting her ass back to meet his strokes.

		Reggie’s big cock was in her again. She was up on her hands and knees and he was fucking her doggie style, as hard and as deep as he could.

		What was different about this time was that one of his big fingers was buried in her ass at the same time, fingering it in unison with his prick-thrusts into her pussy! And she was going to come; a towering orgasm was slowly building, in both her cunt and her butt!

		“I’m going to have to fuck you in this fine little ass of yours soon, babe,” he whispered at that moment. “It’s so pretty, I just can’t resist.’

		Fiona started to come as she fantasized about that; she began to come so…hard!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Saturday Night Date

		

		I shouldn’t have let him do that, she admonished herself as she drove home on that Wednesday night. I’ve never let Vaughn even touch me back there. He mentioned anal sex once during our senior year in high school and I shut him down so hard he’s never had the nerve to bring it up again.

		But Reggie wasn’t Vaughn. He’d as much as promised her that he was going to fuck her in the ass come Saturday night, and she hadn’t said “no”!

		I guess I’m going to let him do that to me, if he wants my ass that bad, she told herself, I can’t seem to tell him no, and mean it, no matter how nasty he wants me to be with him!

		And besides, his finger had felt really nice up there, when she’d come just a few minutes ago. It had made her orgasm deeper; fuller somehow. If he played with her clit while he… while he… fucked her back there…

		“I guess I really should let Vaughn be the first to have me that way, if I’m going to start doing that,” she whispered aloud, turning into their street. “He should be the one to take my cherry, by rights, if I’m going to start having anal sex. He is my husband, after all!”

		She dithered back and forth over whether she wanted to do that after all, as the garage door slowly came open and she pulled inside. Maybe she wouldn’t let Vaughn be her first back there after all.

		He might think it really strange that I suddenly wanted to do it that way, after all these years of denying it to him; she realized abruptly, as she opened her car door and got out. And I don’t intend to tell him about seeing Reggie tonight either; about fucking him!

		Vaughn was a typical man; he could have cared less about clothes. She would unload the bags from Neiman Marcus that were still in her trunk after he had gone to work in the morning, so he would never be the wiser, as to how much the clothes had cost.

		He wouldn’t know the difference between a pair of Manolo Blahnik shoes and those that had come from J.C. Penny’s! She could tell him she’d bought the stunning hot-pink jumpsuit on sale at Target for forty bucks, and he’d believe her…

		

		****

		

		“Boy, you look great tonight, honey,” Vaughn said admiringly.

		It was Saturday, and she was wearing her new shoes, along with the knockout pink jumpsuit Reggie had bought for her. Fiona’s make up was perfect, as was her hair, and she had on her finest jewelry; a pair of diamond stud earrings and one carat solitaire necklace that her wealthy grandparents had bought her to celebrate her graduation from high school.

		“Thank you, baby,” she smiled at him in the bedroom dresser mirror, “do you really think so?”

		Vaughn was seated on the bed, watching as she got ready for her date with Reggie. She was to meet him at the parking lot again at seven o’clock. It was now six-thirty.

		Sighing, Vaughn said, “That Reggie dude is one lucky duck. My sweetie looks like a million dollars tonight!”

		“Aw, that’s so nice of you to say,” Fiona smiled at him as she turned around. “Here, let me give you a little parting gift. I just have time.”

		Without hesitation, she got down onto her knees and unzipped the fly of her husband’s jeans. Smiling up at him, she got out his semi-hard dick and began to lick all around it.

		“I know I’m going to end up doing this to Reggie’s big one tonight at some point, darling,” she whispered teasingly. “So I may as well do it for my man, too!”

		Vaughn sucked in his breath as she began to deep-throat him. He groaned and reached for her hair, but she slapped his hand away.

		“Watch the hairdo, darling,” she breathed up at him, licking his cock head tantalizingly. “Just come in my mouth, and I’ll swallow it all for you. I don’t want to take a chance of your getting any come on my new jumpsuit.”

		Gasping as she started sucking him again, Vaughn dug his fingernails into the bedspread and moaned out his appreciation. Her tongue swirled busily around his prick as her head bobbed over his lap faster and faster.

		“Come on, baby, make this quick,” she panted, pulling her lips off him for a second. “Think about how I’m going to be doing this for him later tonight, as many times as he wants me to.”

		Vaughn’s eyes rolled back in his head as he mentally pictured that and he began to suck in air desperately. Her tongue was relentless on his cock and in less than a minute, he shuddered and groaned, “Oh, here it is, baby. Swallow it; swallow it all, just like you’re going to swallow his later tonight!”

		Warm, sticky come started to erupt from Vaughn’s prick head. It spattered against the roof of her mouth and dripped down onto her lapping tongue.

		She gulped it down, thinking how much better Reggie’s spunk tasted than Vaughn’s. But she nevertheless licked him clean and swallowed the last of it for him, when her man was all done shooting.

		Then she got to her feet, made her way into the nearby bathroom, and rinsed her mouth out with mouthwash until her breath was minty-fresh once more. She kissed Vaughn on the cheek and picked up her wrap and her purse on her way out of the bedroom.

		“I’ll be home sometime tomorrow afternoon, darling,” she called back into the bedroom. “I’ll try to text if I can.”

		She had a wicked thought and yelled down the hallway, “Would you like me to send a picture or two from my cell phone, if I can manage it without him suspecting?”

		“Fuck, yes!” Vaughn shouted back.

		Laughing at what a perv her husband was turning out to be, she made her way into the kitchen and out the door into the garage.

		

		****

		

		The Glenwood Hills Country Club was sixty years old and was, of course, private. The club’s Charity Spring Ball was held every year to raise money for the various children’s hospitals throughout the greater Los Angeles area.

		Needless to say, Fiona had never attended such an exclusive event before. Her outfit, though, fit in perfectly and she overheard several of the members making comments such as; “who’s that real looker with the Patterson kid?”

		She had been nervous beyond belief when they’d first arrived. Fiona was glad that she had taken the added precaution of applying a really heavy duty deodorant to her underarms tonight. She’d known that she’d feel as out of place as hell at a swanky function like this one, and she hadn’t been wrong!

		Most of the people in attendance were older than her and Reggie. They were in their forties and fifties, some even older; although there was a young trophy wife visible here and there, scattered amid the smug, upper-class faces like youthful beacons amid a sea of middle-aged matrons.

		Talk about your Rich Housewives of the San Gabriel Valley, Fiona thought to herself wryly as she glanced around at the nipped, tucked, bleached, bikini-waxed assortment of very fashionably dressed middle-aged women in their designer outfits, and absolutely dripping with pearls and diamonds.

		As Reggie went up to the bar to get them a refill on their drinks, a male voice from behind her whispered, “What are you doing here, Fiona, and with Reggie Patterson, no less? Where is that meathead you’re married to—Vance or Vincent, or whatever his name—is tonight?”

		Fiona’s blood ran cold. She recognized Gil Stratton’s distinctive, nasal-sounding voice without even turning around. He was one of the senior partners at the law firm she worked for.

		Her mind went completely blank, she was suddenly so panicked. She couldn’t even seem to come up with a believable lie!

		If he tells Reggie my husband is a local construction worker, and not a traveling salesman, then I’m fucked, she realized. And if Stratton finds out that Vaughn knows all about my…dates…then I’m liable to get fired from my job! Conservative law firms like ours don’t take kindly to even their low level employees—like me—playing fast and loose with their marriage vows!

		“Uh, Mr. Stratton, how nice to see you,” she replied woodenly, turning around to face him, stalling for time.

		“This is a big step up from the office Christmas party, Fiona,” he said disparagingly, staring down at her. “How do you come to know young Patterson?”

		“We, uh…met at the grocery store, out in the parking lot,” she stammered, fumbling for a believable story. “His battery was run down and Vaughn and I gave him a jump to get it started.”

		“And how did that lead to you’re being here, tonight, exactly?” Stratton didn’t sound at all convinced by her creative lie; far from it.

		He eyed her outfit closely and then added, “You’re wearing designer clothes and a thousand dollar pair of shoes as well; are we paying you too much?”

		Fiona’s mind worked at hyper-speed. She suddenly realized—as she saw Stratton staring at her displayed cleavage—how much time he’d spent ogling her body at the office.

		All of those stories that circulated around the firm among the women who worked there with her—about what a lecher this guy really was, and how he continually cheated on Mrs. Stratton—came rushing back into her memory. She said quietly, “Vaughn’s been real sick, Mr. Stratton. I didn’t want to say anything to any of the other employees, but he’s had lots and lots of medical expenses.”

		Stratton’s ears seemed to perk up. He smiled and said, “That’s too bad, of course, but what does that have to do with tonight?”

		“I…uh…have been working on the side as an escort for the last couple of weeks or so,” she said softly, “you know, to help meet expenses.”

		“Ah, I’m not sure that will sound too kosher with my partners at the firm,” he answered accusingly. “I doubt they would react well to the news that one of our employees was moonlighting as a high-class…hooker.”

		“Would you have to tell them?” She asked the question suggestively, adding, “I’m sure the two of us could work something out. Vaughn is much better now; I won’t have to keep doing this sort of…work for long.”

		“Maybe we could at that,” he said quickly, his smile broadening. “I’ll call you into my office next week to…chat about it. Have a good time this evening, Fiona.”

		With that, he turned and drifted off into the crowd. Reggie returned moments later with their cocktails.

		“Was that Gil Stratton I saw you talking with just then?”

		“An old acquaintance,” she replied, “a friend of my grandfather’s, actually.”

		“Your granddad has poor taste in friends,” Reggie observed sourly. “Gil Stratton is a long-time member here, and he’s a real dick, take it from me.”

		“I couldn’t agree with you more,” she said, taking a big drink of her fresh cocktail. “Let’s dance.”

		

		****

		

		The small orchestra was playing an assortment of tunes her grandfather might have felt more at home with than she did, but the two of them had a good time dancing to them in any case. She loved the atmosphere of the grand old country club; the black tie ambience of this affair. And she simply adored the novelty of being out among the wealthy for a change, instead of partying with the bunch of lowlife construction workers that made up Vaughn’s friends.

		Some of those rough young guys were okay people, as were their wives and girlfriends. But being out like this—dressed to the nines, dancing with movie star-handsome Reggie Patterson in his tuxedo—was like being at the prom to end all proms, and she reveled in it!

		They stayed until midnight, and she was introduced to Reggie’s dad and mom. She had carefully left her wedding set home tonight, so they were enchanted to meet her.

		“Reggie seems to have a new girl on his arm every time we see him, Fiona,” his mother warned her good-naturedly. “I’m afraid he’s grown up to quite the young rogue; so you really must watch yourself around him.”

		“I’ll make a note of that,” she replied, liking the older woman instantly, as well as Reggie’s father, Bill.

		“I hope to see you in the future,” the elder Patterson man said charmingly.

		Then, turning to his son, he said, “This one is special, I can tell by just looking at her. Don’t let this girl get away, son.”

		

		****

		

		“Well, fancy that, Mom and Dad actually approve of you, Fiona,” he laughed as they headed back toward his condo. “I wonder what they’d say if they found out you’re a married woman, who likes to screw around on her husband.”

		“They probably wouldn’t enjoy it any more than they like having a grown son like you who is a total waste of space,” she kidded him right back, with a sweet smile.

		“Oh, I do have my redeeming qualities,” he assured her, reaching over and taking her left hand and dropping it onto his lap as he drove.

		“You do at that, Reggie,” she commented, feeling the huge cock begin to inflate beneath her exploring fingertips. “You do at that…”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Saturday Night Late, Or Early Sunday Morning

		

		“Do you want it, Fiona-baby?” He whispered, teasing her clit mercilessly while he worked his two fingers in and out of her stretched open ass. “Do you want my big cock in there?”

		Fiona whimpered with pure lust. She didn’t know what she wanted, right at the moment!

		No, that isn’t true, she told herself frantically. I want to come again! Oh, God, do I want to come right now?

		It was nearing three in the morning, and they had been going at it hot and heavy ever since entering the condo at one o’clock. They hadn’t paused for more cocktails on the way into the bedroom this time, and there had been precious little foreplay.

		Reggie had stripped her naked as she had pawed frantically at his tuxedo. In what had seemed like only seconds, they were on the bed, their bodies completely bare, and they had been all over each other!

		First he had eaten her again. It had been rougher this time; he’d seemed almost hungry for her pussy and she’d loved his aggressiveness, his raw passion for her body.

		She had met fire with fire. Shamelessly, she had worked her hips up off the mattress while he’d mouthed her, forcing his questing tongue still deeper into her juicing cunt and mashing her clit against his lips and tongue.

		As a result, her first orgasm of the night had arrived very rapidly, and it had been nothing short of spectacular. As had her second and her third; he had fucked her beautifully—for what seemed like hours—after she’d come on his tongue that initial time.

		First he had speared his magnificent cock into her sopping cunt from on top, rutting deep down into her as she’d moaned and pushed her hips up off the mattress once more. She had clung tightly to him when she’d come, screaming for him to fuck her even harder!

		Next, with both of them still panting from the exertion of their first all-out, passionate coupling, he’d flipped her over onto her tummy and taken her from behind. He hadn’t even bothered to bring her up onto her hands and knees so that he could do her in the traditional doggie style.

		Reggie had simply lain on top of her, forcing her legs to open wide, and slipped his massive prick into her from that position. Then he had begun to ball her furiously once more. She had nearly sobbed; it had felt so good—being used like a little ‘ho’-girl for his pleasure!

		Once again, she had wailed out her bliss as she’d come on his driving cock while Reggie had humped her frenziedly, finally grunting with the ecstasy of his own release. He’d sent an enormous wad of hot spunk jetting deep into her womb, coming when she did.

		Gasping for breath, he had turned her over again and began sucking her tits as if he hadn’t seen them in ages. His tongue had felt rough and so welcome against her sensitive nipples, and he’d soon had been her begging for his cock again!

		She’d been delighted to discover that he was already hard, and had eagerly scrambled into place when he’d lain on his back, his formidable prick waggling above his nut sac. After sucking it like a wild girl for a moment, swallowing the come still clinging to his skin from their last fuck as he’d watched, she’d impaled her super-wet pussy atop it and ridden him like cowgirl.

		He’d made her come yet again, and had then forced her onto her belly once more. He’d used the same trick he’d used last week, sucking a big mouthful of his jizz out of her cunt and spreading it all over her butt cheeks with his hot tongue.

		She had known what he was up to this time, but had made no protest when he’d laved the gooey stuff up into her ass crack. When his wriggly tongue breached her anus, she’d thrown back her head and pleaded with him to touch her clit while he tongue-fucked her ass!

		The only difference between this and Wednesday night was that he’d had a tube of sex lube lying nearby on the bed this time. Once he had her cooing and pleading for more of the exquisite tongue penetration, he’d gradually pulled his tongue free and replaced it with a lubed up finger.

		He’d licked her jizz-laden clit while he finger-fucked her ass, until she was in a frenzy of need. When he’d added a second finger, a little while ago, she had breathed a sigh of satisfaction, rather than a groan of complaint.

		Now, his cock had been greased up with the slick lube as well and stood poised at her anus as he eased the fingers free. Looking back over her shoulder at him, she sighed, “Oh, go ahead and fuck me back there, if you want it so badly. Fuck me right in the ass!”

		Fiona shuddered as the rock-hard cock head nudged its way inside her butt for the first time. It was so huge; she didn’t know if she could take it or not!

		“Just relax, honey,” he crooned, “let it happen. You know you want it!”

		God help me, I DO want it! She realized just how much she wanted to be ravaged in this forbidden way as his swollen shaft disappeared slowly into her anal depths.

		Oh, holy fuck, it’s so BIG, she thought, her fingers balling up into fists as she grabbed a hold of the bedspread with both hands while he slid ever deeper inside her.

		At last, she felt his scratchy pubic hair against her butt cheeks and knew he was all the way in her ass. She let out a tortured breath and asked herself how she felt.

		I feel incredibly stretched open back there, she decided. But it doesn’t really hurt, like I was afraid it would!

		Reggie touched her clit once more and a spasm of unfamiliar sensation rolled through her whole lower body. She quivered underneath him and he began to tease her nipples with his other hand, as he stroked her love bead.

		Slowly, inexorably, he began to fuck her in the ass. She shivered at how odd that felt—to have something as thick and hard and hot inside her…back there for the first time ever—and decided that she liked it!

		She liked it a lot…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah,” she breathed out hotly, “fuck me; fuck me right in the ass!”

		She had come once already from his torrid butt-fucking, and it had been a real beauty. The pulses of orgasmic joy had seemed to come from everywhere at once; from her nipples, from her clit, and from her anus, strangely enough.

		That climax had been like none she’d ever experienced before; shattering in its intensity. And the one building within her body now threatened to dwarf it!

		“Ummmmmmmmm, oh, oh, God, that feels so great!” She closed her eyes and purred out the words.

		Nothing had ever felt like this before; nothing! She trembled and sighed, waiting for pure heaven to engulf her once again.

		“Babe, your ass is so tight!” He gasped just then in her ear. “Got to cream it…got to shoot off in this snug little hole!”

		The first jet of semen was so hot; she feared it would burn her anal lining! She screamed as her own release seized her, shivering and moaning mindlessly about how incredible it felt!

		

		****

		

		“So, how did you like it?”

		She grinned and hit him weakly with a pillow. Fiona felt pleasantly drained, as if she had just run a marathon in record time.

		“I’ll take that as a ‘yes’,” he kidded her, grinning smugly.

		After another minute of gathering her breath, she whispered, “That was fantastic. Who knew that butt-sex could feel so good, especially with a horsecock like yours!”

		He nodded and said nothing. A long moment passed, and then he murmured, “They say it’s even better the second time, sweetheart.”

		“Oh, no, you don’t,” she said as she pushed him away playfully, “not tonight, anyway. Let’s give my poor abused bottom time to rest!”

		He put his arms around her and held her close, kissing her and stroking her hair.

		“Not right now,” he murmured in her ear as he nuzzled it, “but before you leave tomorrow.”

		She smiled at him and shook her head negatively. Her butt felt okay—considering the relentless pounding it had just experienced—but she wasn’t taking any chances by letting him have her back there again so soon!

		

		****

		

		I should have known I couldn’t turn this guy down, she chided herself ruefully.

		Reggie was balls-deep in her ass once more, driving her crazy with his monster prick; with the way his deft hands were roaming all over her nipples and her clit while he claimed her butt for the second time that night. His lips were also kissing her neck sensually as they made the nastiest sort of love it was possible for a man to make to a woman. She was working her hips back against him as he took her from a spoon position, lying up behind her as he ass-fucked her.

		And it was—she had to admit—even better than the first time! She was much more relaxed for one thing; she knew she could do this and that it wouldn’t really hurt.

		He’s so masterful, she thought as he slowly brought her to the boiling point once more, he all but forced me to do this—and I just love it! I love everything he does to me, so much…

		She wasn’t going to tell her husband about the anal sex. Fiona had already decided on that.

		Vaughn would be eager to have her that way too if she did, and she found she didn’t want that at all. Some things—like the naughty come-shower from that first time they’d spent the night together, followed by the sexy spunk-swallowing act she had performed while he’d watched—she wanted to remain private; something to be shared just between Reggie and her.

		Anal sex—at least for now—she had decided, should be reserved for only her lover as well. She’d discovered that she adored having things that were just hers and Reggie’s alone.

		I’m sorry, my dear Vaughn, but I’m going to keep seeing Reggie on the side, even if you eventually decide you don’t like it, she further told herself , as she got ready to come once more on her handsome lover’s gliding cock.

		Vaughn hadn’t said anything even vaguely like that yet. But she didn’t care if he did; she now made up her mind.

		She loved this special…thing she had only with Reggie, and she didn’t ever want it to end!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Silencing Her Boss

		

		“Why don’t you step into my office during your morning break so that we can have that little chat, Fiona?” Gil Stratton whispered, standing in front of her desk on Tuesday morning.

		He had been out of the office, at a trial all day yesterday, so she hadn’t seen him. She hadn’t missed him.

		In truth, she had been dreading this moment, ever since Saturday night. Yesterday, and Sunday, too, she had been able to push it out of her mind.

		But now it was unavoidable. So she said meekly, “I’d be glad to do that, Mr. Stratton.”

		The hour between then and ten-fifteen—the normal time for Fiona’s mid-morning break—seemed to crawl by. She sat at the big front desk, assailed by her own dark thoughts and fears; wondering exactly what the senior partner would demand from her today.

		At last, Gina, one of the legal secretaries arrived at her desk to spell her. She gave Gina a cursory smile and went down the hallway to Stratton’s office.

		“Come in,” Stratton responded to her light rap on his heavy wooden door, “ah, Fiona, right on time.”

		“You wanted to see me, Mr. Stratton?”

		He indicated one of the client chairs in front of his desk and she came over and took a seat. Rising up from behind his desk, Stratton leaned over and said into the intercom, to Gina, who was handling the switchboard in Fiona’s absence, “Hold all my calls until ten-thirty, would you, Gina-darling?”

		The tall, gangly lawyer then went over to his office door and locked it. When he returned, he didn’t sit back behind his desk. Instead, he stood right in front of Fiona and smiled down at her.

		“Just how much do you charge for a…‘date’ like the one Saturday night, with young Patterson?”

		Fiona plucked a figure out of the air, hoping it wasn’t too high to be credible. It seemed likely to her that an inveterate pussyhound like Stratton would know how exactly much a high-end call girl would charge, from personal experience!

		“Two-thousand,” she blurted, hoping that sounded okay to him, “I charge two-thousand dollars for an all night date.”

		“Well, well, you must be even better than you look,” Stratton said, giving her an appraising smile. “Let’s find out.”

		Slowly, he unzipped the trousers to his charcoal suit. Fiona watched the silver zipper descend as the pit of her stomach fell away.

		“W-What are you doing?” Her voice was a tiny croak of outrage.

		“You’re going to suck my cock off right now and swallow it all for me when I come in your mouth,” he announced calmly, “or you’re going to go into the supplies storeroom and unload a cardboard box and start putting all of your personal things inside it. You’ll be discharged—for cause, by noon today—believe me—as soon as I tell the other partners that we have an expensive young…whore manning the phones in our outer office.”

		She sat motionless as he fished out his limp dick and dangled it from his open fly. It was, she noted, fairly large, even in its non-hard state, and it had a big red knob for a cock head.

		“Well, what are you waiting for?” He whispered the words impatiently. “Do you want to explain to Gina what kept you? Now, get down on your knees and suck me off, bitch!”

		With a small moan of utter despair, Fiona pushed the client chair back and slid down onto her knees in front of Stratton just as he’d directed. His dick began to inflate immediately, at this sign of his complete dominance over her.

		“Swallow all of it, when I come,” Stratton cautioned her. “And don’t get any on my suit, if you please. I have to make a short appearance in court this afternoon, and it wouldn’t really do to show up with semen stains on my trousers.”

		A tear leaked out of Fiona’s left eye as she reached for the rapidly swelling hunk of male meat. Staring up at Stratton with loathing, she obediently licked all around the tip of his growing prick while she held it in her hand.

		“I’m going to want to fuck you, later in the week,” Stratton sighed contentedly as she began to suck him. “I think I’ll have you meet me in the park, at a secluded spot, and we can use the back seat in my Mercedes.”

		She shuddered, as she imagined this large cock splitting her pussy open. Maybe she could talk him into taking her doggie style—that way she wouldn’t have to see his gloating face while he all but raped her!

		“You’re very good,” he gasped as she started blowing him in earnest, “I love the sly way you use your tongue while you suck!”

		He murmured, as he had the thought, “Next time, wear something low-cut. It’ll make it easier for me to take out those hot looking tits of yours and play with them while you suck me off.”

		Next time—an endless future of blowjobs and hurried fucks in the park stretched out ahead of her in her mind and she shuddered once again—when will the next time he wants a blowjob be, I wonder?

		“Tomorrow will work out well for your second blowjob, I think,” he muttered, as if he was able to read her mind. “My calendar is clear for this time tomorrow morning. And Friday should be good for our first fuck. I don’t have court at all that day.”

		Fiona felt her stomach turning over, and the tears came faster. His tall body went rigid just then, and he gasped, “Oh, God, you cocksucking little tramp; get ready to swallow, because here it comes!”

		A mammoth gush of come hit the back of Fiona’s throat and it was all she could do to force it down into her stomach. If Vaughn’s semen wasn’t quite as tasty as Reggie’s, then this blackmailing bully’s come made her husband’s taste like nectar!

		Stratton’s copious spurts of jism were watery, as far as the consistency went, but the sour fluid had a bleachy smell and it was so salty on top of everything else! Fiona’s eyes would have filled with tears in any case—if she weren’t already crying—-as she swallowed her second mouthful of the pungent fluid.

		God, his stuff is AWFUL! She repeated that fact over and over again as Stratton calmly drained his balls into her mouth.

		The flood of watery goo seemed to be never-ending at first. She wondered if he and that ugly cow of a wife of his ever had sex at all anymore. It felt like she had a month’s worth of this bastard’s foul-tasting cock cream in her poor tummy by the time she finally licked him clean and put his once again limp dick away inside his boxers!

		“That really hit the spot,” he sighed, patting her on the head, much as he might have petted a favorite spaniel. “I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did.”

		Fat chance of that, Fiona thought disgustedly, getting to her feet and licking the last of his jism from her lips, forcing it down.

		“Will there be anything else, Sir?” She asked him woodenly, struggling to keep from throwing up in his plush office.

		“Not today,” he smiled at her, “but don’t forget to wear something sexy for me tomorrow.”

		She shivered at the thought of her tits being in this man’s hands come tomorrow morning, but managed to nod and smile. As she turned and made her way unsteadily to the door, he called after her, “Keep doing excellent work like that and we’ll see about a small raise, later in the year.”

		Nodding, she opened the door and sprinted into the ladies room. She breathed a sigh of relief that the small restroom was empty except for her, went into a stall, and proceeded to puke her guts out!

		

		****

		

		“He forced you to suck him off?” Vaughn growled; his face clouded with angry disbelief at her boss’s actions this morning. “And he made you swallow it all?”

		“Oh, yeah,” her voice trembled at the very memory of how rotten Gil Stratton’s come had tasted as it jetted into her mouth today. “And he expects another blowjob tomorrow morning as well.”

		Vaughn looked as if he was about to explode. A vein pulsed in his forehead, the way it did when he was really mad, and his face had turned a bright red color.

		“And he wants me to meet him in the park at lunchtime on Friday…and fuck him in the back seat of his Mercedes,” she added bitterly.

		“That weasely fucker, Vaughn thundered, “I’m going to call in sick tomorrow, go right down to that office, and break that miserable bastard’s scrawny neck for him!”

		Fiona patted her irate husband on the cheek lightly and said, “You may as well call the bank and ask them to take this house back right before you do.”

		He looked at her, clearly stunned by what she’d just said. She shook her head and explained patiently, “They’d put you in jail and throw away the key if you ever laid a hand on a guy like Stratton. You can’t work while you’re in jail, and I’d lose my job the second your fist collided with that weak chin of his. Our new cars, this house; we’d lose all of it, almost instantly!”

		“Well….well, just what do you plan on doing?” He made his demand belligerently, fists on his hips.

		“I guess I’m going to stop by the drugstore on the way in to work tomorrow and buy some of those little mouthwash packets and put them in my purse,” she sighed with a resignation born of hopelessness. “That way, maybe I won’t puke every time I suck him off. And I’m going to buy some more condoms and make him use them. I’m not going to catch some horrible disease from that sleaze-ball’s infected prick!”

		“How do you know he’s not clean?” Vaughn asked, disgust creeping into his voice.

		“I’m not taking any chances on that,” she answered stonily. “A guy who plays around as much as he’s rumored to…he’s bound to catch something eventually. You can’t go dipping your big cock into every stray pussy you meet and not come away with some kind of social disease; not these days, with all of the nasty things that are floating around out there.”

		An intrigued look crept over Vaughn’s face. He asked, “It’s big…this guy’s cock, your boss?”

		She started to berate him as a true pervert, and then smiled and patted his cheek again instead, saying, “You fucking lunatic; don’t tell me you’re getting turned on by all of this?”

		Vaughn grinned sheepishly and shrugged. She shook her head and reached down and grabbed him by the cock through his jeans.

		Just like I thought, she told herself, it’s already half hard, at just the thought of me sucking off another man’s prick or letting him fuck me; even a guy like Stratton!

		“Come on,” she said to him, towing him along behind her by his hard on, “we may as well go in the bedroom and have some fun. God knows, I’m not going to have any with Gil Stratton tomorrow or Friday!”

		

		****

		

		It was Wednesday night. Vaughn and a bunch of his buddies from work were at an early-in-the-season Dodger game, so Fiona had taken the opportunity to get together with Reggie for a few hours.

		What Vaughn didn’t know, she had reasoned, wouldn’t hurt him.

		They sat together naked in bed at Reggie’s place. She had just given him a torrid blowjob, he’d eaten her to a spectacular climax, and then they’d fucked, beautifully, for the better part of an hour.

		He’s so good with that huge cock of his, she thought, he’s made me come like a crazy girl, three times so far tonight. Sex with him is so sweet, it almost makes me forget about sucking off Gil Stratton this morning, and swallowing another tummy full of his awful come!

		“You seem lost in thought tonight, Fiona,” Reggie said just then, “as if you have something on your mind.”

		“Oh, work problems, I guess you could say,” she admitted with a big sigh.

		“What do you do?” He wanted to know. “All of the time I’ve spent with you lately, and I don’t even know much about you; like what you do for a living. I didn’t even know you worked.”

		Fiona agonized. She had so much going on in her head right now!

		She longed to tell someone besides Vaughn about all of it; to get it off her chest. But she couldn’t very well admit being a hotwife to any of her girlfriends, now could she?

		Would Reggie understand, she wondered, or would telling him the real truth about her husband and her situation at work send him scurrying off in the other direction?

		“I withdraw the question, if it’s that awkward for you to answer it,” he said with a playful smile.

		Making a snap decision to unburden herself to her lover, she blurted, “I’m afraid I’ve been lying to you from the start.”

		If he shunned her after this, so be it! She felt like she had to tell someone her troubles, or her head would explode.

		“I am married, but not to a traveling salesman,” she went on, “my husband, Vaughn, is construction worker. We’ve been married for five years now; we met back in high school.”

		Reggie raised his eyebrows in mild surprise at this admission, but said nothing. She plunged ahead, saying, “Our marriage was getting a little predictable…stale, I guess you’d say. So we started going out to dance clubs and bars together, pretending like we didn’t even know each other…”

		Five minutes later, she had finished with her confession. Reggie hadn’t said a word; he’d just sat back against the pillows and listened.

		“I warned you that Gil Stratton was a fucker,” he said at last.

		She grinned ruefully and said, “Well, he hasn’t actually fucked me yet. But he intends to do that real soon.”

		They shared a tight little laugh over that sardonic statement and then Reggie said, “That’s not going to happen, trust me. I’m going to make your little problem with old Stratton go away.”

		She smiled at him and asked, “Oh, are you a magician, in your spare time?”

		“I have my ways, never fear,” he answered her with a confident little smirk.

		Reggie leaned over and took her in his arms as he asked, “Now, how about a little ass-fuck for my trouble?”

		“I thought you’d never ask,” she murmured, just before she kissed him.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		The Park

		

		Fiona was so uptight she could barely force herself to get out of her car. It was a few minutes past noon on Friday, and Gil Stratton’s big black Mercedes sedan was right where he’d said it would be.

		They were in a park just a few blocks from the office and it was all but deserted. A small group of moms and their kids were a hundred yards away, across a wide expanse of lawn. The young women were chatting and pushing their little ones on a swing set as they did so.

		An old man was walking his Pomeranian on a leash between Stratton’s car and the swing set, taking full advantage of the big lawn. The dog did its business, and its owner stooped and used a plastic bag to retrieve the warm dog poop. He tossed the soiled bag into a nearby trash can and resumed his walk.

		Gil Stratton’s car was surrounded on two sides by a thick undergrowth of bushes in between the various trees. It was spring, so the trees were showing a full complement of new leaves, and the little turnout where Stratton had parked was very shady as she approached his car.

		The rear door on the driver’s side opened and Gil Stratton was sitting inside, waiting for her. He had taken off his suit coat and was dressed in a white shirt and necktie. His suit pants were down around his shoe tops, along with his boxer shorts, and his big, ugly cock was already hard in his fist.

		“Climb in and suck it for me for a little while, before I fuck you,” he said in a voice that was both smarmy and smug.

		He knew she’d do whatever he asked. She had no choice, if she wanted to keep her job.

		Trembling with nervousness, Fiona climbed into the Mercedes and closed the door behind her. It was dark inside; the rear windows had all been heavily tinted, making the shade the car was parked in seem even more pronounced.

		“Take off your top,” he commanded her. “I want to see those luscious tits of yours again, while you suck my cock.”

		Fiona flashed back to two days ago, in his office, when she had knelt on the floor in front of one of the client chairs. Gil Stratton had sat, naked from the waist down, in that chair and played with her bare nipples while her mouth had gone dutifully up and down on his hard cock until he had spurted another of his huge loads into it.

		She still remembered how bitter and pungent his come had been. Again, she’d almost gagged, trying to swallow it all for him, the way he’d ordered her to.

		But she had managed to do it. Stepping into the hallway five minutes later, she had opened a mouthwash packet and gone down the hall to the bathroom.

		After washing her mouth out with two of the tiny packets, she didn’t feel so bad. She had even gotten through the rest of the morning without throwing up.

		Now, Fiona removed her blouse quickly and unsnapped her bra. She bent over his lap and began to lick the now familiar, bulbous head of his prick once again.

		“You’re such a great little cocksucker, Fiona,” he sighed appreciatively as she started to bob her head over his lap, taking his entire eight inch dick into her mouth and throat.

		“I’m tempted to let you blow me again,” he whispered, stroking hair absently as she sucked him, “but today; I want to sample that hot little pussy of yours as well.”

		She shuddered at that thought of that, but knew it was going to happen in spite of the revulsion she felt for this man. Fiona almost hoped he’d relent and let her suck him off again; that disgusting act seemed almost preferable to taking his cock inside her!

		“If we had more time—say, all night—I might let you blow me and then fuck you afterward,” he mused, “but, alas, I’m not as young as I used to be. Even Viagra has its limitations, you know. A lunch hour isn’t a long enough time for me to recover nowadays, I’m afraid.”

		Thank God for small favors, she thought bitterly. At least I don’t have to swallow a big load of your yucky ball juice and then let you fuck me right after that.

		“That’s enough, Fiona dear,” he murmured, suddenly tightening his grip on her hair viciously, nearly yanking it out of her head. “Take your panties off. I want to fuck you now.”

		“Y-You’ll have to use one of these,” she stammered, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand and then reaching into her purse.

		He frowned as he saw the condom packet and shook his head negatively, “No, I hate those things. They cut down on the sensation of being inside a hot little cunt such as yours, my dear.”

		“It’s for your own protection,” she told him quickly. “I…I’ve been with a number of strange men in the last few weeks, during my escort gig. I might have picked up something—who knows?”

		“Don’t you get tested, you stupid bitch?” He was seething at the idea of sheathing up before he fucked her.

		“I do,” she said haltingly, “but not recently. I can’t afford to go in every week, like I know I should.”

		“I’ll pay for it,” he growled, taking the condom from her and tearing the packet open. “I’d be happy to do that, since I’m going to be fucking you regularly from now on.”

		She watched him roll the latex covering onto his stiff dick as she tugged out of her thong. Fiona reached into her purse again and withdrew a tube of sex lubricant.

		Sucking Vaughn’s cock or Reggie’s always made her wet and ready to fuck. Taking Gil Stratton’s prick in her mouth left her as pussy dry as the dusty floor of Death Valley. She needed the lube in order to fuck him.

		“Still dry, are you,” he commented sourly—seeming to realize that sucking his cock hadn’t done a thing for her—and resenting her lack of arousal, “well then, go ahead and oil that little snatch up and sit on my dick, bitch! We haven’t got all day, unfortunately.”

		Fiona made sure her pussy was well lubricated before she swung a long leg up over his cock and gingerly let herself down on it. She made a face as she realized that Gil Stratton’s loathsome manhood was now all the way up inside her, and then began to move her hips up and down in a desultory fashion.

		He grabbed her bare nipples in each hand and squeezed down on them fiercely. Fiona gasped as a jolt of pain seared its way through her abused tits.

		“Fuck me as if you mean it, cunt, or I’ll really hurt you!” His voice was a growl of pure malevolence as he torqued on her sensitive nipples.

		Fiona obediently began to really move her ass for him. He eased up on her titties but didn’t release them entirely.

		She moaned and tossed her head from side to side, acting as if she was really enjoying this humiliation…this rape! He seemed satisfied with her little performance; his iron grip on her nubbies eased still further.

		After they had been fucking for a full minute or so, Fiona spotted a movement outside the passenger window. She carefully turned her head, so that the back of it was all that would show in the photograph she knew was coming.

		The door flew open and a cell phone was thrust inside. A startled Gil Stratton turned and faced the device head on.

		A picture was snapped, then another. A third one caught Stratton turning his head frantically, attempting to shield his face behind his upraised hands from the all-seeing lens of the cell phone camera.

		Fiona scrambled off of his dick. As soon as she was clear of his lap, the camera disappeared and then the big hand was thrust back into the car.

		Reggie pulled the tall, skinny lawyer from the backseat easily. Gil Stratton’s pants and boxers were down around his ankles and the rubber was still in place on his rapidly softening dick as he cowered next to the car, standing in the open doorway.

		“Get dressed and get out of here…now!” Reggie’s voice was a low growl of anger.

		Stratton saw who it was that had hold of him by the scruff of the neck and bristled, “You can’t get away with this, Patterson. Give me that phone!”

		“No chance, amigo,” Reggie said with a sneer, patting the cell phone he’d put away inside his shirt pocket. “But if you don’t do exactly as I say, I’ll make sure your wife sees those photos, and right away, too.”

		The color seemed to drain out of Gil Stratton’s face all at once. He stammered, “You…you wouldn’t dare!”

		“Sure I would,” Reggie replied smugly. “I’d love to see what that old bitch you’re married to would do to you if these photos ever got passed around the country club, for everyone to see. A simple divorce probably wouldn’t be enough for that vindictive old hag; she’d have your balls on a pike!”

		Gil Stratton actually began to shake, he was suddenly so terrified. Reggie went on to add, “Everyone knows your wife has the real money in the family. You may make millions annually as a partner in the law firm, but Hedda’s an heiress. Her father was worth at least a cool billion when he died, if not more. And she was his sole heir.

		“That mansion of yours in Bel Air and the Malibu house would vanish instantly if she divorced your wrinkly old ass,” Reggie chortled. “That foul-tempered snatch you’re married to wouldn’t leave you with a dime. You’d probably have to sell off your Ferrari collection, just to be able to afford the rent on your new, much smaller house!”

		A long, uncomfortable silence ensued. Finally, Gil Stratton said in a wheedling tone, “I’m sure we can work something out, my boy.”

		“Pull your pants up and get out of our sight,” Reggie warned him. “If I ever hear about you bothering her or making inappropriate comments to Fiona again, I’ll rip that old dick of yours off and beat you to death with it, after I make sure Hedda sees these photos! Do you understand?”

		Wordlessly, Gil Stratton bent and yanked his pants and underwear up around his waist. Fiona got out of the car on the other side, now fully dressed, and made her way around it to the two men.

		Reggie reached out for her hand and walked her over to her own car. He smiled down at her and said, “See? I told you I’d handle it.”

		“Get in the car,” she whispered urgently; her eyes suddenly awash with tears of gratitude. “I’ve just got time to give you the best blowjob you’ve ever had in your life!”

		

		****

		

		“Ugh! Oh! Oh, God,” Reggie gasped, hammering his fist down on the dash.

		Fiona was leaning over his lap. His huge cock was all the way up in her throat and her tongue was on his balls, licking and teasing.

		Slowly, she raised her head, her tongue swiping at his shaft relentlessly. When she got to the top of his cock, she lapped lovingly at his prick tip for long moments before starting the long slide down the cylinder of hard meat once more.

		Reggie twisted in the car seat and groaned, “Oh, God, get ready to swallow, darlin’, because here it comes!”

		The first gush was huge—as she’d known it would be—and she gulped it down eagerly. Reggie’s come was delicious, compared to Gil Stratton’s.

		She felt her pussy spasm with pre-come sensation. Fiona touched her clit as she swallowed the second large mouthful of Reggie’s hot goop, knowing that she was going to come right along with him.

		I love doing this for him, she admitted to herself as she started to orgasm. I love swallowing his load as much as I hated doing the same thing for that asshole, Gil Stratton!

		

		****

		

		“And then you blew him in the front seat of your car?” Vaughn asked excitedly.

		His hard dick was in his wife’s hands as she told him all about the day’s events. He sighed as she bent over and trailed her tongue all around his cock head before saying, “Oh, yeah, I did, baby. I’d have fucked him; too, I was so grateful. But I had to get back to the office. It was running close to the end of my lunch hour.”

		“I don’t blame you, kitten,” he groaned as she sucked in the head of his prick, still running her tongue all around it. “I think you should spend another night with him soon, to really thank him properly.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Fiona murmured her agreement as she sucked her husband’s fat dick.

		I think so, too! I think I should spend as many nights as possible with my sweet Reggie, and I’m so glad my husband doesn’t have a problem with that!

		

		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Something New

		

		“I gather Vaughn knows you’re here, with me, tonight?” Reggie asked as he removed her bra.

		“Yeah, he knows,” she said, turning her head so that she could look into his eyes as she said, “he actually wanted me to be here. He said I should fuck you great, after what you did for us with Gil Stratton.”

		“That’s so wild,” Reggie commented with an amused grin. “I think I’d like to meet Vaughn sometime. Maybe have a beer with him.”

		“I’m pretty sure he’d like that, too,” Fiona said, “he thinks you’re quite a dude. He doesn’t mind me fucking you at all. As a matter of fact, I’m pretty sure he looks forward to it.”

		“I love that,” Reggie admitted, “knowing that your husband is fully aware of all this, and he’s okay with it.”

		“He’s more than alright with it,” she said, skimming off her slacks and panties. “He encourages it. Vaughn was so excited I was going out with you tonight. He could hardly wait.”

		“And you really tell him about everything we do together, when you get home the next day?”

		Fiona smiled coyly and said, “Well…not everything, no. Some things I like to keep private, just between you and me.”

		“Like what?” He wanted to know.

		“Anal sex, for one thing,” she told him. “Vaughn and I don’t do that; we never have. You’re the only one I want up my ass, baby!”

		Reggie’s grin grew even bigger. He swatted Fiona lightly on her naked butt with his palm and nodded approvingly as he said, “I like that; this sleek little ass is private stock. No other cocks need apply.”

		She turned and, stepping clear of her discarded panties and slacks, she put her arms around his neck, and whispered, “And I didn’t tell him I kissed your asshole that time, either. Also, I didn’t mention it to him when I jacked you off all over my face and tits, and then wiped it all off with my fingers and swallowed it for you, while you watched.”

		“That was really hot,” Reggie said with a sigh, clearly remembering how she’d looked, down on her knees, her face covered with his spunk, slowly eating it as she’d gazed up at him adoringly. “I’d like to do that again sometime; plus a whole lot more besides.”

		Fiona shivered and said, “Anything; you know I’d let you do anything to me that you wanted, honey. I’m Vaughn’s wife and I love him. But I’m your girl, and I love you too, only in a different way.”

		After considering that for a moment, Reggie asked, “What way is that?”

		“In a down-and-dirty sort of way, of course,” Fiona replied without hesitation, a slight smirk on her pretty face. “I love acting like a real slut for you; that’s why I never say ‘no’ to anything you ask me to do.”

		Reggie chuckled softly and said, “Fuck, Fiona, you’re some girl. You’re sexy as hell and not afraid to try anything I ask of you in bed. I can work with that, believe me!”

		

		****

		

		“Deeper, oh, fuck, drive that big cock of yours into my ass all the way, darling!” Her voice was right on the ragged edge.

		Reggie grunted and balled her cute little butt cleft even harder. She felt his big nut sac slap up against her clit as he bottomed out in her once-forbidden hole.

		His cock head felt like it reached halfway up her belly. She moaned and shook her ass for him; his dick still embedded deep within it.

		“Fuck, but you’re a hot one,” Reggie gasped, feeling her taut little ass moons shimmy around his gliding prick. “I think you’re the wildest girl I’ve ever met.”

		She loved hearing that. Fiona wanted to be wild for him; she wanted to be totally crazy…a complete slut, willing to do anything to please her man!

		“I…I want to pull it out of your ass after I make you come,” he gasped just then. “I want to wait until I’m ready to shoot off, and then I want you to suck it off all the way for me, fresh from your ass!”

		Fiona trembled as she thought about doing that; it was so nasty…so depraved! But she found she couldn’t wait to do it for him!

		Her pussy began to come as she thought about it. A tremendous orgasm raged through her, as she fantasized about taking his soiled cock deep in her mouth as he came…

		

		****

		

		“Do you think Vaughn would be okay with watching me fuck you?” Reggie suddenly asked.

		They were cuddled together at the head of the bed, resting in between fucks. Reggie had his big left arm draped over her shoulders and her head was nestled into his waxed smooth, manly chest.

		“I don’t know,” she admitted, loving the idea of that, but unsure whether or not Vaughn would be able to take seeing her suck Reggie’s cock or watch while he slipped it into her pussy.

		“He might, but then again, he might not,” she ventured. “He’s kind of a redneck at heart. The thought of us being together like this, in bed, is a huge turn on for him. But I don’t know that he wouldn’t blow up and start swinging his fists if he was to actually see you fucking me.”

		“That’s too bad, in a way,” Reggie commented. “I think it would be super-hot to fuck you right in front of him.”

		Fiona saw that in her mind’s eye and nodded agreement, “It would be something, at that. But I’m not sure Vaughn could take it.”

		“I don’t see why not,” Reggie persisted. “He must be sure of you. No guy would let his woman fuck someone else if he wasn’t sure it was just about sex, and he wasn’t positive she’d come back to him.”

		“Maybe that’s all part of the crazy thrill about it for him,” she said, “not knowing if I will or not. I read that somewhere on one of those hotwife sites. One of the husbands said it.”

		Reggie thought about that and smiled, “Man, that’s nuts; that’s what I call living right out on the edge. What balls this guy of yours has got—I just have to meet him!”

		“All I can do is ask him,” she offered. “He might say yes, or he might not.”

		“Why don’t you do that?” Reggie urged her. “Just dinner and drinks at first; no sex, but we can talk about it.”

		She hesitantly nodded her agreement. If Vaughn didn’t want to get together for dinner, then her and Reggie having sex in front of him was definitely not going to happen any time soon…

		

		****

		

		Vaughn really surprised her by agreeing right off the bat to the two of them having dinner with Reggie. He nodded enthusiastically when she brought up the possibility and said, “Sure, honey; that sounds great, as a matter of fact. I’ve been wanting to meet this guy and shake his hand.”

		“Oh, you’ve been wanting to congratulate him for cuckolding you?” Her voice was more than slightly sarcastic as she spoke.

		“No, smart ass; I wanted to thank him for squaring away Gil Stratton for us,” Vaughn countered. “He stepped in and took care of a situation that seemed like it had no easy solution. You need your job, and even if you had been willing to quit and go somewhere else, Stratton could have been a real asshole and seen to it that you got a crappy reference. That would have made finding something else that was any good really hard.”

		“I can see that, now that you mention it,” Fiona admitted, thinking about what Vaughn had just said and agreeing wholeheartedly with it. Being a real asshole about her quitting her job in order to escape from his blackmail threat was just Stratton’s speed.

		“And my going all ballistic and punching him out wouldn’t have worked either, like you pointed out,” he reminded her.

		“Yeah, without Reggie and his little plan to blackmail Gil Stratton right back, we’d have really been fucked,” she admitted.

		“We owe him big-time,” Vaughn acknowledged. “The least we can do is to buy him dinner.”

		

		****

		

		They met that Friday night at a dive barbeque place Fiona and Vaughn liked, which it turned out Reggie had never been to before. Vaughn was nervous and deferential around Reggie at first, and Reggie was more than a little wary of the man he had cuckolded not just once, but numerous times during the past few weeks.

		But as the beers flowed and the ribs were eaten, however, the two men warmed to each other. Despite the obvious difference in their social circles and their status in society, they seemed to bond as the evening went on.

		For one thing, both were Clippers, rather than Lakers fans, and both loved the Dodgers. They argued good-naturedly over whether the Raiders ought to come back to LA, or the Chargers should move up from San Diego.

		“One thing’s for sure, the fucking Rams could have stayed in St. Louis until hell froze over, for all I care,” Vaughn said after dinner was finished and they sat around the little hole-in-the-wall restaurant, nursing beers and talking sports.

		“No kidding,” Reggie agreed vehemently, “My old man had a pair of season tickets for, like, twenty years and rarely missed one of their games. And then they up and moved to St. Louis, just like that! He’s still bitter about it. I think if I became a Rams fan, just because they’re moving back in to town, he’d disown me, and I wouldn’t blame him!”

		“Hey, not that all this sports stuff isn’t interesting—which by the way, it isn’t, very—but how about us talking about something else for a while,” Fiona said just then, flashing them a flirty smile.

		“Oh, and what would you like to talk about?” Vaughn replied, his eyes looking kind of bleary. He’d consumed more than a few beers over the course of the evening, as had she and Reggie.

		“You two seem to be getting along famously,” she said.

		Reggie clapped Vaughn on the back and agreed, saying, “Your husband is a great guy, as far as I’m concerned.”

		Vaughn looked over at his newest friend and grinned. He said, “Reggie’s aces with me, babe.”

		“Well…why don’t we all go back to Reggie’s place, then…for a little nightcap,” she said suggestively, “and see what happens?”

		The two half drunken men stared at her uncomprehendingly for a few seconds and then both realized what she was actually proposing. Vaughn was the first to react, blurting, “Fuck, yes, let’s do that!”

		He looked at Reggie and said, “That is, if you don’t mind having us over?”

		“Mind…Jesus, Vaughn, I think it’s a great idea, don’t you?”

		Vaughn paid the check, insisting that tonight was their treat, and the three of them left the restaurant. Fiona rode along with her husband, since she had been to her lover’s condo a number of times by then and Reggie tended to drive the Maserati very fast.

		She didn’t want Vaughn trying to keep up in his red truck; knowing all of them had consumed enough beer to be considered legally drunk if a cop was to pull them over. Besides, Reggie’s place wasn’t far away.

		“I can’t believe we’re really doing this, babe,” Vaughn said just then as the sleek sports car disappeared into the distance.

		“Well, you’d better believe it,” she grinned over at him, placing her hand on his lap, feeling up his hardening cock through his jeans. “I’m going to be a very bad girl tonight; I can feel it already.”

		Vaughn gulped and nodded that what she’d just said was alright with him. He said, “Be as bad as you want to be with him. I swear I won’t mind.”

		Do I really want to do that? She asked herself the question as they crossed into Pasadena. Should I let Reggie fuck me in the ass tonight, for example, if he wants to have me that way?

		She found she was a little nervous about committing that intimate, forbidden act in front of her husband. What if Vaughn wanted to take her that way, too, after watching Reggie treat her butt as if he owned it?

		Well, I guess we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it, she thought philosophically, giving Vaughn’s dick a little extra squeeze, just for luck.

		

		****

		

		“This is some layout,” Vaughn said, glancing around the living room enviously. “I bet that leather couch alone cost as much as all our furniture did, put together. And our stuff wasn’t exactly cheap.”

		“The advantages of having wealthy parents,” Reggie said modestly, handing Vaughn the Chivas and soda he’d asked for.

		“You’ve got a great view,” Vaughn said, stepping over to the picture window at the rear of the room. “Fiona said your place was pretty swanky, but I didn’t know it would be this nice.”

		“Our house is small, but at least it’s new,” Fiona said defensively, suddenly feeling the need to stick up for them as a couple a little. “And neither of our cars is a Maserati, but they’re what we like to drive.”

		“Foreign sports cars cost a fortune to insure and maintain,” Reggie responded with a wry little smile. “Gil Stratton, for example, has Ferrari’s and each one costs at least five grand per dealer service. And you’ve just screwed yourself if you don’t have them serviced right on time, by a factory-certified mechanic; complete with the little stamp authenticating your car’s service visit, provided by Ferrari.”

		Vaughn had turned and was listening intently to what he was saying. Reggie concluded with, “The trade in or resale value of the car vanishes without a properly maintained service book in the glove compartment, complete with all the needed stamps. One of my old pals from high school and college has a couple of them, so I know.”

		“What about your car, the Maserati?” Vaughn asked, clearly interested in the economics of luxury performance car ownership.

		“Pretty much the same deal, I’m afraid,” Reggie answered. “How’s your drink? Are you ready for another?”

		“I think we’ve all had plenty to drink,” Fiona said, stepping between the two men.

		She found that she’d had enough small talk: she was ready to play!

		“The bedroom is this way, Vaughn darling; follow me.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		First Threesome

		

		“Is this okay?” Vaughn asked the question nervously.

		The three of them were all inside Reggie’s master bedroom and Vaughn was standing across the room, in front of an easy chair. He clearly intended to watch what was going to happen on the bed from this out-of-the-way and unobtrusive spot.

		“Fuck, man, she’s your wife,” Reggie said magnanimously. “Do whatever you want, whatever you’re comfortable with; feel free to join in if you’d like. If I know Fiona, she’s capable of handling the both of us, all night long!”

		Fiona blushed. She wasn’t sure she approved of what Reggie had just said to Vaughn, but she knew it to be true enough.

		Having her husband in the bedroom with them seemed to raise the level of her horniness by a factor of ten! Her nipples were already spiking inside her bra, and her pussy was as wet as a lake, just thinking of all she might do in front of him tonight!

		Reggie stepped over to her and took her in his arms. He glanced over at Vaughn just before he kissed her; to make sure what he was doing was okay with her husband.

		Vaughn remained as still as a statue, so Reggie went ahead with the kiss. Her husband’s eyes were open wide as her lips met Reggie’s for the first time, in an intimate situation like this, while he was present.

		She glanced stealthily at him out of the corner of one eye. His cock looked like it was fully erect inside his tight jeans already and a soft groan escaped her husband’s lips as he watched Reggie’s tongue colliding with hers as they kissed.

		Jesus, this must be agony for him, she thought, her heart going out to Vaughn in that moment.

		But that didn’t stop her from kissing Reggie. If anything, she snuggled into his big chest and kissed him even more passionately!

		Reggie’s hand began to roam up and down Fiona’s back as they made out. He cupped her ass cheeks, drawing an audible gasp from Vaughn.

		Kneading the small, taut hillocks greedily, Reggie sucked at Fiona’s tongue until he had her moaning with arousal. Vaughn drew a heavy breath but said nothing.

		Reggie stopped squeezing her ass and moved his hands around to the front of her blouse. He broke off the kiss and hurriedly undid all of her buttons.

		Stealing a look over at Vaughn, he skimmed off Fiona’s blouse and went after her bra snaps. They parted and he took off her bra and flung it over on top of a dresser, leaving her naked to the waist in his arms.

		“Goddamn, man, your wife has such great tits,” he murmured, stooping to suck her right nipple into his lips as he made the comment.

		“Oh, and his mouth feels so hot on them,” she breathed aloud, looking right at Vaughn. “See that, baby? He’s sucking them; he’s sucking my titties so nicely!”

		Her cuckolded husband was trembling with excitement and his eyes were as big as saucers. She saw that his cock was now so hard inside his jeans that it was threatening to rip a hole in his crotch!

		Fiona caressed Reggie’s hair and cooed lightly as he gobbled up her nipples. She looked over at her husband proudly, defiantly, and fed them to her sexy young lover one at a time as Reggie went back and forth, from breast to breast, over the next couple of minutes.

		All at once, Reggie straightened up and undid her jeans. He pushed them downward, along with her panties, until they slid down around her shoe tops.

		She kicked out of her trainers, leaving herself dressed only in pair of white athletic socks. Fiona sat down on the edge of the bed and quickly removed them.

		Reggie pulled the knit shirt he had been wearing over the top of his head and dropped it to the carpet, next to her clothes. Smiling, Fiona reached up and unbuckled his belt and undid his slacks.

		She hazarded a glance over at her husband as she unzipped Reggie’s trousers and saw that Vaughn still had that petrified, shocked look emblazoned on his face. The pants fell away, and she was treated to the sight of Reggie’s big cock, tented behind his boxers.

		Still watching Vaughn out of the corner of her eye, she tugged the shorts downward and freed her lover’s awesome manhood. The boxers slowly slid down to join his trousers and Reggie’s huge dick sprang free, nearly touching her cheek.

		“See, baby, he’s really big, just like I told you,” she breathed the words in Vaughn’s direction, just before wrapping her right hand around Reggie’s prick and jacking its loose skin up and down a few times.

		Vaughn murmured in awe as Reggie divested himself of what remained of his clothes, “Fuck, I guess!”

		“The first time I sucked it, in that club, I didn’t think it was going to fit in my mouth, it was so wide,” she sighed, licking slowly around the head.

		Vaughn gasped as he watched his wife lap at another man’s hard dick meat for the first time. His knees shook and for a moment, Fiona was sure they were going to give out on him.

		“But now I know I can,” she finished her thought, forcing the swollen head into her wet lips and moving her head forward.

		“Uhhhhhhhh! Fuck that’s so hot, babe!” Vaughn croaked out the words, his strangled voice barely loud enough for her to hear.

		But she did hear it, and when she did, Fiona cast caution to the wind, starting to suck Reggie’s huge cock in earnest. Her lover moaned as her tongue caressed his whole length and began to stroke her hair as she blew him.

		“Man, she’s really good at this,” Reggie sighed, looking over at Vaughn. “But I guess I don’t have to tell you that, huh, pal?”

		Vaughn made a sound like a tortured animal just then, and sat down hard in the chair behind him. His eyes never left Fiona’s moving lips as they traveled up and down the other man’s enormous hard on.

		“Oh, that little tongue of her is something else, man,” Reggie sighed out his pleasure. “Why don’t you lick my balls for me, baby, and show your husband how much you like doing that?”

		Fiona felt herself sliding into some kind of zone. She knew Vaughn was there, watching her every move, but it suddenly didn’t bother her anymore!

		On the contrary, she loved having him here, watching as she behaved like such a dirty girl for Reggie. His presence in the room only added spice to what was taking place. It didn’t deter her from pleasing Reggie at all!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, man, that’s wild!” Reggie said; letting out a deep breath as she slipped her mouth off his cock and dove for his balls, tongue swiping crazily from side to side.

		She lapped at the huge nut sac in a more frenzied fashion than she ever had licked her husband’s, during all their years together. Reggie gave another deep sigh of satisfaction as she sucked his left testicle into her mouth and laved it with her hot spittle, while running her tongue all over it.

		Fiona sneaked a glance at her husband as she went mad over Reggie’s big balls and wasn’t surprised to see that he was now shirtless, and that his jeans were down around his ankles, along with his shorts. His hard dick was in his fist and he was moaning softly, longingly, as he watched her going after another guy’s balls as if she couldn’t get enough of them.

		Letting the left one ease out of her mouth, she gobbled up the right one and gave the same enthusiastic, slurpy, sucking treatment while she stroked Reggie’s hard cock. She began humming a little tune as she sucked and her lover’s moans soon matched her husband’s.

		“God, she’s a hot one,” Reggie whispered. “She gives the best blowjob I’ve ever had!”

		Vaughn groaned even louder, and she knew he was wishing he’d experienced a supreme ball licking and nut sucking like Reggie was now receiving. She’d never done anything quite this nasty for him, in all the years they’d been married, or while they’d still been in high school.

		This—like many of the other raunchy, slightly depraved things she now did in bed—was reserved for Reggie only. She had kissed Vaughn’s ball sac a few times, briefly, while giving him countless blowjobs; but she’d never like done it like this!

		“Fuck, suck my cock for me again, Fiona,” her lover panted out the plea at that moment. “I want to feel my dick in your mouth once more, before I fuck you with it for the first time tonight.”

		Fiona gave a little mewl of lust and spat out his hairy testicle. She guided the big prick tip down to her mouth and inhaled over half of the long cock’s length in one head bob.

		It tasted wonderful and she sucked out a big glob of pre-come and swallowed it hungrily. Her tongue once again went wild on Reggie’s shaft and head, and he moaned at how great that felt.

		Vaughn whined as if his wife was slowly crushing his balls under her heel, instead of sucking another man’s cock, and Fiona looked over at him out of the corner of her eye. Her husband was rocking back and forth in a semi-catatonic state, holding his cock in his fist and emitting tortured little noises as he watched her perform the torrid blowjob on Reggie’s mammoth dong.

		She felt a little sorry for him, but not very. He’d been absolutely dying to see this, and now he was seeing it!

		Fiona tilted her head back, as she had learned to do it, and took almost all of Reggie’s length into her stretched-open lips. Vaughn whined piteously at that sight, and she wondered if he was going to come before she and her lover actually got down to fucking each other?

		Her lips glided up and down Reggie’s dick for better than a minute, and he sighed and whispered, “God, you’re incredible with that little mouth and tongue of yours tonight, babe. I’ve got to stop you, if you want me to fuck you before I shoot off!”

		Fiona cooed around his cock, acting as if she was reluctant to stop sucking it. She slowly let it escape from her mouth and looked up at him expectantly.

		Reggie guided her back onto the big bed and situated her naked body just the way he wanted it. She was lying on her back at an angle which gave Vaughn a perfect view of her pussy and her spread open legs.

		Her lover knelt between them and teased her overflowing slit with the head of his cock. Vaughn gasped and she looked over at him.

		He looked terrible, as if someone had him on the torturer’s rack as he stared disbelievingly at her about-to-be-claimed cunt. But his eyes were shining with an unholy excitement at the same time.

		Part of him is in agony, but he’s still desperate to see this, she realized. He’s beside himself with lust, at witnessing first hand my cheating on him with Reggie, even though seeing it is killing him!

		Reggie seemed oblivious to Vaughn’s distress/ecstasy. He was concentrating on Fiona’s hot pussy and how much he wanted to fuck it!

		Slowly, he fed his cock down into her. Fiona sighed with contentment, looking over at her husband.

		Vaughn sat unmoving, his cock still in his hand. She had never seen him this hard before, not in all the years they hand been together!

		“Oh, God, baby; he’s so biiiiiiiiiig!” She sighed out the words theatrically as Reggie filled her with dick, her eyes never leaving Vaughn’s stricken eyes as he watched his wife being taken by another man for the first time!

		Relentlessly, the huge cock split her open until at last Reggie’s ball sac rested against her ass cheeks and she knew he was all the way inside her. He felt wonderful, but poor Vaughn looked as if he was about to explode with excitement; with lust, and with anger!

		“So tight, so juicy,” Reggie murmured, starting to fuck his thick cock in and out of her, “God, babe, you feel fantastic tonight—you’re so hot…so wet…so slick!”

		The bed started to shake under the fierceness of his thrusting. Fiona’s tits began to jelly and shimmy on her chest as he took her again and again.

		Vaughn opened his mouth but no sound came out. He watched in horror/bliss as Reggie took what had once been his and only his, over and over again!

		Fiona mewled with pleasure and started to fuck Reggie back. She couldn’t help it: that magic cock of his just felt too good inside her tingling pussy to ignore!

		She reached up and wrapped her arms around Reggie’s big frame as he continued to ball her brains loose. Every once in a while, she’d glace over at Vaughn to find he hadn’t moved.

		I’m not even sure he’s taken a breath, since Reggie started to fuck me!

		Fiona knew she should care about her husband’s welfare, but right at that moment, she didn’t seem to be able to force herself to do so! All she could think about was how wonderful Reggie’s dick felt inside her, fucking her just right; fucking her right up to the gates of heaven!

		She felt that old familiar sensation of her tummy spasming, the way it usually did when she was going to have a spectacularly good orgasm. Sure enough, her clit started to throb and she felt her breasts jerk in unison against Reggie’s smooth chest.

		Fiona looked over at Vaughn and murmured, “Oh, God, baby, he’s going to make me come! He’s going to make my little pussy come so hard around his huge cock!”

		Vaughn quivered from head to toe. His dick jumped in his fist and she was sure he was going to come before she did!

		But he didn’t. Fiona’s body began shaking and she was soon thrashing her head from side to side as the mammoth orgasm washed over her.

		The room went red, as her vision took on a crimson cast, and she convulsed into all out climax mode. Her body shook beneath Reggie, her cunt grabbing at his pounding cock, milking it, caressing it.

		The big man threw back his head and roared as he began to fill her with come. She looked over at Vaughn in triumph and whispered, “He’s coming inside me, darling. And oh, fuck, there’s so much of it!”

		Vaughn looked as if someone had tasered him. He shivered with lust and his cock jumped nearly out of his grasp as he watched his wife being pumped full of another man’s hot spend!

		Reggie and Fiona clung together until the last little quiver of sensation ebbed away. And then Reggie pulled his limp cock out of her and sat back on his knees.

		Fiona looked down. Her pussy was overflowing with spunk.

		It rolled out of her puffed up lips and down her ass crack in pearly waves. Vaughn just stared at this incontestable proof of his wife’s adultery, his dick still hard as granite in his fist!

		She looked up at Reggie and nodded for him to move away from her. When he had knee-walked off to her left a few feet, she looked back over at Vaughn and said softly, “Come and reclaim me, honey. Make me yours again!”

		For several seconds, nothing happened. It was as if she was talking to a mannequin.

		Then, as if he was waking up from a sound sleep, Vaughn’s consciousness gradually returned to his body and he stood up.

		“That’s right, darling,” she encouraged him in the same soft voice, “take me, just the way Reggie did. Fuck me; make me your wife again!”

		Vaughn got on the bed on his knees. His shoes were still on and his jeans and boxers still shackled his ankles.

		He ignored all that, clamoring between her spread open thighs on his knees. Vaughn stared down at the small ocean of spunk glistening between his wife’s pussy lips and sighed, “So much come; God, babe, he really cut loose in you!”

		As though he were drawn to it, Vaughn dipped his cock head into the pool of Reggie’s gleaming semen and coated it fully, before gently pushing it into Fiona’s depths. His much smaller cock sunk all the way into her, and he moaned, “God, it’s so hot! And there’s so much of it inside you!”

		“That’s okay, baby,” she whispered encouragingly as he began to fuck her, “your cock feels so good in me. Do my pussy hard, just like he did!”

		Something seemed to snap within her husband, and he began really pounding his dick into her. She was sure he wouldn’t last long—not after what he’d just seen, and the way her pussy must feel around his super-sensitive cock head—but, miraculously, he did!

		Vaughn balled her hard and deep for the better part of five minutes. And she loved it!

		Her pussy started to heat up again, and his driving dick felt marvelous in her soupy cunt! Fiona’s clit was throbbing with renewed passion and she ground it against her husband’s pistoning manhood as it penetrated her again and again!

		“Fuck, that’s hot,” Reggie whispered, looking on from his vantage point a few feet away. “You’re really giving it to her, Vaughn!”

		Her husband looked over at him and actually grinned! Fiona was shocked by this apparent turn around in Vaughn’s attitude.

		Clearly encouraged by his reaction as well, Reggie moved closer to the rutting couple until his cock head was just over Fiona’s mouth. Wordlessly, he pressed it downward, and she opened her lips for him.

		Vaughn sighed as he watched his wife begin to clean the semen off Reggie’s dick and swallow it while he continued to fuck her. He gasped, “Oh, you hot bitch! That’s it, lick his come off and eat it for him!”

		Reggie inched closer and angled his cock so that it was sliding straight down into Fiona’s lips. He began to fuck her face while Vaughn continued to pummel her pussy!

		This is turning into a real threesome! Fiona had that happy thought as her next orgasm of the evening started to build within her well-fucked pussy. I think it’s going to be alright after all!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Where Do We Go From Here?

		

		Fiona was cuddled close to Vaughn on the front seat of the pick up as they drove home from Reggie’s place early the next morning. Last night had been incredible, for all three of them!

		After Vaughn had finally blown a huge load in her pussy while Reggie had creamed her mouth, everything had seemed to just fall into place. She couldn’t remember how many times they’d fucked.

		First Reggie had done her doggie style, while she’d busily sucked Vaughn’s cock back to life. She’d come, of course, and then they had spooned her, with her husband’s cock taking her from behind and Reggie fucking her mouth again.

		Next, as she recalled, had come the first cowgirl portion of the evening, with both of them lying on their backs, and her bouncing up and down on first one cock, and then the other; coming twice in the process. She had then turned around and ridden them both, reverse cowgirl style, until both of them had erupted up into her pussy, while she had come again on each of their magnificent cocks!

		They had taken a break then, to drink some expensive champagne together in the kitchen, in front of the refrigerator—just passing the bottle back and forth until it was all gone—all of them nude and laughing, now totally at ease with one another; and then had come the three-way shower. It had turned out to be a long, playful affair, which had lasted until the hot water had run out.

		Fiona had sucked their squeaky-clean cocks to full hardness for them in the shower, and they had washed all the spunk out of her pussy. After they had dried each other off, all of them had returned to the bedroom and the DP’s had started!

		At first, Vaughn had been shocked that Fiona had been willing to have anal sex with each of them, while the other one fucked her pussy again. But he had quickly gotten used to the idea of her willingly taking it up the ass!

		They had both DP’d her until four in the morning. She had been so tired by then that they had taken a quick nap together, all of them intertwined on the big bed.

		Both of them had fucked her in the pussy tenderly, one right after the other, with Reggie going first, just before they’d taken their leave of him. It had been the sweetest, gentlest sex of the night, and Fiona had reveled in it, both of her men kissing her and making her come one more time while in his embrace as the other one watched!

		Now, as they drove home in silence, she wondered how Vaughn was going to react to this evening of unparalleled debauchery. Would he demand a divorce?

		Or would he be okay with it? Fiona thought nervously about his decision as she snuggled against his hard body while he drove along in silence…

		

		****

		

		When arrived at their house, Vaughn drove inside the garage, and shut the engine off. He turned to her and asked quietly, “When did you start giving him anal?”

		She decided, abruptly, that in this case, honesty was probably the best policy, so she told him, “A couple of weeks back; Reggie wanted my ass so bad that I decided to let him have it.”

		“You just let him do anything he wants to you, is that it?”

		Fiona couldn’t meet his gaze and she admitted, suddenly ashamed of her lewd behavior with her handsome young lover, “Pretty much.”

		“Are you in love with him?”

		She couldn’t help it: she giggled guiltily and confessed, “I’m in love with his cock and what he does to me with it!”

		Now she did look at Vaughn again as she went on to say, “You saw the way I came with him tonight, baby.”

		A little smile creased her lips as she whispered, “I came so great with you tonight, too, honey! Why don’t you fuck me like that at home?”

		He cleared his throat and said, managing to look puffed up with pride at what she’d just said and defensive at the same time, “I don’t know…it was just so hot, seeing you with him—my dick just wouldn’t seem to go down tonight! It was like I had a double shot of Viagra, or something!”

		She laughed and patted his cheek affectionately, saying, “Well, whatever it was, it was awesome. I thought you two guys were going to fuck me silly there for a while!”

		Smiling at one another—the tension over the extent of her cheating on him now banished for the moment—they got out of the truck and went into the kitchen from the garage. He made a move to embrace her, but she danced away teasingly and headed for the bedroom.

		She had to all but sprint down the hallway to keep ahead of him. Laughing and half out of breath, she said; “Oh, no you don’t! I’m not going to let you fuck me on top of a hard kitchen counter, or the kitchen table, when we’ve got a soft bed in here, cowboy!”

		“Oh; and how do you know I want to fuck you?” He asked the question as she shed her clothes rapidly and lay down on the bed, staring up at him.

		“You’ve got that look in your eye,” she explained, as she got out of his clothes and joined her on the bed. “I don’t know how you can still get hard, after all the times you came tonight, but I’m ready to make you happy, if you can.”

		Against all odds, his cock did start to stiffen up right away. She kissed him and reached for it, stroking it lightly, teasing the head with her fingertips.

		“Suck it for me a little, babe,” he begged her when he broke off the kiss.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I thought you were never going to ask!”

		She slid down a little, so that she could reach him easily with her mouth, and leaned over to envelop his whole cock inside her lips. Vaughn gasped as she began to tongue him in earnest as she sucked.

		As she used her mouth and tongue to make him as hard as a boulder, Fiona thought back to what they had done at Reggie’s tonight. She admitted to herself that she’d loved being so bad with her lover right in front of her husband.

		And she marveled at how beautifully Vaughn had responded. After his initial mental paralysis had passed, her husband had morphed into a real stud! His cock may have not been nearly as big as Reggie’s, but it had proved to be just as insatiable!

		I’m so glad Vaughn was turned on, rather than being put off, by seeing me with him! I bet the three of us do that often in the future, and I don’t think my horny, voyeuristic hubby is going to have a problem with me dating Reggie on the side as well!

		“Do you want a blowjob, or do you want to fuck me?” Fiona asked the question, sliding her lips off Vaughn’s super-hard dick and looking up at him.

		“I want that cute little ass of yours again, darlin’!”

		She giggled and said simply, “Okay, but first I have to find something to use for lube.”

		As she vaulted off the bed and went into the bathroom, she was amazed at how little difference it made to her as to whether Vaughn fucked her in the pussy or her ass. She’d previously made such a big deal out of keeping her butt “private” for Reggie, and now here she was; more than ready to give it to Vaughn, too!

		I guess tonight changed lots of things, at that, she thought, opening the medicine cabinet and finding a bottle of baby oil. Suddenly, I seem to be okay with giving Vaughn my ass all the time now…as a matter of fact, I’m sort of looking forward to it!

		While letting Reggie ball her back there was fun, it was also quite a stretch! He was so much bigger than her husband.

		Vaughn, on the other hand, had a cock that was just made for butt-fucking, as far as Fiona was concerned. It was full enough to fill her ass up and sort of stretch her out, but not too much.

		And the length was perfect! He felt so nice back there, not bordering on the edge of being scary, because he was so long, like Reggie was!

		“Here, this will work if we’re careful and go slow, I think,” Fiona said, waggling the small bottle of clear liquid at him. “Just remember to play with my clit as you do me, like I showed you at Reggie’s tonight.”

		“Give me that stuff,” Vaughn said, smiling lewdly. “I can hardly wait to be up that snug little butt of yours again!”

		She smiled at him and handed him the baby oil. Getting down on the bed on her hands and knees next to him, she murmured in a sexy whispered, “Lube me up, cowboy, and take a ride, why don’t you?”

		Chuckling, Vaughn got up onto his knees and did just that. Fiona gave him a mewling little sigh as he squirted the slippery oil into her ass crack and started to work it into her butt hole with one finger.

		“Play with my titties while you do that,” she suggested, swaying them seductively from side to side as she opened her legs wider, so he’d have no trouble getting in between them when the time to fuck her ass came.

		Vaughn changed position, moving in between her calves, smearing the slick oil deep into her bottom as he leaned over her and caressed her semi-erect nipples with his free hand. She sighed again.

		That just felt so damn good! Fiona felt her pussy begin to leak lubricant again as well as she murmured, “Play with my clitty, baby! I’m getting so hot for that wonderful cock of yours again! I’m dying to feel it deep in my ass!”

		She heard Vaughn take in a sharp breath as he moved his fingers down from her nipples to her clit. He began to stroke it, saying, “Damn, baby, you’re so wet!”

		Turning her head back to look at him, she teased him with a tiny smile and asked softly, “Having trouble deciding which hole you want to fuck, darling?”

		Vaughn laughed and answered, “Now that’s a problem most men would give their left nut to have!”

		He slid his rigid cock into her pussy for a few strokes. She moaned, and said, “Oh, God, but it feels good!”

		Vaughn fucked her for a good minute or two, but left his finger embedded in her slippery asshole while he did so. That felt incredible, and Fiona sighed again, letting him know how much she was enjoying it!

		He was fucking her great, right across her clit with every stroke! Soon, Fiona was cooing and driving her hips back to meet him, shaking her big breasts for him as they hung down beneath her.

		All at once, Vaughn slowly pulled out of her pussy. At the same time, he eased his finger out of her butt and started to work on her clit again as he notched his slippery cock head into her gaped-open ass.

		“Oh, yeaaaaahhhhhh,” she moaned as he took her anally.

		His thick cock slid down into her so easily! She groaned and clenched her ass sheath around him, massaging his dick as it bottomed out in her!

		“Fuck, that feels so neat,” he gasped. “Jesus, babe, you butt is so tight!”

		“Make me come,” she hissed at him, turning her head to look at him once more as he was fully embedded in her backdoor, “fuck my ass hard, and get me off, honey!”

		Vaughn grinned back at her and slid his prick nearly out of her grasping tunnel and then forced it back in all the way to his balls. His eyes slowly dropped to half mast as he plowed her slick ass, faster and faster.

		She sighed at how nice that felt, and ground her clit down on his toying fingers, inundating them in her free-flowing lubricant. Fiona mashed her titty down onto the squeezing fingers of his other hand and whispered, “Tug on them! Pinch them a little while you butt-fuck me, darling!”

		He began to pull at her now very erect nipples as he lit a fire in her ass with his flying cock. She hung her head and moaned, “Oh, that’s it, baby! Fuck my hot little bottom hard! Yank at my nippies! Play with my clit!”

		Vaughn started to ball her like a mad man. His prick reamed out her anal passage as he jerked the tiny spear of nipple and diddled her clit as if there was no tomorrow.

		Fiona keened and closed her eyes. Her orgasm was on its way, and there was no stopping it!

		All at once, her pussy contracted right along with her ass and her titties jerked under his pinching fingers. She wailed, “Oh, oh, fuck, I’m coming! Am I ever coming?”

		Vaughn once again gasped as he felt her butt sheath tighten around his pistoning dick, sucking the come right out of his balls! He exploded into her, his spunk so hot and thick that it quickly filled her tightened canal up and ran out to bathe her clit in its gooey warmth!

		Her orgasm deepened as Vaughn smeared his hot come all over her exploding clit with his finger! She went down onto her elbows, no longer able to support her upper body’s weight with her shaking arms as she came and came around his spewing cock!

		

		****

		

		“If there’s one thing I’m pissed about, it’s that you didn’t let me butt-fuck you years ago,” Vaughn whispered, holding her tight.

		They were snuggled together under the covers at the top of the bed, the steamy ass sex over. She felt his goo draining out of her back there, wetting the sheet, but she was too contented; she felt too languorous and pleasantly sated to move.

		Instead, she cuddled into her husband’s arms and said, “I was afraid to try it for so long. It just looked messy and painful and yucky to me. That’s why I wouldn’t let you.”

		“But you’d let Reggie, with his huge cock?”

		She laughed. It was a guilty, tinkling laugh, full of mischief and teasing and sensuality.

		“He’s got this…power over me,” she admitted to her husband. “When I’m with him, it’s like I’ll do anything to please him.”

		Vaughn looked hurt, so she rushed to add, “I don’t love him, if that’s what you’re worried about, darling. I still love only you!”

		“But you’re sort of…I don’t know…taken with him; is that it?”

		“Yeah, that’s it exactly!” She said, smiling. “He’s just so different. The things we do together are so different from the things I do with you; the country club ball, riding in his super-expensive sports car, wearing the fanciest clothes…”

		He smiled and nodded, saying, “And I can’t give you any of those things, right?”

		She smiled back and said, “But you give me other things that he doesn’t. A cozy, loving home, a life together that I love; children, eventually; you’re the one I want to grow old with, Vaughn Meade, not him!”

		Vaughn seemed to relax. He said, “I guess I can live with that, kitten.”

		His eyes crinkled with joy as he said, “I want you to be happy. I want to be able to give you that, at least.”

		“You do make me happy!” She sighed, kissing his cheek. “Reggie may thrill and surprise me, both on our dates and in bed, but you make me truly contented and happy, Vaughn. And don’t you ever forget it!”

		

		****

		

		“Where do you want to go from here?” Vaughn asked her at breakfast the next morning. “Do you want to meet other guys, and maybe explore relationships with them? Or is Reggie enough for you right now?”

		Fiona smiled at him. He was adjusting to this new lifestyle so well!

		It was true that this had been all his idea at first, but now she was utterly hooked on being a hotwife! She loved the freedom it gave her; the sense that she was finally her own woman, that she could do as she pleased—as far as flirting and even having sex with other guys—and Vaughn would be okay with it!

		“I don’t really know, to tell you the truth,” she said. “This is all so new. I think I’d just like let it ride for a while, and see where all of this takes us. Can we do that?”

		He beamed at her across the breakfast table and said, “You bet we can, sugar. You just bet we can!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		The New Normal

		

		Vaughn started bowling regularly with a bunch of his work buddies. They were in a league and they had games once a week and they liked to get together and practice at least once a week as well.

		In the old days, Fiona would have been very put out by that; she’d have resented his coming home half-drunk on pitchers of beer twice a week. But now she didn’t mind at all, because she mostly elected to spend those nights over at Reggie’s condo.

		Sometimes she came home and told Vaughn all about what she’d done while she’d been with her lover. Sometimes she didn’t come home at all until the next morning, just in time to get ready for work that day.

		About half of Fiona’s clothes slowly migrated over to Reggie’s closet. He gave her a few drawers in the dresser for her under things, and one drawer in the bathroom for her make up and some new hair brushes.

		Vaughn didn’t seem upset by this new arrangement at all. She suspected he was enjoying his new freedom to carouse with the boys more often as much as she loved spending more nights with her sweet Reggie!

		And the best part was that it was all working out so smoothly. Vaughn seemed to be more in love with her than ever, and Reggie fucked her like a true sex god, and bought her expensive presents.

		About every ten days, the three of them would spend a night in bed together, and that got hotter and hotter as the weeks went on! Most of the time, their trysts would occur at Reggie’s condo, but a few times he’d come over to their modest house and spend the night in their bedroom.

		She marveled at how well the two of them got along! When they weren’t busy fucking her, they would still spend time together.

		All three of them went to several Dodger games, sitting in the Patterson family box out at Dodger Stadium. Afterward, of course, they’d have hot sex either over at Reggie’s place or at their house.

		As the football preseason rolled around, the two men would get together to watch the games and drink beer. That turned into a sex romp too, usually.

		Fiona felt like the halftime entertainment sometimes! She once sucked both of them off at halftime, also serving them snacks and more beer in a cute little referee outfit Reggie had bought her expressly for this purpose.

		Reggie took her to several swanky parties as his date. She spent more time with his parents at some of these functions, and was surprised and delighted to find that more and more they treated her like the daughter they’d never had.

		“My mom and dad want me to marry you,” Reggie said one night, after a party.

		She was spending the night at his place and they had just made passionate love for over an hour. He had made the comment as she was lying naked in his arms.

		Fiona laughed and said, “That would be all kinds of awkward, darling, since I’m already married to Vaughn!”

		“I know, but my folks still don’t suspect a thing, God bless them,” Reggie sighed.

		“Vaughn will crack up when I tell him about this,” Fiona mused.

		Reggie chortled and said, “I know he will; that knucklehead! He’ll get a good chuckle out of the notion of you marrying me.”

		“Maybe I should ask him for a divorce,” Fiona kidded Reggie, “then you and I could get married and Vaughn could be our second man!”

		“Don’t tempt me,” Reggie said, smiling back, “I’d love to marry you, and Vaughn would be welcome in our bed anytime.”

		The two of them cracked up over that wild idea. In no time, they were fucking again…

		

		****

		

		“That frigging bonehead; how could he throw that ball into triple coverage and think he wasn’t going to get intercepted?” Vaughn asked the question rhetorically.

		“Like you said, he’s a bonehead,” Reggie said, taking a pull off his beer. “He thinks that cannon arm of his is invincible. He’s a rookie, he’ll learn.”

		They were watching the early game, waiting for the Raider game to come on at one-thirty. The two men sat on the couch in the front room taking in the action on Vaughn’s new big screen television, and Fiona was busy readying the snacks for the main game, and sipping a Jack Black and coke while she worked.

		She was happy in the knowledge that both her men were going to fuck the ever-living daylights out of her before Reggie went home tonight. Fiona was looking forward to that, as were her lover and her husband!

		Sundays around their house this fall were pure heaven. Fiona liked football fairly well—she liked baseball more; it was easier to understand—and she adored being in bed with both Reggie and Vaughn at the same time almost as much as she enjoyed breathing.

		Every Sunday, they either went over to Reggie’s condo or he came over to their place and they all watched the games together. Sometimes, she had to admit, Fiona didn’t get to see all the game.

		Some weeks the score was so lopsided that she found herself down on her knees in front of the couch, sucking her guys’ cocks, just to keep them—and herself—amused. Needless to say, she looked forward to those kinds of games, since the men were liable to get so carried away by her oral attentions that all three of them wound up in the bedroom, enjoying an early fuck session while the next game was being recorded for later play.

		She loved being their shared fucktoy! It wasn’t like they looked down on her for being such a slut; they seemed to love how open it all was between the three of them when they were together.

		Vaughn never got even slightly jealous of Reggie anymore. It was like they were best friends who shared a mutual hobby—fucking Fiona!

		

		****

		

		One time, in early October, when the three of them were lying in bed together, after a torrid butt-fuck and pussy-fuck session—with Reggie in her ass and Vaughn in her cunt at the same time—Reggie looked over at him and said, “Hey, have you given that job with our outfit any more thought, pal?”

		“Aw, Reg, I’m no crew leader,” Vaughn said, grinning modestly and his face turning slightly red. “Give it to one of those guys already in the crew, that’s my advice. They’d probably resent a meathead like me being brought in from the outside and jumped up over their heads.”

		Fiona’s ears perked up. She asked them both, swiveling her head toward one, and then the other, “What sort of mischief have you two been cooking up behind my back?”

		“Oh, Reg wants me to interview at his dad’s construction outfit to be a crew chief,” Vaughn explained. “He brought it up while we were watching the Steelers game a couple of weeks back.”

		“Where was I?” Fiona wanted to know.

		“In the kitchen, getting us some more snacks and some fresh brewskis,” Reggie said, smiling, “doing your womanly duty.”

		“I thought I just did my womanly duty for you two bozos, a little while ago,” she kidded him back.

		“And you did it very well, too,” Reggie retorted, “didn’t she, Vaughn?”

		Her husband grinned and said, “She did at that, Reg. Fiona’s quite the multi-tasker. She does everything so great!”

		“That she does, Vaughn,” Reggie replied with a crocodile-like smile, “as a matter of fact, I was wondering if she wouldn’t mind doing it again, right now.”

		The three of them laughed and in moments, they were once again a pile of flesh which merged together, kissing, squeezing; feeling her nipples. Reggie ended up in her mouth this time, even though he had recently come in her ass, and Vaughn got the backdoor honors.

		She didn’t mind at all. Fiona didn’t care where her handsome, hunky guys fucked her, as long as they did it as beautifully as they were doing it now…

		

		****

		

		“Why didn’t you tell me about the possibility of your getting a new job in management?” Fiona quizzed her husband after Reggie had departed for the evening.

		“Oh, babe, I’m no crew chief,” he answered, “I’m just a grunt, carrying a shovel or running a backhoe on a construction site. That’s all I’ll ever be.”

		“Reggie wants you to at least try for the job,” she admonished him. “He thinks you could do it, I could tell.”

		“I wouldn’t want to get it that way anyhow,” Vaughn said. “It never would work out, working for a friend’s outfit; getting hired just because Reg and I are fuck buddies, when it comes to my wife!”

		She smiled and put her arms around his neck, saying, “Fuck buddies, huh? Is that what the three of us we are?”

		They were standing in the kitchen, sipping beers and eating the rest of the game day snacks and calling that dinner. The evening game sucked; that’s why Reggie had gone home so early. None of them wanted to watch it and they’d already fucked for an hour and a half.

		“What would be the difference, in being a crew member and crew chief?”

		“About twenty-thousand bucks a year, I guess,” Vaughn said, shrugging his shoulders, “and I wouldn’t have to do as much physical work on the job site. It would be more scheduling and keeping track of guys’ hours, and ordering more building materials, and like that.”

		“Your poor back isn’t getting any younger, honey,” she chided him. “Sitting in a construction trailer, writing up paperwork sounds way easier than humping bags of concrete.”

		“Yeah, I guess it would be at that, but we’ll never know, because I ain’t gonna’ even interview for it, and that’s final!”

		

		****

		

		Vaughn started the new job about the middle of October. Fiona and Reggie had finally talked him into at least interviewing for it, and he’d gotten it; with no help from Reggie, the big man solemnly swore.

		Reggie had hosted a beer bust at a club downtown before his first day on the new job, to celebrate Vaughn coming aboard, so he could meet the guys on his crew and he could meet them. Fiona was walking on air. Vaughn had worn a short sleeved dress shirt, with no tie, and slacks instead of jeans to the party.

		She thought her husband looked so handsome, all dressed up in his new clothes. And the other men seemed to like him, too, so that was a big plus.

		It was important—she knew—that the men readily accepted him and his leadership role. She so hoped he did well at his new position; it was a lot more money, it was true.

		But the thing she liked best about it was that it was his entrée to management! With Reggie pulling strings for him, there was no telling how far Vaughn might go with Patterson Industries!

		She and Vaughn were supposed to spend the night at Reggie’s condo after the company party. He had wanted to congratulate Vaughn in person.

		And, of course, he’d wanted to fuck Fiona, right along side of her husband. Fiona had just loved that idea…

		

		****

		

		It was November and it was getting to be too rainy and muddy to build anything that year, even in southern California. Finish crews were still able to work inside on projects that had been completed and Vaughn had been moved over to supervise one of them.

		He had taken to it easily, having discovered that he had a real knack for directing the work of others; his guys seemed to both like and respond to him as a boss. Vaughn was totally comfortable now in his new role as a supervisor, rather than being just another guy on the jobsite.

		The red pick up was gone. Vaughn had sold it, when he discovered that crew chiefs and above with Patterson Industries got to choose their own company work vehicles.

		So now Vaughn drove a Land Rover, a new one, with leather seats and every option you could imagine. It was British Racing Green, not fire engine red, and it purred rather than roared.

		Fiona loved it. She simply reveled in this new, better dressed, more put-together version of Vaughn!

		

		****

		

		It was ten o’clock on a Wednesday evening when the phone rang and Fiona answered it. The digital caller ID said something about a hospital and alarm bells went off in her head.

		“Is Vaughn around?” Reggie spoke hurriedly. He sounded very business-like but his stressed-out voice still had an edge of panic about it.

		Fiona was suddenly scared. The tension in Reggie’s voice seemed to reach through the phone line and grip her too!

		There was definitely something wrong: her lover hadn’t teased her the way he usually did when he called, making small talk, flirting with her for a while before asking to speak to Vaughn.

		“I’ll get him right away,” she said, putting down the phone.

		Vaughn was out in the garage, tinkering with a new drone he had just bought for himself. Reggie had one, and the two of them had a bet going as to who would prove to be the hottest drone pilot.

		“It’s Reggie,” she said tensely, “something’s wrong. I just know it. He’s calling from the hospital.”

		Vaughn dropped the screwdriver he was holding and bolted into the house, picking up the receiver. He nodded, his face turning pale and said, “I’ll be there, partner. See you in the morning, and I hope your dad gets better right away!”

		He hung up the phone and said, “Its Reggie’s dad. He had a stroke, apparently, and now Reggie has to step up and run the whole shooting match, at least until the old man gets better. There’s a big staff meeting happening at eight in the morning, and he wants me there.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Big Changes

		

		Fiona was on pins and needles, waiting for Vaughn to get home from work the following evening. She had called the hospital during the day and found out that the senior Patterson was listed in stable but serious condition in ICU, the Intensive Care Unit.

		She’d spoken briefly to Reggie at around noon, but he had tersely explained that he had no time to talk right then. Things, he said, were up in the air at work and he needed to see to them.

		The rest of the day was a blur of answering phones at the law office and worrying about what was happening over at Patterson Industries. Would Vaughn still have his new job when he got home tonight?

		It was now six o’clock and Vaughn still wasn’t home. She had just called him for what seemed like the hundredth time today, but his cell had gone right to voicemail, the way it had been doing since early afternoon.

		At six-thirty, the lights of his new Land Rover lit up the driveway. She heard the garage door go up and him pull inside.

		The door began to clank its way back down moments later. The kitchen door opened and Vaughn came in. His face and his whole posture seemed to say; tired, wrung out, and beat.

		Her hubby hadn’t looked this used up even when he’d worked the grunt end of construction. She stared at him expectantly, and he gave her a little smile and said wistfully, “I knew I should have stayed on the jobsite, instead of becoming a manager.”

		“What happened today?”

		“Well, it seems that Reg has two uncles, his dad’s brothers,” Vaughn said, heading over to the refrigerator and opening it.

		“When the old man was up and running things, they were content to just stay on the sidelines and cash their checks and live off the cash cow,” her husband said, taking out a beer for himself and opening it. “You want one?”

		Fiona shook her head that she didn’t and waited for him to go on. He opened the bottle and drank several swallows of beer and then said, “They think of Reggie as a lazy punk who never turns a hand around the place, and consequently they don’t want him taking over for his dad as interim CEO. I guess they’re afraid the cash cow will get sick and die on them, with Reg taking care of it instead of the old man.”

		She felt her heart sink. If Reggie went, she had a feeling Vaughn wouldn’t last long with the company either.

		“At first, Reggie’s mom was siding with the uncles,” Vaughn went on. “She loves her baby boy, but she was also of the opinion that he was as useless as a set of tits on a chicken.”

		“What does this mean for us?”

		Vaughn smiled and said, “Just hold on a minute; Bill Patterson ain’t dead yet and he’s still got the lion’s share of the stock and most of the say about who runs the place.”

		He tipped up his beer and nearly drained it before adding, “Part of the board meeting today was held in his private hospital room. He’s been moved out of intensive care, but he’s still hooked up to more monitors and drip bags than you’ve ever seen in your life.”

		She leaned back against the counter and a mental picture the vital, energetic older man she knew Reggie’s father to be flashed into her head. Apparently, that wasn’t the case any more.

		Vaughn added, “He was still weak as a kitten, but his mind was made up. Reggie’s still in charge of the whole company, at least for now.”

		Vaughn let out a deep sigh and said, “And he wants me to be his right hand guy, as far as the construction end of the business goes. Meet the new, interim vice president of the whole construction division, babe!”

		She gasped with undisguised surprise and delight. Fiona ran to him across the kitchen.

		He smiled and held her tight, breaking away at last to add, “Don’t get used to this. It’s just until the old man is back on his feet. Reggie felt like he needed someone he could trust to be in charge. There seemed to be enemies coming out of the walls there for awhile today, but now that the old man has spoken, everyone wants to kiss his ass.”

		Vaughn shook his head and added, “He wants guys around him he’s sure are really loyal to him; not a bunch of back-stabbing assholes who will sell him out to his uncles the first time the wind shifts.”

		Fiona saw how working in that sort of environment could be nerve-racking. She held Vaughn closer and whispered, “Maybe I should have let you stay a worker bee after all, honey, and not helped Reggie push you into management. This new job you’ve gotten yourself into sounds like it comes with a whole lot stress.”

		When they finished dinner that night, they watched a little television, and then went to bed. The sex between them seemed somehow detached and wooden. Both of them came, but Vaughn’s mind seemed to be a million miles away when he finally gave his little grunt of satisfaction and she felt his spunk jetting into her tight confines…

		

		****

		

		Right off the bat, she didn’t like the impact this new arrangement at work was having on their lives. Football Sunday was cancelled until further notice; in fact Sunday itself might just as well have been cancelled, for that matter!

		Vaughn and Reggie and the small handful of loyalist managers Reggie felt he could rely on worked through the weekend, reorganizing the company. Fiona loved that Vaughn was suddenly making a small fortune in salary—she didn’t even have to work anymore, if she didn’t want to—but she hated the fact that her husband’s new prominence within Patterson Industries was costing them their whole happy lifestyle!

		On the other hand, she adored the way Vaughn looked now. Reggie had packed him off to a good tailor as soon as he’d promoted him into senior management, so now her husband left for work every morning looking like an executive, in a couple of thousand dollars worth of new, custom-made clothes and handmade shoes!

		As she watched him drive away in his expensive new Land Rover—with a pair of three hundred dollar sunglasses on and with a haircut that had cost as much as a good dinner out for the two of them had in the days before his rapid rise to the top—she could barely believe he was the same rough and tumble guy she had been married to for nearly six years.

		On those now rare occasions when she found herself in bed with both Vaughn and Reggie at the same time, it was a totally different experience. It was like fucking not one but two devastatingly handsome, well-heeled men, not just one.

		Reggie had even talked Vaughn into trying an upper body wax, so her husband’s ripped torso was as free of hair as her lover’s! She remembered the last time they’d had a three-way, about ten days ago.

		After the fireworks were over, after that first round of ménage a trois sex, Fiona had lain between them, at the head of the bed. She had smiled as she’d run her fingertips over both of those sleek, muscular, hairless chests and had thought about how sweet it was to fuck two such handsome dudes, both at once, and what a lucky girl she was.

		Now, as she drove to work, she smiled ruefully: You have to pay for everything you get in life; nothing is free.

		Vaughn probably wouldn’t be home until around eight this evening, if tonight was like most nights lately. And he’d no doubt be too tired for a real session in the bedroom; a quick fuck was about the best she could expect, if she was lucky.

		Fiona pulled into the small parking lot right next to the building housing the law firm where she worked. Gil Stratton’s big, black Mercedes pulled into the lot right behind her, but she was pleased to see he parked at the other end, even though there was an open spot right next to her car, which was much closer to the front door.

		Stratton had barely uttered a word to her since that day in the park, when Reggie had jerked him out his car. Now, he averted his eyes—as if she wasn’t even there—and scuttled inside the front door.

		Fiona smiled and got out of her Dodge. She eyed Stratton’s new Mercedes sedan for a long time before going in to work.

		She and Vaughn had been discussing the possibility of her leasing a new, somewhat smaller, sportier Mercedes for herself, now that they could easily afford it. As she started for the front door, Fiona made up her mind: she would sell the Dodge and get the Mercedes for herself!

		I deserve it; she thought as she pushed open the door and entered the building, my sex life was perfect, before Bill, Reggie’s father, had his stroke. And now my husband is barely home anymore, and I don’t see Reggie nearly as much as I did before either. I should have something to help compensate me for spending so much time alone at night!

		Fiona knew she was being petty. As she settled into her desk and put her purse away in the top drawer, she told herself that having all of that money in the bank, new clothes by the score, and treating herself to facials and spa treatments on a regular basis was pretty awesome!

		But so was having lots and lots of cock, whenever I wanted it! She had the risqué thought as she was answering her first phone call of the day…

		

		****

		

		“This is fucking ridiculous!” Fiona snorted out the angry words as she slid off the bed and put her vibrator back into its hiding place in the bottom drawer of her nightstand, behind a stack of trashy novels.

		I just had a so-so orgasm from jilling off my pussy, daydreaming about how things USED to be with Vaughn and Reggie!

		She glanced at the digital clock next to the bed and saw that it was just six in the evening. Vaughn probably wouldn’t be home for at least two hours yet, and he’d be too wrung out from his stressful day to worry much about sex, or about her; and her…needs as a healthy woman in her middle-twenties!

		“This has got to stop,” she muttered to herself as she got up off the bed and put her clothes back on. “I’ve got to talk to Vaughn, and to Reggie, too, about this situation, and soon!”

		Still angry and out of sorts, she stalked into the kitchen and made herself a drink, a strong one. As she sipped the liquor, she thought, “I’m a hotwife, after all! I shouldn’t ever be wanting for cock!”

		Maybe I’ll tell the boys that I want to take advantage of my status as a hotwife, and go out and find myself a new lover…if they’re both going to continue being “too busy” to meet my basic needs anymore!

		“I deserve better than this,” she assured herself in a low whisper, better than coming home night after night to an empty house; better than rubbing my pussy off with a fucking…VIBRATOR when I want sex!

		She decided not to say anything to Vaughn tonight after all; electing to wait until she had both him and Reggie in one spot, so she could make her decision known to them at the same time! Fiona smiled at the thought of that little scenario as she finished her drink.

		Making herself another one, she murmured aloud, “I think I’d like a black guy for my new boy-toy; one with a dick even longer and fatter than Reggie’s! Yeah, that sounds about right; a young black stud who will really give it to me…just the way I’m craving it!”

		Fiona smiled and took a sip of her new cocktail. She shuddered. It was strong, too strong; she could really taste the Jack Daniels in this one!

		But she didn’t care. She wanted it strong; to help chase away the feeling that her whole life was slipping out of control as she contemplated cheating on both Vaughn and Reggie…

		

		****

		

		It had just turned nine o’clock on that night. She and an exhausted Vaughn had just finished up an order-in dinner from a Chinese place a few miles away.

		He was making noises about going to bed already, and it wasn’t to have sex. It was so he could fall into yet another well-deserved, oblivious sleep; leaving her out in the cold—as far as love-making went—for one more night.

		She couldn’t even remember the last time he’d come home from the office with that old “look” in his eye. It seemed to her that the only time they made love anymore was on the weekends, and even that had degenerated of late into a wham-bam, thank-you-mam affair that left her hungering for a lot more!

		Two weeks ago, when Reggie had last come over and spent the night, had only been marginally better. But that night had not been close to what she remembered so fondly from times the three of them had first had gotten together.

		Those early all-night-long fireworks had now morphed into low-energy, catch-as-catch-can affairs that—while they were much better than the ho-hum couplings she and Vaughn now enjoyed on their own—were still a far cry from the excitement of their ménage-a-trois of old! It was as if the stress and strain of helming Patterson Industries through its current sea of trouble was sapping the natural energy out of both her men, leaving precious little left over for her!

		Sure enough, tonight proved to be no exception; by the time she emerged from the bathroom that evening, wearing one of her sexiest lingerie outfits, Vaughn was already dead out and snoring softly. She mentally stomped her foot and got into bed next to her near comatose husband, shutting off the lights.

		Another afternoon session with the vibrator tomorrow was the only sex she was likely to get after all. Fiona snuggled down into the covers and promised herself all that was about to change.

		She was going to do something about this tomorrow, by God, she was! She didn’t know exactly what that was going to be yet, but she was going to do something! That was for sure!

		

		****

		

		“So, are both you and Reggie going to be at the office this afternoon?” She asked the question casually during breakfast the next morning.

		“Sure, where else would we be?”

		“Sometimes you’re out on a project, checking things out for yourself,” Fiona answered, sipping her coffee.

		“Well, I don’t intend to do that today,” he said absently, reaching for another piece of bacon. “Why do you ask?”

		“It’s nothing,” she murmured almost inaudibly, “I thought I might take the afternoon off and go over to the Mercedes dealership, to see about leasing myself a new car. I was wondering if you could squeeze out an hour to go with me, that’s all.”

		Vaughn sighed and said, “I’d love to, baby, but not today. I have about a half a dozen reports due tomorrow, for the monthly meeting. So I’m going to be hunkered down in my office, finishing them up all afternoon.”

		“That’s okay,” Fiona assured him with a sad little smile, “maybe we can go car shopping some other time.”

		“Some other afternoon,” he said apologetically, “that’s a promise, honey!”

		

		****

		

		Fiona had told her boss that she wasn’t feeling well and had taken the afternoon off. But instead of driving over to the Mercedes place or home, however, she drove out to Patterson Industries and parked in the big lot. She got out of her Dodge and locked it, and made a beeline straight for the front doors, a determined expression on her face.

		She hadn’t been to the headquarters building all that many times before, but the receptionist nevertheless recognized her immediately and asked, with a big, insincere smile on her pretty face, “Mrs. Meade; how may I help you today?”

		“I’m here to see my husband,” Fiona answered briefly, marching right past the lobby reception desk and over to the elevators. “You can tell him I’m on my way up if you want.”

		Not really giving a damn whether the receptionist announced her or not, Fiona stepped into an elevator and watched the doors close in front of her. Vaughn’s new office, as temporary Vice President of the Construction Division, was on the executive level, on the highest floor of the Patterson building, the ninth.

		She strode off the elevator and right up to the receptionist on that floor. The girl smiled at her and pointed toward Vaughn’s office, saying, “Go right in.”

		Vaughn’s secretary also smiled at her and got up to open the door to his private office. Fiona smiled back curtly and entered the big office, closing the door securely behind her.

		Her husband was sitting behind his big mahogany desk, looking bemused and slightly peeved. He said, “I told you this morning, I’m up to my neck in reports, babe. I really don’t have time to go car shopping with you.”

		His desk was littered with paper and several manila folders lay open among them. He was in his shirtsleeves, his suit coat hanging over the back of one of his client chairs, and his necktie had been loosened as well.

		“I’m not here about the car. That can wait,” she informed him in a no-nonsense tone of voice. “Is Reggie here in the building?”

		“Well, yeah he is, I suppose,” Vaughn answered noncommittally. “He’s got reports due tomorrow at that meeting the same as I do.”

		“You two are going to give me ten minutes of your time right…now,” Fiona announced in a steady, not-to-be-denied voice.

		“Can’t this wait till next week?”

		“As far as I’m concerned, it can’t wait another damn minute!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		New Wrinkle

		

		“…and so—since you two are too busy to pay any attention to me lately—I’ve decided that I’m going to start looking for a new playmate right away,” she said, finishing up what she had to say.

		“How soon is ‘right away’?” Reggie asked, looking slightly thunderstruck at her unexpected announcement.

		“Tomorrow’s Friday,” she answered, her stare flinty with resolve, “so I guess I may as well start tomorrow night.”

		Vaughn looked at Reggie, who stared back helplessly at Vaughn, who urged him, “Do something, man; reason with her!”

		“Me…you’re her husband,” Reggie answered, sounding just as flummoxed by this turn of events as Vaughn was.

		Fiona’s husband cleared his throat and said, “Things should get better soon, babe. After tomorrow’s big meeting, it should be clear sailing for a while, until Bill gets back on his feet.”

		“That’s right,” Reggie readily agreed. “Our numbers have stabilized dramatically over the last couple of weeks, so there’s not going to be as much emphasis from my uncles on replacing me as the top man in the organization.”

		Fiona shrugged and said, “Maybe that will happen, maybe not; I’m not willing to wait around another few months to see if it’s true.”

		Before either of them could speak again, she closed with: “I used to have a marvelous sex life; now I have next to none. I am a hotwife, so I intend to change that.”

		She fixed her gaze on Vaughn as she said that, and concluded, “You used to love the fact that I was one of those. Well, darling, hotwives are supposed to go out and meet new guys; spend their nights getting pleasured by new cocks. That’s all part of the lifestyle, so that’s just what I intend to do.”

		“But what about us, honey,” Reggie asked, “what are we going to do while you’re out catting around?”

		Again, she merely shrugged as she replied, “I don’t really care. You two will have to figure that out for yourselves.”

		She gathered up her purse and prepared to leave, saying, “You never seem to be able to find time for me anymore, so why should I find time for you two?”

		They were still trying to come up with an answer to that when she turned on her heel and opened the office door. She closed it behind her as she stepped out into the hallway and went straight to the elevators.

		

		****

		

		As usual lately, it was already eight o’clock on Friday night and Vaughn still wasn’t home yet. Fiona sighed and finished getting ready for her big night out.

		She had eaten a light dinner by herself at six and then had gone into the bathroom to shower, shave her body where it needed to be shaved, and fix her face and hair just so. Yesterday, after leaving the Patterson Building, she had gone straight to the nearest Nordstrom and bought herself a new outfit for tonight’s little clubbing adventure.

		Now, she looked at herself in the mirrored doors of the master bedroom closet and smiled. She looked hot!

		Her new lace mini-dress wasn’t flashy, but it had a short hemline—designed to show off her long legs—and it featured a seriously low-cut bodice. She was flashing major cleavage, just standing still.

		And she wouldn’t be standing still at the dance club! She had elected to wear the dress without a bra, so her luscious breasts would be shimmying and shaking for all the men present in the club to see and to lust after!

		“Gonna’ get some strange cock tonight, for sure!” She whispered the naughty words aloud, looking at her image in the mirror.

		She had on her new, three-inch Louboutin black heels and was carrying a sleek patent leather clutch purse which matched them perfectly. The dress was berry-colored, and set off her tanned skin and her mane of tawny red and brown hair.

		Glancing at the clock, she saw it was now approaching eight-thirty. She snapped off the bathroom and bedroom lights and made her way out to the front room and then into the kitchen.

		She looked at the incredible flower arrangement that had been delivered this afternoon. The card attached to them had said they came from both Vaughn and Reggie, and that things were going to change for the better real soon!

		I wondered if my little ultimatum would get Vaughn home early tonight, so he could try one last time to argue me out of finding myself a new boy-toy, she thought disappointedly to herself, her eyes moving from the impressive arrangement to the clock on the microwave.

		Guess not; well, if he doesn’t care enough to come home by now, or at least call, I’m not going to wait for him—flowers or no flowers—that’s for sure!

		Fiona opened the door leading out to the garage and shut it behind her. She was in her Dodge and backing out into the driveway seconds later, the garage door already on its way back down.

		She pushed the flowers and the nice note from her mind and concentrated on her driving. Good intentions were fine, but what really counted were results, as far as she was concerned!

		She’d planned to hit the Oasis first, and then the Metro Club, and the Paradise if needed. Fiona didn’t care how many clubs she had to visit tonight: all she cared about was meeting just the right guy and hooking up with him!

		

		****

		

		“Fuck, she’s gone already!” Vaughn cursed aloud as he pulled into the garage at a quarter to nine and saw Fiona’s parking space standing empty and forlorn.

		I knew I should have let those numbers from the Midwestern States section wait until Monday! Vaughn cursed himself for dawdling at the office for an extra half hour to look those figures over before leaving for home.

		“I didn’t think she’d really go through with it, I guess,” he muttered to himself as he went into the kitchen and got himself a beer out of the refrigerator.

		He eyed the expensive flower arrangement angrily and just managed to restrain himself from giving it a boot, thinking: Fucking thing didn’t even slow her up!

		Not knowing what else to do, he called Reggie on his cell phone. When his pal answered, he said without preamble, “She’s gone, Reg! She’s fucking gone! I’m standing here in the kitchen with those damn flowers we sent, but she’s nowhere to be seen!”

		“Just wait there,” Reggie said, sounding nearly as upset as Vaughn was, “I’ll come by and get you and we’ll see if we can find her.”

		“How are we going to do that?”

		“We’ll hit all the major clubs she likes to go to, that’s how,” Reggie answered. “Stay right where you are and I’ll be right over.”

		The line went dead and Vaughn inhaled the beer he had just opened and snapped the cap off another one. Reggie couldn’t get here fast enough, as far as he was concerned!

		

		****

		

		God but he’s hung! Fiona told herself as she danced cheek to cheek with the incredibly handsome black man.

		The guy—whose name was Javon—was six-four or six-five, even taller than Reggie, and built like a man who knew his way around a weight room! He had a tiny waist, huge pecs and biceps, and ebony skin.

		His eyes were dark brown, like hers, but his lacked the little gold flecks of color that made hers so arresting. Dreamy young Javon’s cock was at least as long as Reggie’s—she could tell that just from dancing with him during slow numbers like this one—and it was very hard!

		She imagined herself licking it like a snow-cone, taking it deep in her mouth; riding it with her tits flying all about and a big smile on her face. Fiona felt her erect nipples dragging across his chest, even through the layers of fabric which separated them, and her pussy lips were so wet, so ready for that huge cock of his, that they slid easily against each other as she danced, like two juicy halves of an orange, just begging to be squeezed!

		“What would you say to going back to my place, so we can get better acquainted, Fiona?” He asked her just then.

		“Mmmmmmmmm that sounds like a wonderful idea to me, babe,” she whispered in his ear by way of a reply, pointedly rubbing her tits against his big chest.

		I’m behaving like such a slut! She admonished herself as she went back to her table and to gather up her purse and finish her last Jack Daniels black and coke, while Javon went up to the bar to settle up their tab for the evening.

		Well, that’s what tonight was really all about, she admitted as she turned and took his arm as he approached the table. I wanted a big, black cock to play with, and now it appears I have one!

		She asked herself, on the way out of the club, if she still felt justified in cheating on both Vaughn and Reggie this way. To her shock, she found that she did!

		If Vaughn really cared; he’d have come home from the office at a decent time tonight! She had the self-righteous thought as she made her way out of the club with her new black boy-toy.

		Looking over at hunky Javon, she had to confess that she couldn’t wait to fuck him and that gave her a moment’s pause. She asked herself when she had become such a down-and-dirty girl.

		I guess it was a gradual thing, she assured herself. At first, it was naughty enough, just dancing with other guys while Vaughn watched. And then the action gradually got hotter and hotter, and I guess I did, too!

		Javon led her over to a new Chevy Impala and opened the door. It wasn’t exactly in the same league as Reggie’s Maserati, but it was a nice car nevertheless.

		Her new lover told her that he lived in Glendale, a few miles away, and headed for the Six-Oh-Five freeway. She settled back in the seat and thought about Vaughn and Reggie, and all the bedroom fun they’d had together over the past year.

		Once in a while, she’d glance over at Javon and her heart would speed up. She was going to have fun tonight, too! She just knew this guy would be hot in bed, and she knew that she was ready to do anything he wanted in order to please him…anything at all!

		

		****

		

		“What do you mean; ‘she left a few minutes ago with some black dude’,” Reggie growled at the bartender incredulously.

		Standing beside him, Vaughn put his picture of Fiona away in his suit coat and leaned over onto the bar, demanding, “Who is this guy? Was he a regular? What’s his name?”

		The bored-looking bartender said, “I’ve seen him in here before, but I don’t know his name. He’s just another dude, looking to hook up and score some pussy tonight, man, like most of the guys in this place.”

		“His bar tab, did he pay it with a credit card?” Reggie demanded hopefully.

		“No, he used cash, I remember that,” the barman said.

		“Fuck,” Vaughn whispered under his breath, “they could be anywhere in the city by now.”

		Reggie shook his head glumly in agreement. He tossed the bartender a twenty dollar tip for his “help” and gunned down the rest of his beer.

		“Let’s go over to my place and wait,” he suggested to Vaughn, who emulated his actions with his own beer.

		“Maybe she’ll answer a text message from me, when she gets to his place,” Vaughn said to Reggie.

		“She might,” Reggie said, his dour face brightening a little, “let’s go.”

		

		****

		

		“This is nice,” Fiona told Javon, looking around the nondescript apartment.

		“It’s okay,” Javon answered her, “it’s the best I can afford right now. I just got my degree from State and went to work for Preston Manufacturing earlier this year. We make a couple of lines of cheap consumer electronics. I’m just a floor supervisor, starting out; but I plan on moving up the ladder real fast.”

		The door to one of the bedrooms opened and a huge, somewhat rough-looking black man joined them in the front room. Javon said, “This is my cousin, Lee. Lee, this is Fiona; I met her at the Oasis earlier this evening.”

		There was absolutely no family resemblance between the two of them that Fiona could see, other than their height. Lee was as tall as Javon, but where Javon was muscular and lithe; Lee was massive, built like a thick tree trunk.

		Facially, there was a world of difference in the two men as well. Javon was classically handsome, while Lee’s facial features were more like the stereotypical African American’s. He had the wide nose, the kinky hair, and the big, pronounced lips.

		They both had ebony skin and white teeth, however. And Lee gave off an almost primal sexual aura; she got the feeling that he would love nothing better than to strip her clothes off and fuck her senseless—right there in the living room in front of his cousin!

		Javon said at that moment, “Can I offer you something to drink, Fiona?”

		“Uh, sure, beer would be fine, if you’ve got it,” she said, her eyes never leaving the predatory Lee’s as she spoke.

		He made her nervous as hell, with the way he just kept staring at her. There was no denying that!

		“We’ve got some Pabst, would that be okay?”

		“Yeah, anything,” she said absently, still locked in a staring match with Lee.

		“You fine,” Lee whispered to her as soon as Javon disappeared into the kitchen to fetch the beer.

		“Thank you,” Fiona replied nervously.

		“You like big black dick, huh?”

		She shivered at the question and prayed Javon would hurry back from the refrigerator with those beers! Lee chuckled at her obvious discomfort and murmured, “Javon got a big cock alright, but mine’s bigger, white girl. Maybe you’ll find out just how big, later tonight, if you get lucky!”

		Just then, Javon returned with three cans of Pabst. Fiona gulped hers down in a very unladylike manner, craving more alcohol to help cure her sudden nervousness.

		The three of them sat on the nearby couch for a few minutes and talked. It turned out that Lee worked at the same place Javon did, but as a forklift driver, not a supervisor.

		Javon had recommended his cousin for the job and he’d been hired a few weeks ago. She got the idea that Lee was having trouble finding work, and that Javon’s letting him share this apartment came more from a sense of family obligation than it did from a genuine desire to have Lee around.

		“Well, it was nice to meet you,” his somewhat surly relative said at last, his beer gone. “I’ll let you two lovebirds get on with your evenin’.”

		Lee stood up and vanished back into his room, leaving the two of them alone. Javon seemed as happy to see him go as she did, but he didn’t say so.

		Instead, he merely pointed down the hall to his own room and asked, “Shall we?”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, baby, you suck it so fine!” Javon raved as Fiona’s lips went up and down on his long, thick ebony cock minutes later. “And those titties of yours are so big, so pretty!”

		They were both naked on Javon’s queen size bed and she was feasting on his giant spear of hard flesh. It felt so great in her mouth, and her pussy was oozing lubricant!

		“Do you like it, honey?” She purred out the words, licking at his cock now, instead of sucking it. “Do you like having my lips around it as well as I’m enjoying sucking it for you?”

		Not waiting for an answer, she slid it back into her mouth and began to bob her head once more, her tongue never ceasing its caress of his hot, hard meat. He moaned and closed his eyes in ecstasy, saying, “No one’s ever sucked it like you do, girl! Your mouth feels like magic, around my big cock!”

		“Is that what you want…a blowjob to start out with?” She asked him teasingly, pulling her mouth of him again, still running her lively little tongue up and down his pulsing dick as she held it lightly in her left hand.

		“Or do you want to slide this hard thing right into my tight little pink pussy?”

		Javon groaned again and his dick jerked in her hand. He gasped, “Got to fuck you now, baby—got to shove my hard cock into you!”

		Fiona let go of his prick and asked languidly, “How do you want me, honey, on my back or on my side, or maybe up on my hands and knees?”

		Her excited black lover gasped again and looked at her like a famished man might regard a huge buffet lunch, as if he was having trouble deciding just what he wanted to gorge on first! At last, he lurched up onto his knees and reached down to spread her legs wide as she lay over on her back in front of him.

		“Like this,” he grunted, setting the knob of his hard prick into her super-wet pussy lips and shoving forward. “I want to fuck you like this, to start out with!”

		Fiona sighed as he took her, hard and deep, with one big thrust of his powerful hips. His cock was as thick as Reggie’s had been, and it went in just as far.

		It felt wonderful! Getting fucked this way was just what she had been craving for months now.

		And the fact that Javon was black and handsome as all get out made it even better! She realized that she was cheating on both Vaughn and Reggie by doing it with this virtual stranger; and somehow, that was like the icing on the cake!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Waiting/Partying The Night Away

		

		“This is pure agony!” Reggie groused, drinking what seemed like his fifteenth beer of the night. “How did you ever stand this, when she was spending the night with me, before I ever met you?”

		“It wasn’t easy, Reg,” Vaughn observed wryly, sipping at his own Chivas and soda. “I remember that well enough!”

		The two men were standing in Reggie’s living room, furtively glancing at the clock, and then their cell phones as they drank. Each of them had texted Fiona over the last hour, but neither of them had gotten a reply.

		“What do you suppose she’s doing right now?” Reggie asked plaintively.

		Vaughn flashed him a wry smile and said, “You know what she’s apt to be doing as well as I do, partner. And you don’t want to think about that too hard; trust me on that one!”

		Reggie gave him a look as if he’d just been kicked squarely in the balls and finished his beer. He went into the kitchen and got himself another.

		Vaughn went over to the bar and made a fresh Chivas and soda for himself, glancing over at the clock on the mantel. It was now eleven at night and they were no closer to knowing where Fiona was than when they’d started out to find her at nine or so.

		“Do…do you think he’s got a big one?” Reggie asked blearily as he returned from the kitchen with his beer, looking the worse for wear from downing all those previous beers.

		Vaughn made a sour face and replied, “What do you think…you know Fiona’s tastes as well as I do!”

		They looked at each other in silence for nearly a minute, and then Vaughn added, “Big, small, what the fuck difference does it make? It’s in her; that’s all that counts, while we stand here like a couple of losers, drowning our sorrows!”

		Again, Reggie reacted as if Vaughn had just sucker-punched him. He staggered over to the couch and sat down heavily.

		After thinking about the predicament they found themselves in for a few moments, he said gravely, “We’re not going to let this happen again, man!”

		He looked up at Vaughn and finished with, “We’ve got to start giving Fiona what she needs, you know?”

		Vaughn stared back at him through an alcohol-induced fog and asked, “And just what is it you think she needs, Reg?”

		“Cock; and lots of it, that’s what she needs, of course!” Reggie blurted.

		They just looked at each other for long moments and then they both started to laugh somewhat ruefully at that hard truth…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yeah, that’s it,” Fiona screamed at the top of her lungs as her first orgasm of the night struck, “fuck me hard; just like that with that big black dick of yours!”

		Young Javon had proved to be almost timid at first. He’d fucked her as if he was afraid he’d hurt her with his girth and bulk when he had initially slid down into her all the way.

		But after he’d seen how eager she was to be pummeled by his huge dick, he’d really loosened up and started to bang it into her! Now he was ravaging her, deeply and hungrily—the way Reggie always had when he’d been really horny for her tight little pussy—and she loved it!

		“Oh, God, fuck me hard and make me come!” She pled with him at the top of her lungs again, as she was about to climax and climax furiously on his driving dick.

		“Ugh! Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck,” he gasped, his flying prick bucking inside of her slickly-gripping sheath of muscle, “here it is, you hot bitch! Take my come; take all of it!”

		What seemed like a gallon of hot, slippery jism began to flood her spasming cunt and Fiona screamed and came like a madwoman, clinging to him; thrusting her pussy upward, burying his thick cock in her all the way as it pumped an endless stream of spunk into her womb!

		Oh, fuck, this guy is really jizzing me! Fiona told herself. I hope my birth control pills work, because I’m not sure how Vaughn would react to a black baby!

		It might almost be worth it, though, she assured herself as her release reached its very peak. God, but this is a great orgasm!

		

		****

		

		“Jesus, sweetie, you really filled me up with your come!” Fiona admonished Javon a few minutes later, as they snuggled together at the top of the bed. “Those big balls of yours pack a lot of spunk, don’t they?”

		Javon managed to look proud and ashamed of his outpouring, both at the same time. He murmured, “I always shoot a lot, when I come. Most girls seem to like it.”

		She all but purred as she assured him, “Oh, I like it! But it’s kind of messy, now that it’s over. I’ll be right back. I want to duck into the bathroom and clean myself up a little.”

		He flashed her a lazy little smile and watched as she got out of bed, putting a hand over her leaking pussy slit as she made for the bedroom door. Fiona debated with herself about putting some clothes on as she dashed to the nearby bathroom, but she remembered that Lee had closed his bedroom door earlier.

		I should be alright, if I hurry, she told herself as she stepped into the darkened hallway and closed Javon’s bedroom door behind her. I’ll just…

		Lee’s bedroom door swung open and he stood there dressed in a ratty old bathrobe, staring hungrily at her naked body. A huge grin spread over his not-so-handsome face as he reached for her.

		“I…I just wanted to clean up,” she explained lamely, his hand tightening over her left wrist.

		“Thaaas, okay, darlin’,” he said, tugging her into his room and closing the door. “I like a slippery pussy. I need it, for a dick as big as mine to fit into a pussy as small as that one!”

		She started to back up, to protest, but Lee opened the robe and it fell from his shoulders, baring his enormous cock and droopy-looking nut sac. It was far and away the biggest one she’d ever seen in her life—even in porno films—and it was only halfway hard!

		“It’s…it’s so…huge!” Her voice was a strangled gasp of surprise.

		“Oh, I imagine we can make it fit,” Lee assured her confidently, tossing her body onto his unmade bed. “It always seems to, at that!”

		Before she could even think about fighting him off, he was on top of her, kissing her mouth with his soft lips, grinding his kinky chest hair into her nipples; his gigantic cock head brushing up against her flooded cunt lips. She tried to squirm away underneath him but his body weight was too great.

		He had her pinned to the mattress and before she even knew it, his prick tip was burrowing its way into her juicy opening! Fiona gasped as the biggest thing she’d ever imagined forced its way past her elastic little lips and buried itself deep in her belly!

		“Oh, oh, fuck; its so biiiiiiiiiig!” She protested as he powered the rest of his nearly foot-long cock into her.

		She felt those huge nuts of his up against her ass cheeks at last, and knew he was all the way inside her. She shuddered and just lay there as he drew himself nearly back out of her and plunged his cock back into her, taking her all the way up to the hilt once again.

		“Uhhhhhhhh!” She moaned as his hips picked up speed.

		He was fucking her! She knew he wasn’t going to stop now, no matter how much she pleaded for him to do so!

		The savage coupling raged on and on. Gradually, Fiona had to admit to herself, Lee’s incredible dick began to feel better and better as it reamed out her poor pussy!

		Shockwaves of pre-orgasmic pleasure started to radiate through her ravaged cunt and she found herself moving her hips in time with his mighty thrusts down into her. She gave up her initial resistance entirely and wrapped her arms around his broad back and moaned as he took her relentlessly, over and over again.

		He’s ugly, but I’ve never had a cock like his before! She told herself as the little twinges of pre-come pleasure grew sharper and closer together. Oh, God help me but, it’s starting to feel so good! Why is his huge dick beginning to feel so sweet up inside me?

		The whole bed was bouncing now, from the power of his lunges down into her. The headboard was beating a steady tattoo against the wall and she knew Javon was aware of what was happening! He had to know his brutish cousin was fucking her too!

		Somehow, that made the nasty thing happening to her feel even nastier! Fiona was breathing hard now, as if she had just finished running a mile, flat-out, and she was digging her nails into Lee’s back, urging him silently to ride her even harder!

		The orgasm—when it hit—was like none she had ever experienced, as far as intensity and length were concerned. Fiona wanted to shriek, but she found she had no breath.

		It had all been sucked out of her by the fierceness of her climax; by the heat of Lee’s come as it boiled down into her depths in a torrent! The two of them stuck like glue to each other, his cock as deep in her as it would go; huge pulses of come sensation rolling through both of them!

		“You…you the hottest piece of ass I’ve ever had, baby!” He moaned out the words when their shared orgasm began to ebb at last. “What a fuck you are!”

		Fiona didn’t want to, but she found herself whispering, “So are you! Oh, God, what a dick you’ve got!”

		The homely man beamed down at her and murmured, “You want some more of that, white girl?”

		Knowing she shouldn’t but again unable to control herself, she sighed, “God, do I ever?”

		

		****

		

		“No! Not back there!” She said the words sternly as Lee toyed with her asshole. “You’re too fucking big!”

		Lee paid no attention, calmly squirting more lube into her gaped-open rear hole. After all, Javon had already fucked her back there, while Lee was balling her pussy!

		The two of them were in bed with her now, just the way Reggie and Vaughn used to be. And she had been denying them nothing!

		It was close to four in the morning and the three of them had had sex together just about every way two guys and a girl can experience each other! She had blown both of them, greedily swallowing their copious outpourings of come.

		And they had, of course, fucked her numerous times apiece. After that, they’d showered together, and then she’d let them DP her, with Javon up her butt and Lee deep in her pussy.

		Now, Lee wanted some ass, too! Was she going to deny him…was she going to say “no”?

		Not likely, she admitted to herself somewhat disparagingly, I’ve been the perfect little whore for these two for the past five hours or so. Why should I start saying “no” now?

		“You too hot to ever say ‘no’, baby,” Lee whispered in her ear as he eased a big glob of lube up into her ass, as if he’d been reading her mind, “thaaas what I like about you so much!”

		Javon laughed and said good-naturedly, “You for sure right about that, cous! Our little Fiona, here, is one of the hottest pieces of ass on the planet!”

		He reached over and put a big hand on her neck. Gently, he urged her downward, until her lips touched his hard cock.

		She moaned and took him in her mouth, licking and sucking, while Lee sluiced the lube up her ass, getting it ready for his monster cock! His thick finger floated on a cushion of sex lube and his cousin’s spunk as it entered her nether hole, so he had no trouble in spreading the slippery gel around as deeply as he wanted to!

		Oh, God, it’s going to feel so big up inside my asshole! She told herself.

		But she made no move to stop him as he got her up onto her hands and knees on the mattress and got around behind her. She continued to give Javon’s thick cock the blowjob of its life as Lee set the head of his mammoth dick against her distended ass opening and gently pushed forward.

		Fiona sighed around Javon’s cock meat as Lee filled her most forbidden hole with hot, hard prick! She whimpered and gasped, but he didn’t stop pushing until she could feel his huge balls dangling against her pussy lips!

		Oh, oh, fuck…it’s so huge! She protested to herself, her tongue all over Javon’s cock head and shaft.

		Lee started to ass-fuck her, and at first it was quite a stretch for poor, tortured ass! But slowly, she loosened up as he began to play with her clit while he banged away in her. Javon reached down and took a nipple in each hand and began to gently squeeze them as his cousin corn-holed her and teased her clit.

		When the two men were sure she was really into this, Javon eased his hard dick out of her mouth and watched as Lee gradually got her up onto his lap as he sat back against the pillows at the head of the bed. His cousin moved forward, gliding the head of his own ebony dick against her weeping pussy lips.

		“Take it, baby,” he hissed as he slid into her, Lee still deep in her ass, “you know you want to!”

		Fiona moaned in half-hearted protest; a denial that might have been more believable had she not thrown her arms around his neck as he began to fuck her pussy in perfect time with Lee’s cock thrusts up her butt! She let Javon’s tongue into her mouth and rubbed her super-aroused nipples against his chest as they rag-dolled her cock-impaled body between them.

		She did want it! This was exactly what she’d been seeking tonight…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		A New Beginning

		

		“I’m on my way home now. Last night was…interesting!”

		Her succinct text appeared on Vaughn’s cell phone at one o’clock the next afternoon. He had passed out on Reggie’s couch and he could hear his host snoring in the bedroom.

		“I’m over at Reggie’s. Why don’t you come here instead?”

		He sent the text back and moments later, her reply came through almost immediately: “I’m on my way.”

		Moaning from the intensity of his hangover, Vaughn staggered up off the couch, took a massive piss, and then started some coffee. As it brewed, he stumbled down the hallway and stuck his head into Reggie’s bedroom, saying, “Hey, Sleeping Beauty, up and at ‘em! Fiona’s on her way over here!”

		Reggie groaned and muttered, “Did anybody get the license number of the truck that ran over me last night?”

		“No, but I’m pretty sure it was a Corona truck,” Vaughn said teasingly, playing along with the old joke. “Do you want to shower first, or should I?”

		“Yeah, I guess I will,” Reggie said, slowly sitting up in bed and massaging his temples with his fingertips.

		He stopped abruptly and looked over at Vaughn, asking, “Is Fiona okay? Did she say anything about last night?”

		Vaughn made a face and said, “Just that it was…interesting, and that she was on her way over here.”

		“Well, fuck me,” Reggie murmured, sounding extremely disgruntled with her actions. “Glad she had a good time. She sure put us through hell!”

		“Welcome to the hotwife lifestyle, pal…from the other side!”

		Vaughn went into the kitchen to get himself a cup of the newly brewed coffee. He heard Reggie cursing Fiona’s fickleness under his breath all the way down the hallway as the shower started.

		

		****

		

		The three of them sat in the living room, not speaking. All were freshly showered but two of them—Fiona and Vaughn--were dressed in the same clothes they had on last night, having put them on this morning after she had finished getting ready in Javon’s bathroom.

		Vaughn looked only slightly worse for wear, having gone to sleep in his underwear on Reggie’s couch after taking off his suit, shirt and necktie and drunkenly laying them out on a nearby easy chair to prevent wrinkling. He had finally passed out at about three in the morning. He had showered and gotten right back into his day-old clothes a little while ago.

		“Well, we all look like someone drug us through a knot hole,” Fiona commented, eyeing them with a sly smile on her face, “though I suspect for different reasons.”

		“I sure as hell didn’t get much sleep last night,” Reggie carped.

		He glared at Fiona and asked, “What came over you, baby? Didn’t you know Vaughn and I would worry about you, when you pulled a stunt like that?”

		Fiona tossed her head and answered airily, “Oh, please, Reggie; I made it as clear as day what I was going to do on Thursday, during my visit to Vaughn’s office. You two couldn’t have been all that surprised!”

		Reggie sputtered as if she’d just dumped a pitcher of ice cold water on his head. He blurted, “Well, I was surprised, I’ll have you know! You didn’t give Vaughn and I time to do shit…you just went right out and found another guy to fuck!”

		Fiona smiled cattily and decided to twist the knife in the wound a bit by advising him that his statement wasn’t entirely correct, saying, “I found two guys to fuck, if you must know!”

		She enjoyed seeing the shocked looks on her two boys’ faces so much that she added, “Oh, and they were both black and had humongous cocks, too!”

		Turning to Reggie, she said, “One of them—Lee was his name--had a prick that makes yours look positively ordinary, darling!”

		“Ordinary…my dick,” he huffed disbelievingly.

		“He was a foot long, if he was an inch,” she needled him still further, batting her eyelashes his way, “and I took him everywhere…and I do mean everywhere, all night long!”

		“H-Holy fuck, babe,” Vaughn gasped.

		“Those guys really spunked me, when they came, too,” Fiona continued to tantalize them. “They both had big balls, and those balls were just full of come for me to swallow; for those black boys to pump into my little ass and my tight pussy!”

		Vaughn looked over at Reggie and Reggie looked back at him. Both of them broke into shit-eating grins as Vaughn growled, “Well then, how about giving us a little…reclamation sex, honey?”

		They both sprang to their feet at the same time, and before a startled Fiona could even react, she found herself being carried—manhandled, really—down the hallway and into the bedroom. Her two slighted lovers threw her on the bed and went after her clothes in a frenzy, grinning like idiots.

		“This dress is brand new,” she cautioned them, “don’t tear it!”

		“I’ll buy you another one if we do,” Reggie assured her, undoing the clasp at the back of the neck and yanking down her zipper.

		“No bra,” Vaughn observed as the dress opened and was tugged away from her squirming body, “you little slut!”

		“It always pays to advertise,” Fiona purred, now almost naked due to their relentless pawing. “I wanted all the men I met last night to know just what I was after, in no uncertain terms.”

		“Oh, and just what was it you were after?” Reggie asked the question as he finished stripping her completely and whipped the knit shirt he had put on this morning over his head and undid his jeans.

		Fiona waited until Vaughn was nude to the waist as well. As their trousers and shorts came down, she reached out from the bed and took a half-hard cock in each hand as she said in a sultry whisper, “This…this is what I was after last night!”

		She craned her neck upward and gave each of their prick heads a small, lingering lick and a quick suck. Reggie and Vaughn hurried out of the rest of their clothes and joined her on the bed, one on each side of her.

		“Fuck me,” she said simply, “fuck me just like those two guys did last night! Make me all yours again, won’t you, boys?”

		

		****

		

		“Fuck, I want it just like that!” Fiona whined out the words as Reggie fucked her ass while Vaughn plowed her pussy.

		She was in heaven! Their familiar cocks felt so right up her twin holes!

		Fiona soul-kissed her husband and then pulled her lips away and whipped her head around as far as it would go, so that she could do the same to Reggie. His tongue lashed at hers hungrily, even as his dick mashed its way up and back in her asshole!

		She wondered if both of them thought she felt looser than usual this morning. Those two guys had been huge last night, and they’d had her every way there was to have her, all night long!

		I didn’t lie about that, she thought smugly. Those naughty black boys just couldn’t seem to get enough of my tight little pink pussy or my ass!

		Reggie was really rutting into that ass at the moment. His big cock was picking up speed as he fucked her, and she knew he was just moments away from bathing her bowels with his hot come…just the way Javon and Lee had done it last night!

		As of yesterday, I’d only had two real lovers in my life; these two guys. I doubled my experience level in one night!

		She asked herself, how do I feel about that? Do I feel bad about cheating on my husband and Reggie, now that it’s over and done?

		As her pussy began to clench and throb right along with her anal sheath, she decided that she didn’t. After all, she told herself, she was a hotwife; and it was a hotwife’s prerogative to meet and seduce new lovers any time she wanted to; wasn’t it? That was the whole point of becoming a hotwife after all!

		“Oh, oh, take it, babe!” Vaughn gasped at that moment, as he began to fill her womb with his hot come.

		“Me…me too,” Reggie croaked, his big dick jerking within her ass and starting to spew out its hot load as well.

		Fiona didn’t say anything. She just shivered and shook through a blindingly-hot orgasm on the driving dicks of both her guys!

		

		****

		

		“That one black dude wasn’t really longer than me, was he?” Reggie asked a half hour later, as he playfully ran his fingers through Fiona’s damp hair.

		“He sure was, baby,” she replied with a teasingly little smile, gliding her own fingertips across his smooth chest.

		“Well, I know he was,” Vaughn said somewhat disapprovingly as he toyed with his wife’s left nipple with just the tip of his index finger. “You seemed looser just now than usual, even after Reg has been fucking you!”

		“Really?” She asked him, her smile morphing into a minx-like one she spoke. “He was huge. And his cousin, Javon, wasn’t much smaller.”

		Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Reggie’s fresh-from-the-shower cock begin to stir as he thought about her being ravaged by two lengthy, thick black cocks all night long. She turned her coy little smile on him and murmured, “Those guys just couldn’t seem to get enough of me! They loved having a hot-looking white girl in bed with them, you could tell.”

		She dropped her voice a little when she added, “And they made me do some naughty, naughty things for them last night!”

		Vaughn gasped, his cock throbbing to full hardness again. He leaned over, his lips near her ear, and whispered demandingly, “What? What did they make you do?”

		Fiona giggled. It was a guilty sounding little giggle, and it made both Vaughn’s and Reggie’s hard ons jerk upon hearing it.

		“Lots of things,” she answered evasively, as though those things were too dirty for her to repeat.

		“Share at least one of them with us,” Reggie urged her, taking her right tit into his big palm and squeezing it gently.

		She decided that she would do just what he asked: share some more of last night’s more illicit doings with them, electing to talk about something that she’d done for Reggie a few months ago, but which she had never done for Vaughn, or even told him about! Drawing a deep breath, she sighed, “They made me suck them, baby; they forced me down onto my knees in front of them and told me to suck both their big cocks until they were just on the verge of coming.”

		Fiona looked first at Reggie, then at Vaughn, before revealing more. When she was sure both of them were as turned on as they could possibly be by the mental image of her down on her knees, sucking those two huge black cocks, she whispered, “Right at the last second, they had me jack them both off onto my face…onto my hair…onto everywhere those big jets of come could reach!”

		Both men sucked in their breath. Reggie asked hesitantly, as though he already knew the answer, but felt compelled to ask anyway, “What…what did they have you do after that?”

		She smiled almost bashfully as she admitted, “Then they made me skim all the spunk I could onto my fingers, and eat it for them as they watched. They forced me to swallow it all.”

		Vaughn gasped again and his untouched dick jerked so hard she thought for a moment that he was going to lose it and come right then and there. His eyes were as wide as quarters as he imagined her gulping down all of that thick, pearly-white come!

		“It was yummy,” she admitted with feigned shyness. “And I loved doing it for them. I guess they must have loved it, too, because they both got hard again right away and fucked me in the ass, one right after the other!”

		Reggie gave a growl and reached for her. Vaughn wasn’t far behind, pawing at her left breast as Reggie soul-kissed her and mauled her right one.

		She almost laughed at how aroused they were by what she’d just told them, but she didn’t. Instead, when the torrid kiss was at last over, she whispered, “Instead of coming in my butt, they both pulled their cocks out right at the last second and made me suck them off all the way!”

		The next ten minutes or so was a blur of pricks lunging into both her holes, down her throat, then back into her pussy or ass again. She came twice, screaming how good it was to be fucked like that, and it all ended with her on her knees on the bedroom carpet, sucking first one hard dick, then the other.

		“You ready?” Vaughn panted to Reggie, who was getting his balls licked while his lengthy rod was all the way down Fiona’s throat.

		“Fuck, yes, dude,” Reggie gasped, pulling his ready-to-spurt cock out of her mouth and aiming it at her face.

		Ropes of hot come began to criss-cross Fiona’s face seconds later. She smiled up at them encouragingly, and opened her lips to their fullest, letting them cream her tongue also, if they wanted.

		“Jesus, Jesus,” Vaughn murmured, “I can’t stop coming!”

		“Neither can I,” Reggie moaned, still pumping his cock with his fist, shooting wad after wad of sticky come onto her tits and face.

		“Oh, suck the last of it out, you hot bitch!” Vaughn croaked out the phrase as he pushed his prick into his wife’s lips.

		She laved his cock head with her tongue and was rewarded by a tiny last spurt of ball juice, which she noisily swallowed. Vaughn looked down at her as if his knees were about to give out.

		Reggie elbowed him out of the way and slipped his all-but-done dick into her lips. She licked it for him and sucked hard, drawing out a final, weak jet of semen and gulping it down.

		“Fuck, what a hot little ‘ho we got here, partner,” Vaughn sighed, smiling lovingly down at his freshly-despoiled wife.

		“You said it, man,” Reggie agreed with a big grin. “Fuck those black dudes! She’s all ours again, right?”

		“For sure, Reg,” Vaughn said, “I love my new job, but I’m going find time to be a proper husband again.”

		Reggie looked over at him and said, “Me, too, pal; I’m not going to ignore the best piece of ass in the world just so I can finish a bunch of lame-ass reports anymore!”

		

		****

		

		It was just past midnight. Fiona stretched out on Reggie’s big bed, Vaughn cuddled up to her on one side, Reggie on the other.

		She was more than a little sore, but she was happy; happier than she’d been in a long while. Javon and Lee had been fun for one night, but these were the guys she wanted to spend the rest of her life with.

		Thinking about that, she realized that—aside from having an outrageously big cock—a large part of the attraction with Lee had been from the fierceness with which he’d fucked her! Reggie balled her hard occasionally, when he sensed that was the way she was craving it right at that moment.

		But he loved her, too, in his own way; just as she loved him in hers. That was obvious from the way he treated her, even in bed.

		He might demand that she suck his dick when it was fresh from her asshole, but he would never hurt her. She’d sensed that instinctively from the very start.

		Lee might just enjoy hurting her! Fiona shivered when she thought about that.

		Part of her was attracted to that danger…that unknown factor swirling around her surly black lover! But it scared her, too; easily as much as it turned her on!

		She nuzzled in closer to Reggie and ran her hand over Vaughn’s bare chest. This was the best, she decided. Her life with these two was just too good to risk!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		Intense Heartache – A New Life

		

		“I don’t know what you’re so worried about,” Vaughn told her as he finished packing his new suitcase with the clothes he’d need for the trip. “I’ve flown before; never on a private jet, but I’ve flown across the country before; with you as a matter of fact. You do remember our trip to Georgia, to go to my sister’s big wedding a few years back?”

		Fiona bit her lower lip anxiously and said, “I don’t know what I’m so worried about. I just have this funny feeling about you going.”

		“I’ll be back by the weekend, if it all goes as I expect it to,” Vaughn said, closing the case. “What is upsetting you so much about this little trip, babe?”

		“Oh, nothing, I guess,” she sighed, running her hand over his shoulder, “I just wish you didn’t have to go to this meeting.”

		“It’s only Florida, not Siberia,” he said with a grin, “I’ll call you every night, if you want. Besides, I bet old Reg will be more than glad to keep you company while I’m gone.”

		She smiled at that, knowing that she’d probably spend most nights this week over at Reggie’s place, or he’d be here, at their house. Vaughn was right about that!

		“Don’t you let yourself get distracted, Bub,” she teased him. “I hear those Florida beaches are just full of pretty girls!”

		“That’ll be the day,” he smiled back, taking her in his arms. “Not likely, when I’ve got the prettiest girl in the world to come home to!”

		

		****

		

		When the doorbell rang at six that night, Fiona’s heart all but stopped: she sensed without even answering it that it was bad news!

		She stood there, woodenly, in her own living room, dreading the news that awaited her at the front door. At last, she crossed the room and opened it, her heart in her throat.

		Reggie stood on the doorstep with tears running down both cheeks. He held out is arms to her as he whispered, “He’s gone, Fiona—Vaughn’s gone! The plane went down somewhere in Kansas, in a wheat field. There were no survivors.”

		He stepped into the house to catch her as she fell backwards. Closing the door behind him with his foot, he moved her over to the couch and sat down with her.

		Fiona was sobbing and babbling incoherently as Reggie tried in vain to comfort her. It didn’t help that he was crying almost as hard as she was and that his whispered assurances made no sense either.

		They slept together in her bed that night but there was no sex. She just cried the night away whenever she woke up—which turned out to be often—and he held her close and did his best to calm her.

		“What do I have to do, as far as the arrangements go…shipping his…body back to California, I mean and organizing the funeral?”

		They were picking at a breakfast Fiona had thrown together for them the next morning, sitting at the kitchen table, across from one another. She had already called into work and told them that she wouldn’t be in this week; that her husband had been killed in a plane crash.

		She began to cry again as soon as she uttered the word “body”. He reached out and took her hand, saying, “Don’t worry about any of that. Patterson Industries will handle all of it on your behalf.”

		He had a thought and he shared it with her, “You don’t have to go back to work at all, if you’d prefer not to. There’s a two-million dollar insurance policy on all senior executives, paid by the company. I know for a fact that Vaughn named you as the sole beneficiary.”

		She nodded gratefully and attempted another sip of her coffee. Her hand was trembling so badly that half of it spilled from the cup down onto the table.

		“I can give you some money to live on until the insurance check shows up, if you need it,” Reggie offered.

		Fiona shook her head, saying, “I doubt I will, if the company is going to pay all the funeral expenses.”

		She took a labored breath and forged ahead with: “We…I have a savings account with almost ten thousand dollars in it. I’m sure I can get by on ten grand until the check shows up.”

		“Don’t you touch that,” Reggie told her heatedly.

		He tightened his grip on her hand and whispered, “I want to be the one to take care of you now! That’s what Vaughn would have expected me to do.”

		Both of them had tears rolling down their faces again as they sat looking at each other in utter misery, the breakfast growing cold and sitting uneaten on their plates.

		

		****

		

		“It sure was a big crowd,” Fiona said as they walked away from the gravesite, “I’m glad the company is footing the bill for the wake. Feeding and providing the booze for that many mourners would empty out my bank accounts real fast!”

		“People really liked Vaughn,” Reggie commented as they approached the long black limo. “There are lots of guys here today who worked with him in the past, and a goodly number of Patterson employees, of course.”

		He looked at Fiona, who was dressed in a long black widow’s gown and a black veil, as he said, “Everyone at our shop loved the guy. He was the most popular VP we ever had at Patterson!”

		“Ride with me over to the hotel,” she asked pleadingly. “I know it’s not considered proper, with me being a widow and all but, God, Reggie! I’m suddenly so lonely! I need someone to hold me, today of all days!”

		Reggie nodded that he understood. He helped her into the car and followed her inside.

		As they glided along in the whisper-quiet limo, his arm tightly around her shoulders, he asked, “How long is a proper mourning period these days? When can I risk being seen with you in public, without offending anyone?”

		Through her ever-present tears, she smiled at him and asked, “You…worrying about propriety? Vaughn and you never seemed too concerned with that before.”

		He laughed along with her, explaining, “I want to date you, Fiona! I want to eventually marry you!”

		She started to say something but he held up a hand to stop her. He said, “I know that on the way to your husband’s wake isn’t a very traditional place to ask you, but you and Vaughn and I didn’t share a very traditional kind of relationship, now did we?”

		Fiona looked at him adoringly. She knew she should be outraged by his forwardness, but she wasn’t!

		Reggie was her dream man, now that Vaughn had left her forever. He was gorgeous, rich, and oh, so loving!

		Besides, she sensed that Vaughn would be happy for them. She only wished that he could be there too, to share in their happiness…

		

		****

		

		“What about your folks?”

		She asked him the question late that night. They were in bed together at his place.

		The funeral had finally wound down at around six in the evening and she had bid everyone a heartfelt good-bye and thanked them all for coming. Then she had driven over to Reggie’s, stripped off all of her widow’s weeds, and gotten into bed with him—not to just sleep this time; but to fuck.

		And fuck they had! She was as hungry for him as he was for her!

		Reggie took her up the ass, in the pussy, and she had sucked him off once. They had done it doggie style, cowgirl, reverse-cowgirl, and missionary.

		By midnight, they were both fucked out but happy! They cuddled together in Reggie’s big bed and talked softly about their future together.

		“That’s why I want it to be a small, quick, wedding. Dad is going to be too sick to attend anyway—like with the funeral today—and Mom will want to stay home with him.”

		He looked at her and shrugged, saying, “Maybe if we just run away up to Tahoe or over to Vegas and get married in a couple of months, the society pages will barely mention it. So the fact that you were married to Vaughn when I met you won’t be a factor.”

		Fiona thought about that. It might work after all.

		Reggie’s parents simply thought of her as Fiona, one of Reggie’s many dates. They didn’t even know her last name!

		But they were both inordinately fond of her. She had that going for her!

		If his parents didn’t find out about her being Vaughn’s widow…the two of them might just be able to pull off their low-key marriage after all!

		

		****

		

		And it seemed that they did, at least at first. Reggie waited three months before he began openly dating Fiona. Until then, she mostly visited him in his condo, or they took short, discreet weekend vacations together over to Vegas, or up to Tahoe, or down to San Diego.

		After a few months of dating, the couple slipped away to Tahoe and got married. They told only Reggie’s parents at first, who had been delighted to see the positive changes in their playboy son, most of which they attributed to Fiona’s stabilizing influence.

		Then one Saturday, when Reggie’s mom and dad were visiting—to see the new five-bedroom house the recently married pair had just bought on the edge of Bel Air—she found herself alone in the kitchen with Mrs. Patterson. She’d always gotten on great with both of her new husband’s parents, so she didn’t sense anything amiss as the older woman approached her.

		“Did Vaughn know about you and Reggie?”

		The question hit her like a thunderbolt and her blood suddenly ran cold! She felt her face coloring and found she couldn’t answer; she couldn’t even seem to catch her breath!

		Reggie’s mom smiled and said, “Oh, don’t be that way. I can tell by your reaction that he did.”

		She shook her head, saying, “Honestly, each generation seems to think they invented sex!”

		Her smile took on a slightly lascivious cast as she lowered her voice and added, “Bill and I took part in a few threesomes, back when we were in college, and right after. There’s nothing wrong with…playing!”

		Fiona still couldn’t speak! She was too dumbfounded by what she’d just heard!

		Reggie’s mom smiled again and whispered, “And there’s nothing wrong with some strange cock once in a while, either. We don’t do that anymore of course, but we used to, when Reggie was still little!”

		She winked at Fiona, who broke out laughing with sheer relief! The older woman joined her and she knew right then that she had found an unexpected ally and true confidant in her mother-in-law!

		

		****

		

		The only thing she didn’t like about her newfound knowledge about her in-laws’ long ago wild side was being unable to share it with another living soul! Reggie was perfectly okay with her past as a hotwife—he’d even gotten over her steamy night with Javon and Lee—but she thought he’d be happier not knowing that his sainted mother had once yielded to a forbidden taste for some strange dick as well!

		She almost giggled at that thought as she lay in bed next to her new husband. Lovingly, she turned and stroked the sleeping Reggie’s hair softly, careful not to awaken him.

		It’s strange, she thought, I love him as much as I loved Vaughn, but the two of them are so different from one another!

		In the darkness, she glanced around her new bedroom, at the plush furnishings, the huge house, and she thought of her new Mercedes coupe down in the garage. Money wasn’t a concern now, for the first time in her life, since she was married to Reggie.

		She had quit the law firm, and now spent her days shopping and eating lunch with her mother-in-law or with friends. Another pet project of hers was redecorating one of the bedrooms for use as an eventual nursery.

		Reggie and she wanted at least two kids, just as she and Vaughn always had. Fiona sighed.

		Soon, but not quite yet, she told herself as she lay there thinking about what she did want!

		“Hey, I heard that big sigh,” Reggie’s sleepy-sounding voice said from out of the darkness just then. “What’s keeping you up at night now, honey?”

		She turned toward her husband and made up her mind. She knew she was the luckiest woman on earth, because she had found not one but two husbands she wasn’t afraid to share her inner-most thoughts with; no matter how kinky they were!

		“Please don’t take this the wrong way,” she began, “but I think I want to play again!”

		“Play…you mean with other guys?”

		It was very dark in their room, so she couldn’t really make out the expression on his face, but she thought she heard a strain of excitement in his voice about the prospect of her resuming her hotwife ways! She told herself nervously as she decided to plunge ahead with this: “In for a penny, in for a pound, as the English say!”

		“I won’t, if you don’t want me to,” she assured him softly.

		The telltale throb of his stiff cock against her bare thigh told her all she needed to know about his true feelings on the subject. She whispered teasingly, “How would you like to meet Javon and Lee?”

		He laughed in the darkness and said, “No way; those two had their chance. I think we’ll need to find someone entirely new, if we’re really going to do this.”

		She reached for his now very stiff dick and stroked it, saying “Oh, are you afraid that because Lee’s a little bit bigger than you are, I’ll come to like him better?”

		They both laughed at that notion, and he said, “No, it’s just that I get the sense you were about half afraid of him when you were with that guy. And I don’t think I could put up with that. After all, it’s my wife we’re talking about, remember?”

		She leaned into him and said, just before she kissed him, “How could I ever forget, darling?”

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		Back In The Saddle Again

		

		Picking a new man for their threesome proved to be a somewhat daunting task. Reggie and Fiona agreed that it couldn’t be someone from Patterson Industries: the risk it would somehow end badly and then the revelations about their penchant for living on the wild side would spread throughout the company like wildfire.

		And it wasn’t like she could go out to a club or a bar and meet someone appropriate—like she had done with both Reggie and with Javon—because she wasn’t some obscure little nobody now. She was Mrs. Reggie Patterson, and her face was all over the society pages; attending this or that charity event with her mother-in-law, hosting a luncheon for one cause or the other, or making a big contribution to some fund-drive near and dear to the heart of Patterson Industries.

		They had long talks about it, usually ending in a fiery love-making session as they fantasized about the new second man fucking her while Reggie watched! Those talks resulted in the mutual conclusion that it couldn’t be a pal of Reggie’s for all the same reasons that it couldn’t be someone at work; the danger was just too great rumors would be spread among people they both knew!

		“We could try the hotwife sites on the web,” Fiona suggested. “Some of them have personals from guys who like being the second man in a couple’s hotwife fantasy.”

		“Maybe,” Reggie said doubtfully, “but what’s to keep this guy from blabbing to his buddies that his new hotwife-squeeze is the wife of the new CEO of Patterson Industries?”

		Fiona’s hopeful face fell as she contemplated that. She thought, being prominent socially is not as cool as I thought it would be! I love the events, and having my picture in the paper all the time, but it sure makes fooling around anonymously almost impossible!

		She began to feel sorry for all of the celebrities who were constantly having their pictures splashed all over the front page of rags like the Enquirer. Having your cheating affairs trumpeted from every checkout stand at the local supermarket was not a fate she would wish on anyone!

		

		****

		

		And then—when they were just about ready to give up in despair at ever finding someone they could trust—Willis Crawford got traded to the Los Angeles Clippers. Reggie came running into the kitchen, clutching the sports section of the LA Times, smiling like he had just won the lottery.

		Fiona, who had been fixing dinner, stopped what she was doing and asked, “What’s got you so excited, darling?”

		“I played high school basketball with this dude,” Reggie said excitedly, slapping the paper with his open palm.

		“So, do you want to go see the Clippers play more often, now that he’s on the team?”

		“Uh, yeah, probably,” Reggie replied impatiently, as if she wasn’t grasping the significance of Willis Crawford’s return to LA. “But I knew Willis pretty well back in high school; we partied together almost every weekend!”

		When Fiona still looked blank, he blurted, “His girlfriends and his one-night stands tended to be almost exclusively gorgeous white girls! And he didn’t change in college or in the pros, from all I’ve read.”

		He gave his wife a leering smile and added, “And you ought to love this part, babe. He has a monster black cock!”

		She looked stunned by that revelation, but still clueless as to what that meant to them, so he added, “Don’t you see? Willis already has enough scandals swirling around him. He won’t want to add to them by bragging about balling the wife of one of his oldest friends, especially as part of a threesome with that friend. He’s a natural candidate for our new second man. We can trust Willis to be discreet!”

		Fiona smiled and took the newspaper away from her husband, staring at the picture of Willis Crawford slamming down a dunk right over another NBA all star player.

		He is kind of luscious-looking at that, she admitted, eyeing the picture, tall and muscular and black as a chunk of obsidian!

		She imagined his cock—all gleaming with a coat of her saliva, Reggie looking on from across the bed—sliding into her more-than-ready pussy!

		

		****

		

		“It was so good of you to take us up on our dinner invitation, Mr. Crawford,” Fiona told their handsome guest as she passed him the asparagus. “I know you don’t get many nights off.”

		“Well, the season hasn’t started yet, so I have more time to myself right now than you might think,” he smiled at her winningly. “And it’s Willis, not Mr. Crawford.”

		His smile widened as he added, “It’s always good to catch up with old friends, not to mention to meet a woman as gorgeous as you are.”

		She ran her stocking clad foot over his shin under the table and smiled at him seductively. Reggie had said that he’d made it clear that their dinner invitation might include a whole lot more than dinner, and she wanted to make it equally clear just what “a whole lot more” might encompass!

		Her toes found his limp cock and teased it under the table. He smiled and drank some more of the excellent wine Reggie had picked out for dinner.

		“You must call me Fiona, Willis,” she said as his cock began to stiffen. “I have a feeling the three of us are going to become such good friends!”

		

		****

		

		“You remember that blonde bitch named Kathie back in high school, Reg?” Willis asked as Fiona’s lips slid up and down his enormous black hard on.

		Reggie nodded that he did, a sly smile playing over his face as his wife “entertained” their famous dinner guest in the bedroom. Willis sighed and said, “She was sixteen, that night we both partied with her when her parents were out of town, and we found out that she really knew how to suck a cock!”

		He peered down at Fiona and took a bare breast in each palm and began to knead them expertly as she blew him, saying, “Well, little Kathie was an exceptional cocksucker for a teenager—there’s no question about that—but Fiona’s skills are vastly superior to hers, and that’s for sure!”

		Willis grinned over at his old high school buddy and said, “I’ve had my dick sucked by girls and women all over this country, both in high school and college and since I’ve been a pro, but no one, and I mean no one does it any better than this girl, my man!”

		Reggie leaned in and the two men exchanged a high five as Fiona kept right on sucking and licking. She glanced up at them and smiled, her pussy as wet as it could be, her nipples coming to life in Willis’ skilled hands.

		They were both going to fuck her everywhere before morning…and she could hardly wait!

		Once a happy hotwife; always a happy hotwife, I guess, she thought as she sucked even harder and her tongue increased its pace around Willis’ monster prick. She reached out for Reggie’s hard manhood and began to jack it up and down as she sucked…

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Many of the streets, restaurants, and other southern California locations in this tale are real places, of course, and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them.

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		That's because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		Like this book? Hate It? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I'd love to hear from you, either way.

		CKR
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