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		Prologue

		

	
		A Scary New Idea

		

		Amber

		

		Now that I’ve had plenty of time to think about it; I’ve come to realize that it was something as simple as witnessing a kiss between two strangers that finally pushed me over the edge. I had just come out of the supermarket that evening, where I’d stopped to do some grocery shopping on my way home from work, when I happened to glance across the parking lot.

		A guy and a girl—who were about the same age as my husband, Josh, and I—spotted each other getting out of their respective cars and rushed together, ecstatic smiles on both of their faces as they embraced. He was so overjoyed at seeing her that he lifted her up off the ground and spun her around, both of them still grinning; and then brought her down to her feet once again where they shared a long, lingering kiss.

		As I watched them, a bittersweet smile must have spread over my face. I remember thinking: I’d give anything to have that feeling in my life again; my knees going weak at just the sight of my guy!

		I guess I should explain.

		Josh and I had been married for only two years, but it felt more like ten to both of us: we’d been together, exclusively, for nearly as long as I can remember. I know he was feeling the same way, because we’d been talking about it—endlessly it seemed—for the better part of six months now, trying to work through the problem of the “staleness” in our marriage!

		You see, I’d met Josh on our first day of high school. And back then, when he had just turned fourteen, he’d been so cute; like an adorable little puppy! Like a lost puppy, he’d followed me around constantly; until I’d finally agreed to go out on a date with him.

		I could finally do that, now that I was in high school. My parents had finally relented and promised to actually let me go on real dates when I got into high school.

		Prior to that, my social life had consisted of meeting a guy who was interested in me at the mall or at a movie theater, usually with a group of our mutual friends around, and us hanging out together for a few hours, unbeknownst to my folks.

		Consequently, I was a fourteen-year old; relatively inexperienced virgin when I’d first met Josh Sylvester and had fallen in love with him. The two of us went slowly, as far as sexual matters went, because we’d been forced to.

		Because both of us were still young teenagers when we’d first gotten together and thus unable to drive a car, either my parents or his had to chauffeur us around on date nights, whether it was to a movie, or to the mall, or to a game, or a dance. Such parental oversight had really slowed us down, when it came to physically exploring our growing feelings for one another.

		Oh, sure; we made out like your typical pair of hormone-crazed teenagers whenever we got the chance; but other than a few furtive handjobs by me and some furious groping under my clothes by him—with Josh eventually learning enough about the female anatomy to make me come while fingering me—we were still almost celibate when he finally turned sixteen and got his driver’s license.

		We were both juniors in high school by then. So our first real sex happened in the backseat of his mom’s van.

		He had thought to bring along an old towel to put underneath me when he popped my cherry, and it turned out to be a good thing he had; because I bled quite a bit, that first time. It didn’t hurt at all after that night, and the two of us consequently burned through a lot of condoms during the rest of our junior year!

		We couldn’t get enough of each other, it seemed. And sex was our way of demonstrating to each other how much in love we were…

		

		****

		

		I remember starting the car and driving home from the grocery store that evening, still tripping down memory lane, thinking about Josh and I, and how our lives had progressed after our first night in that back seat together. We had been inseparable all throughout high school; and when it had come time to choose colleges, we had—of course—chosen the same one, so we could continue our torrid love affair.

		Eventually overcoming our parent’s objections, we’d even moved into a small apartment together during our senior year. After that everyone—meaning our parents and most of our friends—had expected us to get married as soon as we graduated.

		And since we’d both thought we wanted that too, that’s exactly what we did.

		Now we both felt stuck, sort of. He felt that way even more than I did, I suspected. And I was experiencing these vague feelings of restlessness all the time now.

		Sex had become routine for us; no longer the fun and forbidden activity it had once been in high school and, to a lesser extent, in college. We did it religiously once a week, on Saturday nights, mostly.

		And although it was still fun, it wasn’t the white-hot thrill it had once been, that was for sure. After two people have been together exclusively for ten years, the novelty of being in bed together definitely begins to wear off…

		

		****

		

		That night, as I rolled up into the driveway of the new house we’d just bought—with some help from our folks—I thought of all the conversations Josh and I had participated in over the last few months. For the past few weeks now, for example, he’d gotten all hot to try something he’d read about on the web recently, an…“open marriage” arrangement. And he had been trying endlessly to talk me into going along with it.

		At first I’d been downright insulted by the whole idea! If he was so tired of me, we could just get a divorce and go our separate ways, I’d responded angrily when had first proposed it!

		But slowly, over the last few weeks of our talking about it, I’d begun to wonder about all I’d missed out on by being with just one guy all throughout high school and right up until now. I’d been out on several “bachelorette”, “girls’-nights-out-on-the- town” excursions during the last year—when a few of my old college and high school friends had gotten married—and I’d enjoyed those outings immensely, I had to admit!

		Dancing with strange men, snuggling up to them somewhat drunkenly on the dance floor in the middle of some dimly-lit club; that had been thrilling beyond belief, and I’d reveled in it. But I had put my enthusiasm for being “single again” for one night down to the amount of booze I’d consumed on those nights and the giddy feeling of being “out with the girls”!

		Now, my husband was offering me more of exactly that kind of freedom on a steady basis. How did I feel about that, really?

		His latest idea for opening up our relationship was one of a…hall pass sort of arrangement; one night a week where we could both act as if we weren’t married and do whatever we pleased. I’d quickly shot that proposal down too, when he’d first made it.

		Now, I just didn’t know. As I unloaded the groceries and carried them into the house, I kept thinking about how happy that couple in the parking lot had looked this evening.

		Maybe, just maybe, there might be something to this “open marriage” stuff after all…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		I knew something was up the minute Amber walked into the kitchen that night, loaded down with groceries. There was an excitement about her: I could tell she had something on her mind.

		Someone else might not have noticed anything being amiss. But we’ve been together forever and I saw the twinkle in her gray eyes immediately as I helped her put the cold food away first; the canned and boxed stuff last.

		My suspicions were confirmed when—instead of starting dinner like she usually would have done—Amber turned toward me and asked: “How about the two of us having a drink before dinner?”

		Amber likes a drink once in a while. So do I.

		But it was very unusual for us to have a cocktail together before dinner like this, on a Wednesday night. I nodded my okay and she quickly fixed me a bourbon and water over ice and herself a vodka gimlet.

		We adjourned into the living room, drinks in hand, and sat down on the couch next to each other. She smiled at me and asked, “So, how was your day, honey?”

		I told her it had been pretty much business as usual in the property management game; some plumbing problems in an apartment building we managed and a complaint from a tenant in another location about all of the noise he had to put up with from the people occupying the other side of the duplex. I’d had a word with the other tenants, who’d promised to keep the volume on the wrap-around sound system they’d just bought down within manageable limits, and all had been resolved…at least for the moment.

		After she had told me about her day at the office, she leaned forward on the couch and asked, “You know that hall pass idea you’ve been pestering me about for weeks now?”

		My heart began to race. I sure as hell did know the idea she was referring to: it was one of my fondest daydreams!

		Looking over at my little Amber, the love of my life, I was torn in that moment between my overwhelming desire for a little more freedom in my life, and the uneasiness I felt whenever I thought about her being with other guys as a result of that freedom. As I stared at her loveliness from my seat next to her, I was dead sure she’d have no trouble in attracting new men if she set out to do that.

		Of medium height at five-six, she was a petite girl, yet she was also sexy as hell! My wife has sparkling grey eyes, an utterly flawless, peaches and cream complexion, and hair so honey-blonde you’d swear it had to come out of a box, but I knew full well that it hadn’t!

		The short-cropped, “vee” of her small pubic bush was just as bright yellow as the hair spilling down onto her shoulders. And I knew for a fact that the tiny pink slit below that petite, meticulously-trimmed patch of fur tasted just as sweet as the two cute little nipples centered in her handfuls of breast.

		No, not many men would turn down a night in bed with my Amber if she was offering. And the thought of that both thrilled me and scared the hell out of me at the same time!

		“Hey, earth to Josh,” my wife said playfully, after taking another sip of her vodka. “Are you ever going to answer me?”

		“Uh, sure, what was the question again?” I asked facetiously, teasing her.

		“Do you still want to try this hall pass thing or not?” She asked.

		Several of the longest seconds of my entire life ticked by before I answered somewhat hesitantly, “Why…do you?”

		“I’ve been…mulling it over,” she replied just as warily. “And I think I might. Let’s discuss it some more.”

		

		

		Chapter One

		

	
		Ground Rules

		

		“If we decide to do this,” Amber started out, “I think we should limit the people we…uh…see—outside our marriage—to strangers. It would just be too awkward to include people we both knew.”

		I thought about that for a moment and slowly nodded my agreement, saying, “Yeah, I can see that. If I were ever to sleep with Shirley, even if Ralph didn’t find out about it, having the two of them over for a barbeque afterward might make everyone uncomfortable.”

		“Shirley’s my sister, you doofus!” Amber laughed. “She’d be off-limits anyway!”

		Her beautiful face morphed into a mask of suspicion as she asked, “Why did you even mention Shirley in the first place? Are you hot for her or something?”

		“Well she is very attractive,” I answered coyly, “must run in the family.”

		Smiling wryly at me, Amber picked up one of the couch pillows and gave me a whack with it. I held up my hands in mock self-defense, laughing along with her, as I said, “Okay, okay, no relatives or close friends!”

		“Not even any distant friends,” Amber insisted with faux huffiness, putting the pillow back into place. “No one either of us knows, like old boyfriends or girlfriends.”

		I laughed even harder. We had been going together since high school—any “old girlfriends” or “old boyfriends” would have to be from our grade school years, and I pointed that out to her.

		“You know what I mean,” Amber said, steadfastly maintaining her position. “Girls you’ve had your eye on at work…people like that!”

		I thought about it. There was one new tenant I’d met in the last month or so who was a real knockout, and I must admit that I’d had fantasies about the two of us hooking up, if I hadn’t been married. But I was no fool: I wasn’t going to mention that to my wife!

		“So, nobody like Rob, in your office then?” I answered, deftly turning the tables on her as I sipped my whiskey.

		Rob Winston was the office cutie. He was tall and handsome and oh, so flirty. Amber had mentioned him coming on to her a few times, jokingly of course, since he was well aware that she was married.

		“Certainly not,” Amber replied instantly—a little too instantly, for my taste. “Like I said, nobody either of us knows now. We’d both have to go out and meet new people, in order for this to work.”

		That sounded okay to me, but I detected a flaw in her plan right away and I pointed it out to her by saying: “And just where do you suggest we meet these new people?”

		“That’s part of the potential fun,” she answered smugly, finishing her vodka. “I’m not going to tell you where to go or what to do on these hall pass nights—if they ever happen—and whatever I choose to do will be strictly my own business as well.”

		I realized again in that instant that if we did this, I’d get what I’d been daydreaming about forever; total freedom to go where I wanted and do whatever I wanted when I got there. But unfortunately, so would she—and the thought of that made me uneasy as hell!

		The mental image of seeing Amber out on the dance floor at some club, hanging all over another guy, knowing that if she liked him well enough, she was going to go somewhere with him and spend the night—that was devastating! I knew right away I couldn’t stand seeing that!

		“We can’t go to the same clubs or bars to meet people, on the same nights,” I told her in a shaken voice. “That would just be too weird!”

		Amber rattled the ice cubes in her drained cocktail glass and said, “You’re right. I don’t want to see you with another woman, and I doubt you could take seeing me with someone else either.”

		I nodded emphatically that I couldn’t and reached over to take her glass. As I stood up and headed for the kitchen, I said to her, “I’m guessing that you want another round too, kitten?”

		“Please,” she said smiling up at me, “talking about doing this is exciting, but kind of scary at the same time. I think I need some more to drink!”

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		While Josh was mixing our second round of cocktails, my mind was working furiously. I hadn’t been kidding when I’d told him that planning this new lifestyle was exciting but terrifying.

		I have to confess, my nipples were now half hard within my bra and I felt my…my pussy getting wet, just thinking about cozying up to some nameless, faceless hunk out on some dance floor in the very near future. It wasn’t a thought I’d normally have, but now that I did have it, I found the very idea of it to be easily as intoxicating as the vodka I’d consumed so far this evening!

		When my husband returned with our drinks, I had a dozen new questions I wanted to ask him. I’d realized by then that establishing some ground rules was of deadly importance, if we didn’t want to wind up getting divorced as a result of our little…experiment!

		“Knowing our limits is vital,” I informed Josh, accepting the drink he’d made for me.

		“What do you mean by that?”

		“The no friends or relatives rule; that’s a no-brainer,” I said, taking a big sip. “But other things are just as important, now that I think about it.”

		“What things?”

		“How would you feel about me forming a long-term relationship with a guy I met outside our marriage,” I asked him, “like a boyfriend/girlfriend thing?”

		Josh suddenly looked very uncomfortable. He squirmed on our couch as if the cushions had suddenly exploded into flames beneath his butt!

		“I…I don’t think I could live with that; knowing you had a serious boyfriend,” he confessed, nervously gulping down some of his own drink.

		“I’m pretty sure I couldn’t take that either,” I answered. “I’m not even sure I can handle the idea of you being with another woman, when you’re not with me. But the notion of you having a sugar-mama on the side…that’s a definite non-starter with me!”

		Josh smiled and nodded that he agreed. He said, “So, just casual, one-night flings; that’s all this is going to be?”

		“I think that’s the safest way to go,” I answered, after thinking about it for another moment. “No boyfriends; no girlfriends…just fuck-buddies!”

		“Fuck buddies—where did you hear that phrase?” He wanted to know.

		“You aren’t the only one who can use a computer,” I answered him cannily. “I’ve been doing a little research on the whole idea of open marriage myself, ever since you first brought it up.”

		He nodded, clearly impressed, saying, “So, no permanent relationships with other people on the side; that’s what we’re agreeing to here?”

		I gave him a quick up-and-down jerk of my head. We just sat looking at each other and sipping our drinks for better than a minute, my heart pounding as I realized I’d just agreed to try opening up our marriage!

		“What else did you learn, when you researched this?” He suddenly asked me.

		“Well, I checked out the swinger culture, and the whole hotwife thing,” I offered. “But I don’t think either of them is for us, babe.”

		He cocked his head as if he was asking why, so I went on to say, “Swingers tend to want to watch each other having sex. And—since neither you nor I seem to be able stand the idea of seeing the other one trying to pick up partners for the evening in the same dance club—I doubt we’d ever be comfortable watching each other…fuck someone else!”

		Josh shuddered when I used the word “fuck” out loud. I normally didn’t talk like that, and he knew it.

		Oh, I knew what all the words meant…cunt…pussy…cock…fuck…blowjob, but I rarely used them. Maybe I’d start doing that more; now that I was entering this new phase of my life.

		“Wha…What about the hotwife thing,” he asked, “I haven’t read much about that.”

		“It’s not for us either, believe me, sweetie,” I told him with growing confidence. “Hotwives sleep with whoever they want to; then in most cases they rush home to tell their husband’s all about what they’ve done. He becomes a willing cuckold, reveling in her unfaithfulness.”

		Again, Josh squirmed around nervously on the couch before he whispered, “God, I couldn’t stand that! I…I don’t want to know anything about what you’ve done on hall pass nights, or who you’ve been with!”

		“And I’m definitely not the kind of girl who gets turned on by imagining her husband in bed with someone else either,” I quickly confessed. “What you do when we’re apart is strictly up to you, but I don’t want to hear a word about it!”

		He nodded and again, we sat in silence. After another minute, he said, “I can’t really imagine you with anyone else, you know. You’ve always been so faithful!

		Smiling at him, I admitted, “I don’t think it’s even about the sex, so much for me. I just find myself wanting to experience some of the ‘going-out-on-dates-with-different-people stuff I know I’ve missed out on by us getting married so soon.”

		He nodded eagerly, saying: “That’s it exactly! I’ve never really even been out with anyone but you, let alone gone to bed with anyone else!”

		I envisioned him in naked and in the arms of another woman in my mind’s eye at that moment, and my heart turned to ice. But I managed to say calmly enough, “Yeah, I know what you mean. That’s the part of this whole thing I’m dreading…imagining you with another girl!”

		Silence descended over the living room once more. He finally spoke, asking, “Are you sure we really want to try this?”

		I thought about the happy couple I’d seen earlier this evening in that parking lot. After quickly replaying in my mind all of our discussions over the last few months about how stale our lives together had become, as I remembered how ecstatic those two had looked, I said, “I think we should give this a try. If it doesn’t work out; that’ll be okay—at least can say we tried!”

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		We fucked like a pair of horny high school kids that night, after finishing our discussion, and eating a much-delayed dinner. Amber sucked my dick the way she hadn’t done it in months as I ate her delicious little pussy, imaging another guy’s cock being inside it soon—I know that shouldn’t have turned me on, but it sure seemed to!

		I almost came in her mouth and she would have gladly let me, but I found I didn’t want to do that. I wanted to experience her tight pussy again, before giving it away to some guy neither of us even knew…

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Trying It

		

		Amber

		

		We had mutually decided that since both of us had to be at work early in the mornings, weekday nights couldn’t serve as “hall pass” nights. Our little experiment had to happen on the weekends for this to work, so we set next Saturday as the night we’d put our new plan into action.

		I’ll be the first one to admit that it was awkward as hell, getting ready to party separately that first time in the same bedroom! I had taken my shower first, shaving everywhere that needed to be shaved extra close—with the very odd realization that some guy I didn’t even know at the moment might be seeing everything I had to show him later on that night!

		Josh joined me in the master bedroom shortly thereafter, his medium-length brown hair still wet from the shower, his handsome face shaved especially close. I had chosen to wear a clingy, short-hemmed red dress that night, over a frilly bra and a barely-there pair of thong panties that were the same shade of crimson as the brassiere.

		“You look sensational tonight, babe,” he sighed, taking in my outfit as I fooled with my hair one last time.

		“I’m supposed to, remember?” I asked him over my shoulder; then turning back toward the mirror. “It’s hard to meet guys looking dowdy.”

		He winced as if I had just kneed him in the gonads, but didn’t say anything. Josh looked great too, I’ll have to admit.

		My husband had on his best casual shirt, which was light blue in color and fit him like a second skin, emphasizing his trim waistline and nice pecs. It was tucked into his newest pair of jeans.

		“I was thinking of going dancing over at Ricardo’s tonight,” he said as he pulled on his camel-colored sport coat.

		“Oh, damn; that’s where I was going to go!” I teased him, giggling nervously from the massive amount of tension gripping both of us.

		His face fell until I laughed again and said, “Relax; I won’t go near the place. I’m headed someplace else entirely.”

		We looked at each other and, in that moment, I almost asked him to call the whole thing off! The two of us could simply go out together, do some dancing, have a few drinks, and come home to this very bedroom!

		“What time do you think you’ll be back tonight?” He asked me conversationally.

		The moment passed as I considered that. Almost spitefully, I said, “I really don’t know. It might be as late as tomorrow afternoon, if I meet someone really…interesting!”

		He looked crushed by my reply for a moment but then, recovering his male pride he said, “Yeah, well I might not be home tonight either! See you sometime tomorrow, I guess!”

		****

		Josh

		

		I was well beyond pissed as I drove away from our house that night! The idea of my wife sleeping with someone else—and liking it so well she stayed with him all day tomorrow, too—was so infuriating, I could barely see straight!

		The nerve of her telling me she might not be home until Sunday afternoon…I’ll show her, I vowed, I’m going to pick up a great piece of ass tonight and fuck her silly!

		“Screw you, Amber!” I whispered under my breath as I swung up onto the freeway and headed for Ricardo’s. “I’m going to score like a bandit tonight! Just you wait and see if I don’t!”

		Amber and I had been to Ricardo’s numerous times. The place was a big, rambling, Spanish-style restaurant/lounge set up that had great Mexican food, plus a bar scene that was really jumping most Friday and Saturday nights, when the live music started in the lounge.

		A bunch of times, when my wife and I had gone there for dinner and stayed when the band had started up at nine so that we could dance, I’d seen a lot of single, available women I’d liked to have danced with, had I been alone. Well, tonight, I was alone and on the prowl for some strange pussy…just like I’d daydreamed about countless times over the years!

		Tonight was my night to howl, and I wasn’t going to waste a minute of it!

		As luck would have it, the place was packed when I arrived. I had to park my new Ford pick up truck at the back of the big lot and walk a hundred yards to the front door.

		I bet this joint is just crawling with available girls tonight, from the look of this lot, I told myself encouragingly as I went inside at just after nine…

		

		****

		

		Amber:

		

		There was a cover charge at The Dance Factory on Friday and Saturday nights, just as there always was. But that didn’t bother me at all, because single women didn’t have to pay to get in!

		All of the times Josh and I had gone here together, I’d had to pay as part of a couple. But tonight, I didn’t.

		The big bouncer did do an obvious double take when he noticed the large wedding and engagement set on my left hand but he let me in right away. I’d decided not to leave my rings at home, since Josh and my arrangement called for one-night stands exclusively; no repeat dating.

		I figured that I’d tell any guy I met that interested me enough to go into it with him the truth; that I was a happily-married girl out on a fling, free for this one night only. That way I would avoid any long-term entanglements, right from the start.

		Or at least that was what I hoped. I hadn’t been lying to Josh when I’d insisted on that “no boyfriend, no girlfriend” stuff!

		Inside The Dance Factory it was as dark, like it always was. A single candle illuminated every small table, and the bar was back-lit by neon beer signs and the subtle glow of lighted plastic panels behind the various bottles of hard liquor lining the shelves.

		I elbowed my way up to it through the crowd of people standing around behind the fully occupied stools, ordered a vodka gimlet, and let the bartender swipe my credit card. After I had my drink, I sauntered all around the place, looking for an empty table.

		Finding an unoccupied booth at the far end of the massive dance floor, I quickly slid into it and shoved my purse and coat into one corner, marking it as my territory, I hoped. In this club, rude people had been known to appropriate an empty booth while its occupants were busy out on the dance floor.

		During past visits, Josh and I had seen a few nasty scenes erupt as couples argued heatedly over seating arrangements! As I sat sipping my vodka, I checked out the place, looking for likely guys I might want to…to fuck!

		It felt so weird, to be doing that. I had never done it before in my entire life, but I’d fantasized about it…daydreamed about it: and now it was really happening!

		“Hey, how about a dance,” a male voice inquired from out of the dark.

		I looked up and saw a not-very-handsome guy, staring down hopefully at me. Wrinkling up my nose and taking another sip of my drink, I answered him curtly with a negative head shake, “Maybe later.”

		He went away, looking disappointed. Soon, another guy asked me to dance, but he wasn’t very appealing either, so I turned him down too.

		The cocktail waitress came by just then and asked me if I wanted a refill on my vodka gimlet and I told her that I did, settling back into the booth. Maybe this being on your own wasn’t such a great thing after all: you had to pay for all your own drinks and there was no sexy Josh to dance with!

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		By ten o’clock, I was getting discouraged as hell. I had spent, like, fifty bucks already on my own drinks and those I’d bought for the girls I’d met, but I was still, for all practical purposes, by myself!

		I’d danced twice with a little cutie named Julie, and bought her a couple of expensive craft beers. But that had been it, as far as Julie and I were concerned.

		She and her girlfriends were still sitting together at a nearby table, laughing and talking and occasionally dancing with guys that stopped by the table, as I had. They accepted drinks sent their way, but no one had been allowed to sit down with them as of yet: it was still all girls at that table.

		Julie was a beautiful, big-knockered little brunette with an elfin smile and perfect legs. She had a nice ass, too!

		Then there had been Claudette. She was a long, tall blonde with negligible tits but great legs and a winning smile, showing off a set of perfect teeth.

		She had occupied the barstool next to me for an hour when I’d first sat down. One thing had led to another and I had bought her two very expensive aged scotches, which she’d drunk neat.

		We had circled the dance floor twice during slow ones and danced one fast one together too. Just when I had been sure that I was going to feel those long legs of hers wrapped around by ass as I fucked her senseless back at her place later tonight, her boyfriend had showed up and they’d moved over to a table…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		This really sucks! I thought to myself as I moved around the dance floor with a so-so dude named Ernie.

		He’d bought me a drink and asked me to dance twice, so I’d finally given in and accepted his invitation to get out on the floor with him. I was regretting it already!

		Ernie was a “handsy” sort of a guy, as it turned out. I had to keep reaching behind me and moving his roaming fingers up off my ass and back onto my lower spine again, where they belonged!

		Being solicitous, asking me nicely to dance twice, and buying me a drink went only so far with me! If Ernie had been some devastatingly handsome dude, his roving hands might have been more acceptable.

		But he was barely taller than me—we were the same height in the heels I’d worn tonight—and, while he wasn’t exactly homely, he was nothing special when it came to looks. That was for sure!

		I bid him a forceful good-bye when we returned to my booth and pointedly did not ask him to sit down. He slunk away across the room to his seat at the bar, looking back over his shoulder at me hopefully several times as he went.

		This wasn’t going the way I’d envisioned it at all! Dancing with dweebs for a free drink, being all but ignored by the true hotties in the room—that all seemed to be with other girls by now…it bordered on being downright humiliating!

		This sucks, I told myself again as the night wore on.

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		Lying

		

		Josh

		

		It was last call and I still hadn’t clicked with any of the girls I’d met! I ordered a final beer and closed out my tab; feeling slightly drunk, pissed off over my bad luck, and thoroughly disappointed by the way this evening had turned out.

		As I weaved my way through the now sparsely populated parking lot toward my shiny red truck, I was thinking furiously. I didn’t really want to go home!

		If Amber was there, that would probably mean she hadn’t had any luck either. And if she wasn’t…I couldn’t stand to even think about that!

		Picturing myself lying alone in bed—knowing she was doing God-knows-what with some other guy—that would be torture! And knowing that it was happening because I’d all but pushed her into it, with all my talk of freedom and “exploring our options” while we’re still young—what a load of shit that had turned out to be—would make it even worse!

		I’m not doing that! I decided as I got into my truck and started the engine. I’ll check into some cheap motel instead and catch a few hours sleep, and THEN go home! That’s what I’ll do!

		“Let Amber stew about where I’ve been,” I murmured under my breath as I eased out of the lot and onto the street, “and who I spent the night with!”

		SHE can be the one to lie in that empty bed at home, not me, I chortled to myself as I looked for the right kind of motel, not too cheap but not expensive either. This debacle of a night had already cost me over a hundred bucks, just in bar tab, so I was very reluctant to spend more than I had to on a motel room!

		My pride was already in tatters. Why make matters worse by further trashing my bank account?

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“Jesus, maybe I should have sprung for a nicer place!” I said out loud, tossing my purse and coat onto a ratty-looking chair in the corner of the inexpensive motel room.

		And not having a nightie or a toothbrush sucks too! I told myself as I went into the closet-sized bathroom and sat down on the toilet to pee.

		The urine smelled like booze as I flushed the toilet. No surprise there: I had drunk enough vodka tonight to float a boat!

		I took off all my clothes in the bathroom and carried them back into the small bedroom. The sheets on the double bed were ice cold against my naked skin as I slid in between them.

		I wish I had Josh here to snuggle up with! I said to myself as I snapped off the light next to the bed and curled up into a fetal ball under those cold sheets.

		You could have had old Ernie in bed with you easily enough, I told myself sarcastically. I’m sure he would have been more than happy to keep you warm tonight!

		I laughed a bitter laugh under the covers. What a loser I was! I couldn’t even get a hunky guy to lay me!

		Sighing, I thought back over the night I had just spent and the parade of not-quite-right guys I had danced with at The Factory. Of all of them, only a guy named Tad might have been a possibility for warming this bed with me tonight. I now realized that Tad might have been an okay guy to spend the night with!

		He had been tall and well-built, and he had asked me to dance several times; so I know he was interested, at least at first. And he had been nice-looking too!

		But I had acted so indifferently toward him that he’d gravitated toward a cute little redhead who laughed at his jokes and let him buy her a few drinks, while he’d sat at her table. They had eventually left the club together and I was sure that Tad was now busily balling her brains loose somewhere!

		I’d shut Tad down because he hadn’t been quite as handsome as Josh, and because I’d been scared. Now, as I lay in this icy-cold bed all by myself, I realized that few men were as handsome as my husband was and—if I truly wanted to experience some new men in my life—I might have to adjust my standards of male beauty downward, as well as loosen up a little! Tad no doubt would have been fun to get to know better…in bed, and yet here I was, all by myself!

		I guiltily slipped my middle finger into my pussy and began to jill off, thinking of Tad and fantasizing about what might have happened if I had encouraged him a little more. Would he have invited me home with him, instead of hitting on that young redhead he had eventually ended up leaving the dance club with…?

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“That’s right, Julie, you big-titted little honey, suck my big cock—swallow it alllllllllllllll!” I screamed as I shot off into the rough washrag the motel had provided.

		I was lying on the bed, naked as a jaybird, jacking my dick off, pretending Julie had wanted me after all; about how this night might have turned out, had I proven more successful at picking up girls! As the come stopped spurting out of my rapidly-deflating cock, I wiped the last of it off and dropped the washrag down onto the cheap carpeting beside the bed.

		What a fucking way to end the evening! My first night out as a single guy, and the best I could do was jacking off into a Motel Six wash cloth!

		Sighing, I pulled the covers back up over my naked body and tried to go to sleep. It should have been easy; given all the beers I had consumed tonight.

		My bar tab had come to well over a hundred dollars, counting the nice tip I had given the bartender. Of course I had bought drinks for Julie and Claudette, plus one other girl whose name I couldn’t even remember!

		I thought about Amber and barely avoided having an all out panic attack. Was she with another man right now in a much nicer motel room, sucking his cock…riding it?

		“This is all your fault!” I whispered bitterly in the darkness of my room, my voice sounding small and sorry-for-myself.

		Freedom…what a crock! I had the thought just as I passed out…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		Just how big a lie do I want to tell Josh about last night? I asked myself as I turned up our street at eleven o’clock Sunday morning.

		“Shit…his truck isn’t even here yet!” I said aloud, eyeing our empty driveway disappointedly.

		He always parked out in the driveway, although there was room for his truck in the two-car garage, so I knew right away he hadn’t come home yet! I sat fuming behind the wheel of my new Impala for a few seconds, and then drove away.

		She must be great in bed, I told myself angrily as I sped away from our house, if he’s still with her!

		Well, two can play that game, Mister! I said to myself. I’m going to buy myself some breakfast and then go to a movie before I come home, just so that you won’t know what a total bust my night was!

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		I’d always wanted to go to Air Force Museum and look at all the old fighter planes, but Amber would have been bored stiff at doing that, so I hadn’t ever gotten there. That Sunday, after eating a greasy late breakfast at Denny’s, I bought a ticket and spent two hours wandering around in the museum, checking out the old warplanes and their armament, reading the plaques surrounding each plane, and generally acting like some kind of nerd.

		Had I been less hung over, I’m sure I would have enjoyed it even more. At least I didn’t have to listen to Amber bitch about what a waste of time it was, ogling a bunch of decommissioned planes in some drafty old aircraft hanger.

		When it got to be two-thirty in the afternoon, and I’d seen everything, I headed back to my truck and drove towards home. My heart sank when I looked at the house—the front porch light was still on and I realized what that meant: Amber wasn’t home yet—she’d always had an almost religious thing about turning it off when she first got out of bed in the morning.

		But then I saw her car coming down our street from the other direction. I glanced down at the dashboard clock and saw that it was nearly three in the afternoon.

		She left last night at just after nine, when I did! I told myself, panic rising as I thought about how long she had been gone!

		Where’s she been? What’s she been doing? Who’s she been with? All of the questions flew around in my mind at once.

		But I knew what she’d been doing! She’d been out cheating on me with another guy all this time, just as I’d encouraged her to do!

		Bile rose in my throat as I turned into the driveway. This whole mess was my fault and I was just sick about it!

		But I still had my pride. I resolved not to let on to her how much last night had hurt…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		That FUCKER! He’s just now getting home! The thoughts raged through my head. Whoever he met last night must have balled him senseless!

		I quickly made up my mind to play it cool with my cheating husband. Driving right on past his truck and into the garage, I closed the door behind me and went into the house.

		The booze from last night, the not-very-good breakfast I’d eaten a few hours earlier, and all of that theater popcorn were suddenly swirling around in my stomach. It would so embarrassing to barf it all up right in front of Josh!

		So I hurried into the bedroom, got undressed in a flash, and threw on my gardening clothes, heading for the backyard. He came in through the front door just as I was passing through the living room and he made a big show of turning off the front porch light, our eyes never leaving each other’s.

		“Thought I’d do some yard work,” I told him in as neutral a voice as I could manage.

		“Great,” he answered, sounding uneasy, as if his carefree tone was very forced, “I’ve got a project out in the garage I ought to try and finish up today, too.”

		We just stared at each other across the living room for long seconds, too nervous to speak, too uncomfortable to move. Finally, I asked, “How was your night, fun?”

		Josh gave me a crooked little smile, suddenly looking as sick to his stomach as I was, and said, “Oh, yeah; nothing but fun! How was yours?”

		“The same,” I lied quickly. “I had a great time. I’m really looking forward to doing it again next Saturday!”

		He looked somewhat stricken at that news but managed to say, “So am I! This hall pass stuff is terrific, isn’t it?”

		“Oh, yeah,” I answered with as much phony enthusiasm as I could muster, “I wouldn’t trade it for anything!”

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		A New Heat

		

		Amber

		

		Fun…he had nothing but FUN! I told myself over and over again as I yanked out yet another clump of weeds.

		I was positively fuming! He’d had nothing but fun last night, while my big night out had been a total disaster!

		Those fucking weeds never stood a chance that afternoon! I was half-choking them as I pulled them from my flowerbeds, working myself up into an absolute fury!

		I wondered what her name had been. Had her tits been bigger than mine…did she have a nicer ass…had she sucked him so good that he’d think my blowjobs were pretty tame by comparison whenever we made love in the future?

		Around four o’clock, I gave up trying to hold it in and bent over into the flowerbed and puked my guts out. After taking a long drink of cool water out of the garden hose, I began to feel better.

		I washed away the telltale signs of my vomiting with the hose and went back to cleaning the last of the weeds out of my garden. By the time I re-entered the house at five, my stomach had started to settle down and my flowerbeds were looking pristine for the first time in months…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		I wonder if he had a big Johnson, I thought morosely as I began to reassemble the lawnmower motor I’d put new rings in. Had she liked sucking a really big one?

		My own dick was slightly larger than average, I knew. But there were guys out there who had really huge ones!

		Had she run into one of them last night? Would Amber think me small from now on, after riding his mammoth shaft?

		I angrily chucked the wrench I had been using back into my tool box atop the work bench. It clanged against the lid and dropped back inside of the metal box.

		Stupid motherfucker, I chided myself; you really fucked up, urging your wife to sleep with other guys!

		What if the man she had met last night had been one of those super-lovers you read about, with a tongue like an aardvark and fingers like a violin virtuoso? What if he had done things to Amber with his tongue and his lips that I couldn’t even imagine…what if he had her coming all night long? Where would you be then, Mr. I-Want-My-Freedom?

		I shook my head angrily and went back to fixing the mower. At five-fifteen, I had it all back together and running like the proverbial top.

		Wiping the grease off my hands, I went back inside; intent on a shower and wondering whether I wanted dinner or not. My stomach was still a little queasy from last night’s booze and this morning’s greasy breakfast.

		I heard the shower running in the master bathroom as soon as I got into our bedroom and realized Amber had beaten me to it. Easing the bathroom door open, I stared at her lush little frame through the nearly transparent glass of the shower stall.

		My heart broke a little as I realized that last night another guy had seen what I was now seeing. That was the first time that had ever happened, I knew!

		Amber had been a fourteen year old virgin when I’d first met her. I had popped her cherry in the back seat of my mom’s old van back when I’d first started to drive and no one had been with her except me since then—until last night!

		Stupid fucker, I again admonished myself, giving away something so precious; just so you could chase strange pussy and end up jacking off in a cheap motel room!

		“Hey, how long have you been standing there, watching me?” Amber’s irritated voice brought me back to the present.

		“Not long,” I sighed, starting to step back out of the room and close the door once again.

		“Do you want to wash my back?” She inquired, her voice suddenly going playful as she opened the shower door invitingly, the water cascading off her cute tits as I watched.

		My clothes were off in seconds and I was inside the spray with her, soaping up her magnificent little body enthusiastically. She went up onto her tiptoes to kiss me, the water pouring off our heads as our lips met…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“Oh, God, eat it!” I found myself nearly shrieking minutes later. “Eat my hot pussy, darling: I need it so bad!”

		We were both still wet from the shower, having gotten so turned on washing each other’s bodies, kissing and touching, that we hadn’t taken much time drying off. The two of us had stepped from the shower, locked in a long, lingering tongue-kiss, swiping each other with towels briefly, never separating, and then waltzing into the bedroom and sprawling out on the bed.

		Josh had gobbled up my nipples like a mad man when we finally broke off the kiss. And then he had licked his way down my trembling belly to my pussy slit!

		Now he was eating me so wonderfully…I could barely believe how skillfully he was lapping at me tonight! Whoever that girl was he had spent the night with, she must have given him some pointers on clit-licking!

		“Oh, Josh, I’m going to come!” I groaned suddenly, my whole body shivering with excitement. “You’re eating me so great!”

		All at once, I was shaking in ecstasy, pushing my pelvis against his devouring mouth shamelessly, grinding my exploding clit against his rough tongue! The juice was simply pouring out of me and my dear Josh was gulping it down noisily, as if he couldn’t get enough!

		“So fucking goooooooooood,” I cooed blissfully, as the powerful orgasm raged on and on…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		Jesus, she’s coming like a house afire! I thought to myself. In all our years together, I’ve never seen her like this! She’s saying “fuck” right out loud and tossing her pussy against my mouth like some sort of little tramp!

		I realized that guy she had been with last night must have really fucked her brains out. She was utterly shameless this afternoon—like a different woman entirely—as far as getting herself off while I ate her pussy went.

		Amber had loved oral right from the start, but she’d always been somewhat…restrained in the past…hanging back a little; never letting herself totally loose during oral sex. But now—after her night with another man—she was acting like some sort of tigress in the sack!

		After long moments, she stopped quivering and shaking beneath me. Her grey eyes snapped open and she urged me over onto my back.

		“Let me suck you off!” She demanded, flipping over onto her stomach and nestling in between my legs.

		“Ooh, I want to lick you!” She hissed, fisting my cock eagerly, more eagerly than I’d ever seen her go after it before! “I want to give you the blowjob of your life!”

		That guy last night must have had a monster dick, for sure! I told myself gloomily as she all but inhaled my seven inches of hard prick!

		Her tongue was all over me. And she had absolutely no trouble swallowing it all, with every enthusiastic head pass.

		Amber had often said over the years that my cock was so long and so thick that she couldn’t imagine taking a bigger one! Well, now that she’d clearly taken one, she must have realized how average mine really was…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		My Josh’s cock tastes so good tonight! I thought as I licked wildly at its length while I sucked it like a girl who’d gone mad with lust. His pre-come is so sweet…I just can’t get enough of it!

		I wondered, abruptly, if he was going to have a lot for me to swallow tonight. That other bitch had probably drained him dry!

		Resolving to out-suck her, I redoubled my efforts. My tongue went nuts on his prick shaft and his mushroom-shaped head, and I was sucking at his gliding flesh like some sort of demented slut!

		“Jesus, Jesus, Amber,” he groaned aloud, closing his eyes in utter delight, “you’re really going after it tonight!”

		You bet I am! I thought, stopping my frantic sucking to lave his balls with my tongue, wondering if that other woman had done this for him last night. I’m going to drain every drop and swallow it all for you, darling!

		I went back to blowing him and he only lasted for a few more minutes. All at once, he moaned and said, “Oh, oh, fuck, here it is!”

		An absolute torrent of hot, gooey spunk shot out of his throbbing dick and filled my mouth in an instant! I swallowed noisily and sucked for more, my finger sliding into my pussy as I gulped it down.

		And in seconds, I found myself joining him in Come Heaven!

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		That other fucker sure taught her some tricks last night! I thought as I came down from my orgasm. She never gave me that good a blowjob before, not in over ten years of trying!

		I stared at her as she licked her lips to clear them of the last of my jism, and then opened her mouth the way the porn girls did, to show me that she’d swallowed it all! I shuddered at how out-and-out hot she was and kicked myself again mentally for sharing her with some other guy!

		“Do…do you want to…fuck me now, darling?” She purred, gliding up onto my chest, pressing her tits into my belly as she slid up even with me.

		“I…I’d like nothing better,” I wheezed, “but I just came! Give me a few minutes, would you?”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I don’t think this bad boy needs much time to recover,” Amber whispered to me, her grey eyes dancing with mischief as she reached back and began to stroke my limp cock.

		She leaned down to rain little butterfly kisses on my neck and shoulders while she played with my dick and miraculously—in less than a minute—it began to get hard once more; just the way it had when I was a young teen! Amber nuzzled my ear lobe with her tongue and murmured, “Oh, Josh, I just love your cock! I always have!”

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		He’s like a pile driver inside me tonight! I thought as Josh rutted away inside my pussy a few minutes later. My baby is fucking me like a wild man tonight…and I just LOVE it!

		I kissed his ear lobe again and he made a little gasping sound and fucked me even harder! He seemed so excited tonight!

		I wondered if that was because he was imagining some other guy doing this to me last night. After all, he didn’t know that I’d spent a miserable night all alone in a dank motel room.

		And he never will! I resolved right then. Let him think he’s reclaiming me; that I really was a naughty girl with someone else last night…

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		A Different Perspective

		

		Amber

		

		“You were quite the stud last night,” I complimented my husband coquettishly, sipping my coffee at the breakfast table the next morning.

		Josh blushed and murmured, “You were pretty wild yourself.”

		“I guess that’s what comes from adding a little…variety to our lives,” I said carefully.

		He looked as if he’d just been struck by lightning for a second; then he smiled wryly and said, “Yeah, I guess so.”

		Neither one of us said anything for about thirty seconds. And then I asked, “So, we’re still on for next Saturday, I take it? We’re still doing this hall pass thing?”

		He shrugged and said somewhat stiffly, “As long as you want to, I guess its okay with me.”

		I bristled slightly and pointed out that the whole hall pass idea had been his in the first place. Looking sheepish, he admitted, “Yeah, I guess it was at that.”

		We were both finished with breakfast at that point and ready for work. I cleared away the dishes, he kissed me lightly on the cheek, and away he went out the door leading into the garage.

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		It was Tuesday night. Both of us had been too tired to do much on Monday, but now we were in bed together, just reading our Kindles and getting ready to turn out the lights for the night.

		“Did she have bigger tits than me?” Amber suddenly asked me from out of the blue, after snapping off the lamp on her nightstand.

		I nearly fell out of bed with surprise, but I recovered quickly, turning off my own lamp. The bedroom was now completely dark as I said, “I thought you didn’t want to know any details.”

		There was silence for a few seconds, and then she said, “You’re right. I’m sorry I asked you that. I was just curious.”

		I thought of Julie, the little brunette I’d fantasized about when I’d jacked off Saturday night; the one I’d gone after at Ricardo’s and had missed with. She’d had gorgeous, big knockers, and I had lusted after them…so I said, “They were a little bit bigger than yours. Does that satisfy your curiosity?”

		Amber sounded miffed as she muttered, “I always knew you thought my breasts weren’t big enough! Do you think I ought to get them surgically enhanced?”

		“No way,” I growled, reaching over and drawing her into my embrace, “these perfect little boobs of yours are too beautiful to fool around with!”

		“It sure feels like you’re fooling around with them,” Amber sighed as I reached up under her top and started to caress her nipples lovingly.

		“What about the guy you met? Did he think they were too small?”

		Amber went stiff as a board in my arms for a second, and then murmured, “To tell you the truth, I didn’t ask him: I was too busy doing other things to worry about it!”

		Other things, the phrase echoed through my brain! Of course she’d been too busy with ‘other things’…like sucking his cock, or taking it deep inside her belly!

		With a little growl of anger and lust, I was all over her! Amber’s nightie disappeared rapidly, as did her bottoms.

		My super-hard dick nudged its way into her slick little cunt lips and soon we were fucking each other as though we were both possessed!

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		Oh, man, is he ever laying the meat to me tonight? I thought as Josh hammered me down into the mattress.

		My legs were wrapped around his lunging ass and my hard nipples were pressed up tightly against his chest, my arms around his back, as he rode me mercilessly! I loved getting fucked this way…I simply adored it!

		“Oh, baby, you’re giving it to me so great,” I sighed up into his ear, having a naughty thought and just going with it, “just the way…he did last Saturday night!”

		Josh made a sound like I’d just given his nuts a hard squeeze and went slightly crazy on top of me! He’d never fucked me this hard, or this deep before!

		I bounced around on the mattress underneath him, cooing and moaning my pleasure up into his ear as the tried to fuck my teeth loose. I’d been lying to him just now when I’d prodded him with the idea of another guy fucking me hard, just like I’d lied to him earlier when I’d told him I’d been doing all of those “other things” to my mythical lover.

		But he didn’t know that! And I didn’t plan to tell him!

		I just hung on tight and came right along with him minutes later, when he exploded inside of me…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“Was…was his bigger than mine?” I asked her after we had both come, my voice sounding downright wimpy in the silence of our bedroom, even to me!

		“You’re not supposed to ask me questions like that,” Amber reminded me, sounding as if she was teasing me. “We both said we wanted no details about other people.”

		“Turn about is fair play,” I defended myself. “You asked me if the girl I was with had bigger tits than you, and I told you.”

		There was a long silence, and then Amber whispered, “Maybe he was just a little bit longer than you…a tad thicker as well.”

		I shuddered at the image of a guy with a huge horsecock inside her. She eased over to me and rested her head on my shoulder, her bare tits pushing down on my hairy chest.

		“He wasn’t a lot bigger,” she assured me in another whisper.

		I moaned and then asked, “Did you like it? Did you like having a bigger one inside you?”

		Amber hesitated for a long time before she murmured, “It was different. And I liked that.”

		We were all over each other again moments after she’d said that. There was only bare skin on bare skin.

		I sucked her tits and she gobbled up my hard cock. And practically before we knew it, we were fucking again, like two crazy people.

		She rode me and came; then I nailed her to the mattress for a good ten minutes until both of us came, screaming out our mutual ecstasy. Amber sighed and murmured, “I’m glad the windows are closed. I don’t know what the neighbors would say about that much noise…”

		That was Wednesday night. On Thursday, we were even louder…

		

		****

		

		It all began when she suddenly asked, from out of the darkness of our bedroom, if the girl I’d met last Saturday night’s pussy was sweeter than hers to lick. And I realized that I’d have to continue my lie about the imaginary night I’d spent with Julie; so I told Amber that the other girl’s wasn’t necessarily sweeter, but it didn’t taste exactly the same as hers did either.

		Then I asked her if her lover’s big dick had been more fun to suck than mine and she replied that it had been a real challenge, taking one that big all the way into her mouth and throat!

		Soon we’d been fucking again; with her on her hands and knees, me on my knees behind her. My thrusts had been so strong, so deep, that I’d nearly lifted her off the bed with each stroke.

		I came like a water main bursting inside her just as she’d looked back over her shoulder at me and whispered that it was exactly the way her lover had come, when she’d let him do her doggie style last Saturday night…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“Are you excited about tomorrow night?” I asked Josh in bed on Friday.

		He grinned and said, “After spending this week with the ‘new you’, I’m not as excited as I might normally have been. You’ve about fucked my lights out this week, babe.”

		I just smiled at that hot compliment: I’d easily enjoyed the week as much as he had. There seemed to be a new sense of camaraderie between the two of us now; an intimacy that hadn’t existed before, despite how long we’d been together as a couple.

		The thought of him with another woman still rankled; I can’t lie about that. And on one level, I’d hated fibbing to him about my own experiences with the mythical, big-dicked stud I’d supposedly slept with last weekend.

		But on the other hand, the sex between the two of us had been simply off the charts in terms of its frequency and how hot it had been! It was as if we’d somehow managed to turn back the hands of time and make everything new and fresh between us in the bedroom once more!

		And I didn’t want that to end: I didn’t want to go back to our old life of so-so, regimented sex with an almost zero excitement level. I sensed Josh didn’t want that either, so I said, “Well, I’m sure looking forward to it, darling! I think both of us being with other people will continue to amp up the sex between the two of us…just as it has this week, or at least I hope so!”

		Josh thought about that for long moments, and then gave me a resolute smile and said, “I’m sure it will.”

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		Getting ready to go out and try to score with other people was less awkward this week than it had been the week before. We even told each other where we’d gone last weekend and agreed to swap potential pick up spots this time, with her hitting Ricardo’s and me trying The Dance Factory.

		“There were lots of likely looking single guys there last week, believe me,” I told her ruefully. “It was hard getting noticed.”

		She came over to me and went up onto her tiptoes so she could wrap her arms around my neck lovingly and give me a long, sensuous kiss. When she finally broke it off, she whispered, “And yet you managed. That’s because you’re nothing but hot, sweetie! That other girl was lucky to have my Josh for one night!”

		I loved her so much in that second that I didn’t want to let her go. Amber’s sexy grey eyes were glistening with love for me and I couldn’t imagine any other male arms being around her but mine!

		The moment passed, and she disengaged from me, slipping on the hottest dress in her whole wardrobe, worn braless, with the tiniest pair of wispy thong panties I’d ever seen her wear. She noticed me staring and said, “The competition was pretty stiff at The Factory last week, too. I don’t want to go unnoticed.”

		I looked at her in that bordering-on-the-slutty green dress, with her cute little tits nearly exposed by the plunging neckline and the hemline at mid-thigh and sighed, saying: “I don’t think you’ll have to worry about that tonight, babe.”

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		Trying Again

		

		Amber

		

		I loved Josh more that ever, but I was still very determined to meet someone new as I left the house that night. Last week had been incredibly fun, but I wasn’t that great a liar and I didn’t want to go on making up stories about the guy I’d been with.

		The problem with not being a natural born fibber, when you’re forced to lie, is you’re nearly sure to forget some of the details about the nonexistent guy you were supposedly with; especially if you make up a bunch of them! Did this week’s fantasy man have blond hair or dark hair? Did he have a bigger dick than Week One’s guy, or a thicker one? Was he a great dancer or was it the one before him?

		Besides, Josh had been nothing but turned on by the notion of me being in bed with someone new. Oh, he’d been jealous as hell, too!

		But in the end, he’d been aroused by it, in a way I’d never seen him before. He’d tried to fuck me better, deeper, harder than my mystery lover had! He’d tried to surpass my fantasy man as a pussy licker, as a Don Juan!

		I giggled with delight behind the wheel of my Impala—as I drove over to Ricardo’s—at how sexy and how much fun that had been, watching Josh try to up his game in the bedroom, vying with my nonexistent lover. It had been a blast!

		And, since he’d ultimately proven okay with me sleeping with someone other than him—as least as far as he knew—I was resolved to actually go ahead and do it this week, instead of just fantasizing about it! I mean, why not?

		I was young, single for one night, and oh, so curious about how it really would feel to make love to a guy other than Josh. And I had a hall pass from my husband allowing me to do just that!

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		I was excited but wary as I left the house for The Dance Factory that night. Last week, I’d been confident as hell and look where that had gotten me!

		The image of that cheap motel room and the humiliation of jacking off thinking about a fantasy girl—one I hadn’t been able to score with—was still fresh in my mind as I pulled into the crowded parking lot behind The Factory.

		I was going to try my best to get laid this week, just as I had last week. But I now knew that, just because I was resolved to make it happen, it was far from being a sure thing.

		The memory of the week I’d spent in bed with Amber buoyed me as I walked to the end of the line and waited for admission to the club. What a fucking hottie I was married to, after all!

		The idea of her using all of that sexiness on somebody else tonight grated on me—even though I myself was about to try to meet someone new and charm her into going to bed with me—but I shoved that thought from my mind as best I could. I consoled myself with the realization that if last week was any indication, being with someone else was just what Amber needed to come home and really rock my world!

		So instead of dwelling on her sleeping with someone new, I busied myself with reconnoitering the crowd awaiting entry to The Dance Factory. Amber hadn’t been pulling my chain: there were scads of cute, unattached girls ahead of me in line, most of them in giggling groups, laughing and talking and looking like they were out for a night of fun!

		Well, so am I, I reminded myself as I got ever closer to the door…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		I think this is going to be way better than The Dance Factory was last week, I thought to myself as I waited for the cocktail waitress to bring me my first drink of the evening. There seems to be a lot of single guys here; much more than there were at The Factory.

		And I was sure that most of them had noticed me as I had sat down at my table. My daring choice of a costume for tonight was paying off already!

		My heart was pounding as I took a first sip of my vodka gimlet. I’d never gone out in public like this before in my life, with my tits nearly exposed and my dress hiked clear up to the top of my thighs as I sat down!

		Josh would have had a heart attack if he’d ever seen me done up like this, either in high school, college, or on one our dinner excursions after we’d married. He’d probably have asked me to change into something less conspicuous…less ‘eye-catching’!

		Well, for the first time in my entire life, I wanted men to notice me!I welcomed their leers; their not-very-well-hidden thoughts about my sexuality and my…’availability’!

		I had to admit, this was pulse-pounding stuff, sitting in a dance club with all of my…goodies on display, inviting the interest of horny men! My nipples were half hard already as they nestled against the bodice of my dress, unfettered by a bra for the first time ever! And my pussy was as wet as it could be as I glanced around the room and saw dozens of guys ogling me hungrily!

		My first drink disappeared quickly and I ordered another. I had promised myself that this week would not be a repeat of last week, in terms of drinking too much alcohol.

		But I was really nervous—as well as excited—by all of those men drooling over me, knowing that, if one of them pleased me enough, I’d be spending the night in bed with him. So I told myself a few drinks couldn’t possibly hurt…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“You’re a real cutie; wanna’ dance?” A young female voice asked from somewhere behind me.

		I had just downed my first beer and asked the bartender for a refill. I spun around on my barstool and saw a skinny, lanky red-haired girl with startlingly white skin and an explosion of cute freckles dotting her pretty face leaning into me, somewhat drunkenly; her green-eyes slightly unfocused.

		For a thin girl, she had an impressive set of large, rounded breasts, and all of that cleavage was proudly on display in the low-bodiced, cream-colored evening dress she was wearing. I sat gazing down into that sumptuous canyon of female flesh for long moments, until she said impatiently, “Hey, I’m up here, dude! Haven’t you ever seen a pair of knockers before?”

		Recovering myself, I grinned at her as I glanced up into her eyes and said, “Not as nice as yours, I haven’t; not very often anyway.”

		She smiled and said with a laugh, “Well, thanks, I guess, on behalf of my girls! Now, do you wanta’ dance or not?”

		I shrugged and said, “Sure, let’s do it.”

		Her name, I learned, as we circled the large dance floor together, was Matilda. But she hated it, so everyone called her Tilda.

		She was just twenty-one, a local college student in her senior year, and she and a bunch of her girlfriends were out clubbing tonight. Tilda didn’t have a steady boyfriend right at the moment, but she was on the lookout for one.

		Like most girls, even ones who were half-drunk, she knew where to look for initial signs that a guy was available. Her emerald-green eyes bored into my wedding ring at that moment, and she took a step back away from me as we danced.

		“Where’s your wife tonight, dude; out of town?” She grilled me in an angry tone.

		“We…uh…have sort of an…‘arrangement’ between us,” I stammered, totally taken unawares by her sudden hostility.

		Tilda was still looking at me warily. She nodded for me to explain further, so I did.

		“We give each other a sort of…hall pass once a week,” I said. “She goes her way, and I go mine, for one night only.”

		“You two do that every week?” She asked, obviously not believing me.

		“Uh, yeah; that’s the deal we made,” I stammered.

		Her face grew even more skeptical and she said, “How could any marriage survive that?”

		She looked at me even closer and added, “You’re awfully young to be that bored with marriage already!”

		“I’m twenty-four, almost twenty-five,” I answered somewhat defensively.

		“How long have you been married, guy? Did you get married at sixteen or something?”

		“We’ve only been married for a little over two years,” I answered honestly, not knowing what else to do.

		She stepped completely away from me then, and turned to leave me standing all by myself out in the middle of the dance floor, the music from the overhead speakers still swirling around us. I said a little desperately, “We started going together, exclusively, at fourteen. We’ve really been a couple for over ten years now.”

		Tilda cocked her head disbelievingly and said, “That’s a long time, alright. But if you feel that way, why did you get married in the first place?”

		I felt like an idiot as I admitted, “I don’t know; because everyone expected us to, I guess!”

		She shook her head as if she agreed that I was an idiot and flounced off to sit down with her friends at a big table. I sighed and went back to my seat at the bar.

		Should I slip my wedding ring off and put it in my pocket? I asked myself dejectedly as I finished my second beer by myself…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		This is a lot more fun than last week! I thought as I returned to my table, slightly out of breath, from dancing a series of fast ones with a true babe of a guy!

		His name was Scott and he was tall, dark and handsome in the extreme. He was also a stock broker, an amateur bodybuilder, and a terrific dancer to boot!

		I had been sorely tempted to let him sit down with me at my table just now, but it was still early in the evening and I didn’t want to seem too easy. Besides, this was a whole different scene than last week.

		Scott was the fourth or fifth guy I’d danced with so far, and all of them were far better looking than the assortment of losers I’d been stuck with at Ricardo’s last Saturday night! So far, Scott was head and shoulders above anyone else I’d met yet tonight, as far as I was concerned, but the evening was still young: it wasn’t even ten-thirty yet!

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“So how come you went ahead and got married, if you weren’t really ready to do that?” A female voice inquired over my shoulder a half hour later.

		I turned on my stool, startled to see Tilda hovering behind me again, drink in hand. She looked even more glassy-eyed than she had before, when we’d shared that half a dance.

		“I’m curious, is all,” she said by way of an explanation as to her presence. “I’ve been thinking about it…about you.”

		“Why don’t we get a table, if we can find one,” I said to her, picking up my beer from the bar. “And I’ll tell you all about it.”

		We lucked out and spotted a table where the previous occupants were just leaving, and we swooped in to claim it. The cocktail waitress came over to clean off their empty glasses and soggy cocktail napkins, and I ordered the two of us another round of drinks.

		“Amber, that’s my wife, and I met on the first day of high school, our freshman year,” I explained while we waited for our drinks. “I thought she was the cutest girl I’d ever seen and I went after her; wouldn’t leave her alone until she’d agreed to a date with me.”

		I shrugged and added, “We just seemed to click, and that was that. We went to the same college and lived together for most of our senior year. After that, all our friends and our folks expected us to get married—and we both thought that was what we wanted too—so we did.”

		The drinks came. We sipped them in silence for a few seconds and then Tilda asked, “And now you’ve decided that you don’t love each other anymore?”

		I shifted in my seat and answered her truthfully, “No, it’s not that we don’t still love each other. It’s kind of like we we’re feeling we’d missed out on ever being single: both of us feel that way.”

		“Neither of you has ever dated someone else; ever been with anyone except each other?” Tilda asked incredulously.

		“No, never; until last week that is,” I admitted, letting out a deep sigh. “She…she spent the night with another guy last weekend; someone she met here, as a matter of fact.”

		Tilda’s eyes lit up as she asked, “And you…what did you do last weekend?”

		“I tried to do the same,” I admitted, looking away in embarrassment, “but I struck out.”

		She took my hand atop the table and said in a low whisper, “Well, you’re in luck this weekend, cutie; ‘cause I’m sure as hell not turning you down!”

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“That’s cool; no long-term commitments allowed, huh?” Scott asked me when I’d explained all about my hall pass situation, after I’d finally agreed to let him sit down at my table and he’d noticed my wedding set.

		“No, not really,” I told him, staring up into his sexy brown eyes “My husband and I are both adamant about that. We still love each other, but we want to experience other people in our lives, before we settle down permanently.”

		“Then I’m your guy,” Scott said with the bold grin of the perennial bad boy. “Lack of commitment is my middle name!”

		I nodded, unable to take my eyes off him. He was so handsome; like every girl’s naughty fantasy!

		“Let’s end our evening at my place,” he said, taking my hand in his, “what do you say?”

		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		Other People

		

		Josh

		

		Amber and I had agreed that neither of us was to bring anyone to our house to have sex with them. And since Tilda lived with two female roommates and I didn’t feel like telling my hall pass story again to both of them, I sprung for another motel room that night.

		It wasn’t the Ritz, but it was much nicer than the dump I’d rented for myself last weekend. I wasn’t trying to sweep Tilda off her feet—since I was only going to be with her this one time, according to the terms of my agreement with Amber—but on the other hand, I didn’t want to come off as some kind of cheapo creeper either!

		Tilda was a tall girl, so she didn’t have to go up onto her tiptoes to kiss me the way Amber did. The red-headed girl’s lips were pillowy and soft as they met mine and she pushed her lush tits against my chest and rubbed her very erect nipples—I could clearly feel them through her thin bodice—against my pecs as we made out.

		I had been a little worried about being able to get it up around a girl other than Amber; anticipating guilt over cheating on my wife and all that. But it seemed I didn’t have to worry about that any longer: my dick was nearly tearing a hole in the front of my jeans as that hot kiss went on and on, and Tilda’s slippery tongue wriggled against mine…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		Scott’s big hand rested on my bare thigh whenever he wasn’t shifting the gear lever on his Porsche, as he drove us toward his place. His ride was a very expensive sports car and featured a gleaming black paint job along with a rich tan leather interior.

		The Porsche was powerful, just like its owner. And he was as gorgeous to look at as his car was!

		I’d decided to leave my own car overnight in the lot out back of Ricardo’s and let him drive me back in the morning to pick it up. Somewhat callously, I’d elected to let him get the Driving Under the Influence ticket tonight, if there was going to be one: both of us were more than a little bit tipsy by the time we left the club!

		It was a relatively short drive up into the hills, to the house Scott was renting, with its panoramic view of the city lights. We made the trip in what seemed like a few minutes, because Scott drove like he was a competing in some road race he was determined to win.

		“You drive like a maniac,” I scolded him as he opened my door once we were safely in his driveway and helped me out of the low-slung car.

		“I’m a maniac in bed, too,” he whispered to me with a devilish leer as he walked me up to his front door, “as you’re about to discover; much to your delight!”

		I laughed, as a way of hiding my growing panic over really doing this; being alone in his house with a guy like Scott, who had brought me home to…to fuck me! I stammered, “Talk is cheap, sweetie. I’ll be the one to decide if you delight me or not!”

		Saying that to an alpha-male type like Scott was like waving red meat in front of a hungry wolf. He unlocked his front door, escorted me inside, and locked it behind us.

		“The talk is over, as far as I’m concerned, baby!” He growled, sweeping me into his strong arms and kissing me, his tongue all over mine.

		I felt my body heating up instantly. My breasts jerked in unison against his broad chest, and he clearly noticed how hard my nipples were, right though the few layers of clothing separating us.

		“You’re a hot one, aren’t you, babe?” He asked as he broke off the kiss and took the zipper of my dress in his hands.

		He opened the zipper in one sweeping motion and gently pushed my hands down, so that the dress could slip all the way off. Once it was gone, I was all but naked in front of him, clad only in my skimpy panties and high heels.

		“Lovely…really lovely,” Scott sighed, looking down at my heaving breasts, my hard little pink nipples.

		He palmed my tits and I nearly fainted! It felt so weird, having a man other than Josh touching me this way…seeing me nearly naked!

		“Come here, hot stuff, and give me another kiss,” Scott said as he tugged me into him by my nipples, squeezing them and rolling them in between his fingers as our lips met.

		Oh, God help me, but that feels so wonderful! I thought as I tongue-kissed him eagerly.

		My tits jerked in his hands and then his hands were gone for a few seconds, sliding down my bare back onto my butt, whisking off my panties. I felt them fluttering down my thighs and then my calves, finally coming to rest atop my feet.

		I…I’m completely naked in another man’s arms! I told myself, stepping out of the shoes, feeling the thick carpeting of his front room under my feet…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		I’d always loved Amber’s pert handfuls of tit; her pink little nipples. But even I would have to admit they’re not huge—a pair of thirty-two “B’s” in size—all perky and firm as they can be and, on the whole, still very arousing.

		But Tilda had a set of what I guessed to be thirty-six “D’s” when I took her bra off. And I fell on them hungrily, reveling in their size, their softness, their spongy, natural feel beneath my exploring fingers: no breast augmentation here; no phony, silicon tits for this girl!

		“Suck my nippies,” Tilda urged me, running her fingers through my hair, nudging my lips downward, toward her spiking red nipples. “I just love to have my nippies sucked!”

		I didn’t have to be asked twice! I nursed at the right one, while caressing the left one, sucking like a famished baby at the sweet, pliant flesh!

		She cooed, “Oh, that’s it; harder: you can even bite ‘em if you want, as long as you’re gentle…I like it a little rough!”

		We were on the bed in the center of the motel room. She was now wearing only her thong panties and I was down to my boxer shorts.

		I nipped at her left nub as I sucked it and slid my fingers under the waistband of her panties. She moaned and pulled me tighter against her tit as my finger slid into her juicy cunt for the first time.

		“Oh, yeah, Josh; finger me!” She all but begged. “Finger-fuck me while you suck my hot tits!”

		I did away with her panties entirely, her sleek little ass coming off the bed to help me shuck them downward. Returning to her pussy, I realized she was one of those modern girls who waxed everything bare; my palm and fingers were instantly wet and my middle finger went deep into her warm recesses with absolute ease!

		“I…I’ll warn you…I come easy and often when I’m really turned on!” She gasped as I began to run my finger in and out of her juicy opening, keeping it up against her clit. “And you really know how to turn me on!”

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		I didn’t know what to expect as Scott waltzed me into the bedroom and eased me down onto his bed, never having been with other than Josh in my life!

		My husband I had watched porn together dozens of times over the years—more since we’d been living together—so I’d seen lots of girls getting laid on film.

		So I knew, in a general way, what was supposed to happen now. But none of those porn girls had been me; so I was as nervous as I could be!

		Scott still had all of his clothes on, but that changed in an instant, it seemed. First his sport coat came off, then his shoes and socks, followed quickly by his shirt and his slacks.

		I stared up at him as he stripped for me, apprehensively eyeing his waxed-bare pecs and his tiny waist, my gaze dropping to his boxer shorts as he tugged them off. The breath froze in my lungs.

		He was enormous! I’d always thought Josh was big; just about seven inches long and thick as he could be!

		But Scott dwarfed him, both in length and in girth. His…cock was at least two inches longer than my husband’s and nearly twice as thick!

		“I…I don’t know if I can handle one that huge,” I told him worriedly as I stared up at his massive body and his over-sized prick.

		“Let’s just see, shall we?” Scott said with a roguish smile as he got down on the bed with me.

		Kissing him, now that we were both naked, was a real revelation. His smooth chest against my bare nipples, his tongue gliding over mine as I tentatively gripped that huge cock of his for the first time…all of it had me fighting for breath, I was suddenly so overwhelmed with excitement!

		He slipped his meaty finger into me and began to masturbate my pussy while we kissed, and I almost went out of my mind! I ground my erect little nipples against his manly chest and sucked at his tongue as if it was his cock, while busily I jerked the skin of his actual cock up and down; the shaft beneath that skin so hard it felt as if it had been carved out of granite!

		“Do you want it, little Amber?” He asked me breathily as his lips left mine after that long, sensual kiss. “Do you want my big cock in that tiny little pussy of yours?”

		“Y-Yes,” I managed to murmur, looking up into his hungry brown eyes, “I think I do!”

		This is really going to happen! I thought. He’s going to fuck me with this big horsecock of his…and I’m going to LET him!

		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

	
		A Learning Experience

		

		Josh

		

		“Fuck me…fuck me hard,” Tilda screamed as she got ready to come for at least the fourth time that night, “oh, God, Josh, please…fuck me…Fuckmefuckmefuckme!”

		She was down on her elbows and knees in front of me and I was plunging my dick into her slick little hole as fast as I could move my hips. The sound of my thighs slapping against hers, my panting breath as I fucked her for all I was worth, and the chant-like sound her murmuring “fuck me” over and over again echoed through the room.

		This girl was nothing but wild! I loved the way she got totally into sex with me, no matter how we were doing it!

		Tilda gave every position, every act, her absolute all! She had sucked my cock like some sort of human vacuum cleaner, her tongue roaming all over it as she nursed at my hot flesh until I had come, screaming, in her mouth! The lithe redhead had then ridden my revitalized dick like a monkey on a pole, and now she was going utterly crazy over me doing her doggie style!

		“Oh, Josh, you’re going to make me cream again,” she sighed just then, her pussy grabbing at my cock. “You’re such a hot fuck!”

		A hot fuck…me…who knew? I thought as my prick erupted in her depths, depositing a huge wad of come in that tight little pussy of hers…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“Just like that; tilt your head back so you can take it all, babe,” Scott instructed me.

		I did as he asked and the last two inches of his cock glided its way down into my sucking lips as my tongue lashed at him. He knees were bent slightly, so he could reach my nipples with those magic fingers of his, twisting them and tugging at them as I knelt before him, orally worshiping his magnificent cock.

		I wonder if he’s going to fuck my mouth and throat until he comes? I had the thought, not caring if he did!

		Sucking Scott’s massive prick was so much fun—now that I had found out I could actually do it—that I didn’t mind sucking him all the way off at all, if that was what he wanted! After all, everything he done to me thus far tonight had made me come; sucking my tits while he fingered me, eating my pussy until I had been reduced to a sobbing, wailing slut, begging for more of his tongue and lips: and now I was about to orgasm again, just sucking his huge dick while he twisted my nipples and I fingered my own clit!

		But Scott clearly had other ideas. He stopped me in mid-suck and said, “Got to fuck that tight little pussy of yours now, Amber! I’ve just got to!”

		Big, powerful Scott raised me easily to my feet and positioned me on the bed just the way he wanted me, on my back with my legs splayed wide open for him. He knelt on the mattress between them and began to tease me with his massive helmet of a cock head, gliding it up and down over my excited, overflowing-with-lube pussy lips!

		He smiled as he pressed the searingly-hot knob of male flesh against my super-aroused clit and I nearly died, it felt so good. Shamelessly, I begged him to go ahead and fuck me, pleading in a breathy whisper, “Oh, Scott, you big tease…put it in me! I want it so bad!”

		His smile changed to one of triumph as he pushed forward with his muscular hips and the huge, mushroom-shaped dome of flesh split me open and disappeared inside. I moaned with a mixture of terror and delight as I felt it splitting me open, sliding ever downward.

		Nothing this big had ever been inside me before! Josh had bought me a very realistic-looking vibrator the year before, as a sort of gag gift for my birthday.

		But I had never masturbated with it, because it was so thick! Well, Scott was even thicker than the fake cock that had scared me so, and now he was in me!

		“Oh, go slow;” I pleaded with him as the giant cock slid further down into my stretched-open pussy, “you’re so damn big! I haven’t had anything this…wide in me before!”

		“Shhhhhh, we’re almost there, little Amber,” Scott quieted me with a whisper, “just a few more inches to go!”

		I mewled and moved around underneath him. The last little bit of his enormous cock filled me, and I felt his huge nut sac come to rest against my bottom!

		All of him! I thought, giddy with the knowledge that he was all the way inside of me; that I had taken every inch of his impressive prick!

		“See; that wasn’t so hard, was it?” Scott sighed as he began to gently fuck me.

		“Oh, oh, God; it’s so fucking biiiiiiiiiig!” I moaned as the massive shaft began to move up and back inside me…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“Play with my ass!” Tilda demanded, on the edge of yet another of her incredible, all-out orgasms. “Oh, God, Josh; put your finger up my ass while you fuck me!”

		Her ass, I thought disbelievingly as I stared down at that tiny rosebud nestled so invitingly between those two beautiful ass cheeks, she actually wants me to…

		In all our years together, I had left Amber’s cute little bottom almost entirely alone! I had watched lots of anal porn videos over the years, fantasizing about fucking Amber in the ass: but I knew a straight-laced girl like her would never do such a thing, so I hadn’t even tried!

		And now…here was wild, sexy Tilda practically begging me for it! I knew an opportunity when I saw it!

		Without further hesitation on my part, I pushed my right index finger into my mouth, wetting it thoroughly with my saliva, and then eased it into Tilda’s anus, all the way up to my palm. Instead of saying something like: “Don’t do that, you pervert!” She sighed, “Oh, yeah, baby; fuck my butt with your finger while you ball me!”

		I picked up the pace in her pussy, feeling it grab at my gliding cock as I stroked her anal sheath. This was fantastic! I’d always daydreamed about doing this, and now I was!

		Tilda made a tiny keening sound and then reached over onto the nightstand and grabbed her purse. She brought out a tube, which she passed back to me, saying, “Oh, that feels so nice! But I bet that a great dick like yours would feel even nicer up my butt; don’t you think?”

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“G-Give it to me!” I wailed as I began to orgasm. “Really pound me with that huge cock of yours! I’m coming so greeeeeaaaaaaat!”

		Scott drove himself down into me even harder and I saw stars! My pussy gripped his flying cock, holding it deep inside me as I came and came!

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, damn, little Amber,” Scott gasped and his big body trembled as his cock started to spurt its hot load into my womb. “Are you ever a hot fuck, or what?”

		In the midst of our furious shared climax, I fleetingly thought of the six condoms—still in their foil wrappers inside my purse on the coffee table in the living room—and sighed. I’d promised myself faithfully that I’d use them tonight, just to be safe.

		Fuck ‘em! I thought as Scott filled me a small lake of his warm spunk.

		This was just too good, too powerful a feeling to worry about something as off-putting as safe sex! Besides, it was way too late now to worry about that anyway, now that I had what felt like a half gallon of his come inside me!

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		The way Tilda twerked her tight little ass around my invading cock was pure heaven! I’d thought her pussy was snug, but the ass-fucking I was giving her now was a whole different thing!

		She looked at me just then, back over a freckled shoulder and said, her eyes half-mast from building ecstasy, “That the way to do it, stud! That’s the way to play with my clit while you fuck me right in the asssssssssss!”

		The tiny hole I was so vigorously fucking abruptly tightened around my cock and I knew she was coming! I’d made her come by fucking her in the butt!

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, dear God,” I croaked just then, “me…me too!”

		My cock simply seemed to erupt inside her ass! When my hot semen suddenly began to flood that snug little sheath, Tilda tossed her long red tresses frantically from side to side and ground her climaxing clit against my finger as she came and came right along with me!

		“Oh, Josh,” she sighed as she oozed down onto the bed in utter ecstasy, my cock still buried in her clasping bottom, “you fuck me so great!”

		I responded by hunching my rapidly-fading dick into her gooey ass a few times more, milking all of the jism out of my very satisfied balls and into her tight little opening…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“That was sensational,” I sighed, running my fingertips across Scott’s waxed-bare chest, snuggling into his big body. “You made me come so great! I still can’t quite believe how good it was!

		“A lot of it was you,” Scott assured me with a smile. “You’re a really hot girl in bed, Amber. Your husband is a lucky man.”

		He thought about it a minute and then added, “I’m a lucky man, to be sharing what’s his by right.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I don’t want to talk about that,” I told him truthfully, not wanting to think about Josh and how much what I’d just done with Scott might hurt him, if he ever was to find out about it.

		Instead, I reached down for Scott’s limp cock—which, even soft, still filled my hand in a way poor Josh’s never could—and teased it with just my fingernails. It began to stiffen up right away!

		“I want this monster inside me again,” I confessed to its owner. “I loved the way it felt, once I got used to how big it is!”

		“I think that can be arranged,” Scott said with a smirk. “I can’t wait to fuck you again, little Amber.”

		“My thought, exactly,” I said, scooting down in the bed until my lips were even with Scott’s half hard cock.

		It’s covered with my pussy juice, orgasmic fluid, and his come…but I don’t care! I thought as I snaked my tongue out and began to lick it. I further told myself that, after all, I’d sucked Josh’s a few times over the years, after he had made love and we wanted to do so again. Sucking Scott’s cock isn’t the same as sucking my husband’s…but isn’t that what this whole “hall pass” thing is supposed to be about—experiencing new things?

		I had to admit, Scott’s…stuff tasted a little different than Josh’s did! My husband’s semen was very salty and Scott’s wasn’t: it was bland and almost sweet, in comparison to Josh’s.

		As I slipped my new lover’s cock head into my mouth and started to lick it clean with my tongue, I reluctantly admitted to myself that sex with Scott was better than sex was with Josh, in some ways. Not only did his come taste superior to my husband’s, but his huge cock had taken me to places tonight that Josh’s simply couldn’t match!

		“That’s it, Amber, if you take all of it in your mouth, I’ll be hard again in no time,” Scott urged me at that moment.

		Obediently, I let the rest of his firming-up-rapidly cock into my mouth and began to lick harder, telling myself, I’m never going to let on to Josh that Scott fucked me better than him, or that his spunk is tastier. That would crush his male pride beyond repair!

		No, I wouldn’t say a word to my husband about Scott’s sexual prowess being greater than his. I’d simply enjoy this encounter while it lasted!

		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

	
		Honesty

		

		Amber

		

		“Come on, babe, and give me a little parting gift!” Scott chided me, unzipping his slacks.

		“Put that thing away!” I giggled; looking frantically around the deserted parking lot, making sure no one could see what he was doing as his fat cock head poked through the hole in the front of his boxers. “It’s broad daylight; three in the afternoon, for God’s sake!”

		“A hard cock doesn’t care what time it is,” he told me with a grin as I stared down at his magnificent boner.

		The parking lot behind Ricardo’s was all but empty. The place wasn’t open on Sundays and so my car stood all by itself at one end of the big lot.

		“Suck me off…one more time,” Scott urged him, reaching down and shaking his stiff prick at me.

		I knew I shouldn’t! He’d already had his way with me just an hour ago, after I’d showered and fixed my hair for my trip home!

		But charming, oh so persuasive Scott had told me that he wanted to give me a good-bye kiss inside his house, not in the parking lot, just in case there turned out to be spectators there. As soon as our lips had met, one thing had rapidly led to another, and almost before I’d known it, he’d had my dress off once more and was sucking my nipples…and then my panties had vanished and his big cock was in me again, fucking my brains loose, right on the living room carpet!

		Still...I found I couldn’t deny him! I had come to love his huge dick too much for that; so I’d fucked him back and he’d gotten me off again, just as he’d gone off inside me!

		“Put it away, and let’s get in my car,” I whispered hurriedly, under my breath—giving in to impulse—as I thought back on that hot, impromptu fuck and how much fun it had been to act like such a bad girl. “There’s a lot more room in there.”

		He had a little trouble, getting that mammoth tool of his stuffed back inside his pants with it being as hard as it was, but soon we were seated in the back seat of my Impala, and I was undoing his zipper again with trembling fingers.

		“Oh, that’s the way to suck it, doll,” he sighed as I leaned over and began to deep throat him, my tongue going crazy on his cock head and most of the shaft as I sucked.

		After a few minutes, I saw those huge balls of his tightening up beneath my teasing fingertips. I stopped sucking just for a few seconds so I could let him slip from my mouth, chiding him in a breathy whisper, “These big things ought to be properly drained now, after all the times you came in me last night and today; and after I sucked you off twice before this, too!”

		“They’re about empty, that’s for sure,” Scott sighed with pleasure as I began to blow him again.

		He ran his fingers through my blonde locks as my head went up and down on his cock and I prepared to swallow his load once more. It didn’t take long.

		Scott twisted in the seat beneath my gliding lips and moaned, “Oh, God, babe; here it is! Suck it all out and swallow it for me!”

		He only had three big blasts of jism for me to deal with this afternoon, unlike last night and earlier this morning, when he’d absolutely inundated my mouth and throat with spunk when he’d come! After I had gulped down the three big jets of semen and licked away his last two little tiny spurts of come, he was all done.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, now that’s what I call thoroughly drained,” Scott sighed with satisfaction as I put his rapidly-deflating cock away and straightened back up in the seat.

		I smiled and licked the last of his jizz from my lips as I said earnestly, “It was a real pleasure making your acquaintance, Scott. Believe me!”

		“The pleasure was all mine, cutie,” Scott said, getting out of my Chevy and tossing me a casual wave, “See you around.”

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“Jesus, it’s almost three-thirty and she’s not back yet,” I groused, looking at the clock on the mantle. “She must have really liked this guy!”

		I told myself I had nothing to complain about, really. I’d really liked Tilda and her long, lanky body too!

		After all, I’d fucked her right up until our eleven o’clock check out time at the motel. The sex with her had been so hot I found myself kind of wishing the two of us could get together again, but rules were rules!

		I went into the kitchen and made myself a sandwich out of the remnants of the beef roast Amber had cooked last week. After washing it down with a beer, I went back into the living room to wait for my errant bride’s return.

		Last week had taught me a lesson: I hadn’t drunk nearly as many beers this week, and I had avoided eating a greasy breakfast. So I felt reasonably good this afternoon. I grinned and admitted to myself that I felt great, really!

		I’d spent the night with a true hottie, fucked her every way a man could fuck a woman, and made her come like a banshee! What was there not to feel great about?

		Your wife spent the night with another guy, I reminded myself. And he must have fucked her really great too, or she’d be home by now!

		“That’s the price I have to pay for freedom,” I reminded myself aloud, under my breath. “It’s worth it…it really is!”

		I heard the garage door going up just then, and knew Amber was home at last…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		I’ll be alright as long as I don’t tongue-kiss him until I’ve had a chance to brush my teeth, I told myself worriedly, fretting about the last minute blowjob I’d just given Scott, and about the additional load of come in my pussy from our hot interlude in his front room just before he’d driven me back to my car, and if I don’t make love to him before I’ve taken a shower and washed all of Scott’s spunk out of my pussy!

		As luck would have it, Josh was waiting for me in the living room. He gave me a huge welcoming smile and then took me into his arms, he was so glad to see me!

		Oh, fuck, I thought with a sinking heart as his tongue demanded entrance to my mouth during our welcome-home kiss, he’s bound to taste Scott’s jism! I can still taste it!

		Josh stiffened in my arms as soon as his tongue encountered the unfamiliar tang of another man’s come inside my mouth! I drew my lips away, but it was too late: I could see it in his startled eyes!

		“He…he wanted a good-bye blowjob,” I stammered guiltily.

		“So, you just…gave him one?” Josh said; as if he couldn’t quite believe his sweet little wife would ever do such a thing!

		A dozen thoughts swirled around in my head; a dozen come-backs flashed through my mind: but none of them sounded appropriate! The best I could do was to answer somewhat defiantly: “My time, my decision according to the hall pass rules; I don’t have to justify my actions to you! According to the rules we agree to, you’re not supposed to ask me anything about what I did or who I did it with!”

		That seemed to stop Josh in his tracks. He scowled at me and murmured, “It’s just not right; your coming home with another guy’s…spunk still fresh in your mouth!”

		I saw red! Drawing myself up to my full height, I said acidly, “I don’t have a toothbrush in my purse, or even a stick of gum! How am I supposed to…to clean up for you at another guy’s house?”

		“Oh, so this guy had a house?” Josh thundered. “Is he married?”

		“No, he’s not married. He’s a stock broker. He makes a lot of money: he drives a new Porsche!”

		Josh took a step back as though I’d slapped him. He answered with a sneer, “A Porsche, huh? He sounds like a real playboy type of guy!”

		I suddenly felt so angry and defensive that I could barely stand it, so I said, “Yeah, and he’s great looking too. He’s a bodybuilder with big muscles and a huge cock!”

		Josh looked utterly petrified by that outburst! He didn’t move for long moments; then he really scared me when he reached out abruptly and grabbed my hand, nearly yanking me off my feet as he headed for our bedroom with me in tow…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		I was suddenly so pissed off I could barely see straight! Another guy’s jism in her mouth…a fucking Porsche…a huge dick…this dude had it all: and last night and for most of today…he’d had Amber as well!

		Angrily, I reached out as soon as we got into the bedroom and unzipped that slutty green dress, stripping it off her and throwing her on the bed and it on the floor. She landed on her back, dressed only in her heels and that skimpy pair of panties she’d worn last night.

		I threw myself on the bed next to her and reached for those panties. She slapped my hands away, trying unsuccessfully to roll off the bed.

		She was unsuccessful largely because I reached out and grabbed her by those wispy panties and drew her back towards me. Amber wriggled violently in my grasp, shinnying out of the thong so she could make another lunge for the far side of the bed.

		Frustrated as hell, I flung the panties across the room and made a grab for her naked body instead. Turning her onto her back again, I froze as I saw an enormous creampie oozing out of her tiny pink slit!

		“Is…is that…his come?” I asked her incredulously, still transfixed by the sight of another man’s jism leaking out of my wife’s pussy.

		Idiot, I said to myself angrily, who the fuck else’s come would it be?

		“I was going to brush my teeth and take a shower, before you had a chance to see that,” Amber admitted guiltily, looking away from me, unable to meet my glare.

		Against all odds, I found my dick getting hard as a boulder as I stared at the mass of pearly-white jism flowing out of her cunt! I realized in that moment that I wanted to…to fuck her, while all of that other guy’s shit was still inside her!

		I want those sloppy seconds, I admitted reluctantly, torturing myself with the knowledge that I was acting like the biggest cuckold on the face of the earth!

		Silently, my eyes never leaving her pussy, I reached down and unzipped my jeans, peeling them off and kicking out of my shoes. My jockey shorts were bowed outward from my huge hard on, and it felt great to free my stiff dick and take its throbbing hardness in my fist.

		Amber’s eyes were wide as saucers as I got between her legs and set the head of my cock against her spunky pussy lips. She winced as I shoved myself deep inside her.

		“Oh, go slow, Josh, please,” she whispered as I started to fuck her. “I…I’m a little sore down there. He was just so big…and he fucked me so many times!”

		I groaned as if she had just kicked me in the balls, because that’s just what she done, in one sense! She had her arms around my knit shirt-clad back now, as I slid up and down in her oh, so juicy cunt, and I whispered in her ear, “Just how big was he?”

		“He was longer than you and thicker too;” she sighed as she started to work her cheating pussy against my gliding dick, “he did me all night long, and a couple times today!”

		I made a little whining sound as I imagined that—I couldn’t seem to help myself—and began to fuck her even faster. She didn’t seem to mind, whispering, “It’s starting to feel so nice, darling! It always feels so right, when you fuck me!”

		I gasped and murmured, “How did it feel when he fucked you?”

		“Wrong,” she responded quickly, “it felt wrong as hell…that’s what made it so exciting!”

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		My husband was balling me like a wild man now and I didn’t mind a bit. It still hurt a little—I hadn’t been lying about my pussy being a little sore from being with Scott all night—but I welcomed the pain.

		I felt like I deserved a little pain, after I’d acted so nasty last night with Scott, and after I’d teased Josh so viciously just now! That had happened almost before I knew it; it had just sort of slipped out!

		My telling him how big, how rich, how handsome Scott was, along with how huge his dick is…that was bound to set Josh off, I told myself as I hugged my husband tight and worked my pussy up onto his plunging cock. But I couldn’t seem to control myself: all of that stuff Josh said about what a playboy Scott was made me feel like a real slut, for being with him. I just had to hit back!

		There had been no real harm done, I was sure of that. Josh was really giving it to me with that nice cock of his now, like he just couldn’t get enough of the sloppy seconds my pussy was giving him. But that was okay; because I really wanted his dick…I wanted it more than anything!

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“That was super…even better than last week,” Amber sighed contentedly, patting my cheek with her palm after I’d creamed her and pulled my dwindling cock free of her overflowing pussy. “You nearly fucked me cross-eyed, just then, Mister!”

		I smiled ruefully at her and said, “Well, you didn’t have another guy’s jism leaking out of your pussy last week. Or his come still fresh inside your mouth when I kissed you, for that matter!”

		Her smile faded into a look of honest concern as she asked quietly, “Did you really like that, baby? Should I do that again in the future; not clean up before I come home?”

		I looked away, too ashamed of what I was about to say to look at her when I said it, and whispered, “I don’t know. I don’t know just what I want!”

		“Well, I know what I want,” she said softly, taking me in her arms. “I want you. I always have, and I always will!”

		Our kiss seemed to last forever, and I didn’t mind the slight taste of spunk in her mouth at all: was too into this moment to worry about it. I whispered, when we broke it off, “What about big dicks? Do you want those too?”

		“Only if it’s still okay with you,” Amber answered me truthfully. “I wouldn’t screw our marriage up for the biggest cock in the world!”

		I held her for a long time after that, just cuddling with her. Finally I said, “How about some dinner? We could go out.”

		“I’d rather stay home with you, if you don’t mind,” she murmured, nestling into me even closer. “I think I’d like some more of that beautiful cock of yours.”

		I thought of Tilda and how many times she’d fucked me and sucked me off last night. And I’d really creamed Amber, just minutes ago.

		A guy’s balls only have so much jism! But I said, “Sure thing, kitten; I’d love that too…

		

		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

	
		A New Wrinkle

		

		Amber

		

		That week was much like the previous one; wonderful, full of loving sex between Josh and I, renewed passion, and anticipation of what next Saturday night might bring! Josh—hounded by me—had let some things slip about the girl he’d been with last week, and I had shared with him a few of the naughtier details of my night with big-dicked Scott!

		We still didn’t feel right telling each other everything we’d done when we’d been apart, but we were growing more at ease about sharing some things. At first, I’d been jealous of the other girl’s big tits, but I’d come to see how Josh might want to be with someone who was a little…fuller breasted than I am.

		He was still a bit threatened by how big Scott’s cock had been. But he was feeling better about it, after a week of making me come with his normal-sized cock and of me telling him how much I loved him.

		Scott, I had assured him, meant no more to me than a new vibrator might have. I’d told Josh more than once that I was sure that it had been the novelty of fucking someone so huge that had driven me to behave like such a slut with Scott. It wasn’t that I had feelings for him: those were all reserved for Josh!

		So my husband would have been crushed by what happened on Wednesday of that week, had I elected to tell him about it. I’d been sitting at my desk, going over some paperwork, when suddenly my cell phone began ringing inside my purse.

		Curious as to which of my friends might be calling me at ten in the morning, when they knew I was busy at work, I reached down and retrieved it, glancing at the caller ID as I did so. Scott Bradshaw…who the hell was that? I didn’t know any Scott Bradshaw’s…unless…!

		“Who is this, please?” I demanded in a low whisper as I answered the phone.

		“It’s Scott, of course,” the familiar voice answered confidently. “Don’t you have caller ID?”

		“H-How did you get this number?” I demanded, looking around the office to see if anyone was paying attention to me as I spoke into the phone in another low whisper.

		“Even a little goddess like you has to pee once in a while,” Scott replied smugly. “Once when you were so occupied on Saturday night, I slipped your cell phone out of your purse and used it to call mine, thereby recording your number for future use.”

		My heart lurched in my chest. Did this mean once wasn’t enough for tall, oh, so handsome Scott? Did he want to…see me again, even though I’d explained about the one-night-stand aspect of my arrangement with Josh?

		“Why did you call me?” I asked him straight-out, wanting to end this call as quickly as possible: the company I worked for frowned on employees talking on their private phones during work hours.

		“I have a friend, named Dirk, who wants to meet you,” Scott surprised me by saying. “He’s an investment client of mine, as well as being a close pal and a work out buddy. We’ve partied together numerous times, so I can attest to the fact he has a dick that’s even bigger than mine. So I know you’d like him, doll!”

		I sat thunderstruck in my office chair for long moments. After a few more seconds had ticked by, I whispered, “What did you tell him about me…about the two of us…about last Saturday night?”

		Scott laughed and said, “I told him pretty much everything, how hot you were in the sack, how gorgeous you are: why do you think he wants to meet you?”

		I felt my face reddening and I was aware that Lana Hillyard—the office snitch—was staring at me across the office, noting the cell phone in my hand. Not knowing what else to do, I whispered hastily, “Let me call you back during my lunch break today and we can discuss this further. I can’t talk right now!”

		I hung up, shoved my phone back in my purse under the desk, and pretended to go back to work. But I was too confused, too excited, too unsettled to accomplish much the rest of that morning!

		

		****

		

		There was background noise when Scott answered his phone at just after noon that day. I heard silverware clattering, a hum of conversation, and someone asking for a wine list.

		Of course he’s at some fancy restaurant having lunch, I told myself, glancing down somewhat resentfully at the brown bag sitting next to me on the park bench.

		“Who is this Dirk guy?” I demanded without preamble.

		“I told you already, he’s a pal of mine,” Scott answered, seemingly unperturbed by my question. “He’s single, hung, and horny as hell; just what you’re looking for in a man on your Saturday nights away from your marriage.”

		His calm answer set me back on my heels. The way he had succinctly summarized my needs—in regard to guys I might meet on hall pass nights—took my breath away for a moment.

		“Look at it this way,” Scott went on, “I’m saving you hours out at some club. You can simply meet Dirk somewhere, chat with him a little, and if you both like what you see—as I’m sure you will—you can go back to his place and spend the rest of the night in bed together.”

		Again, his unvarnished summation of what might happen Saturday night if I was to take him up on his proposal unnerved me. I managed to stammer, “If I decide to do this, what’s in it for you?”

		“I like you, Amber. I like you a lot,” Scott told me unabashedly. “I want to see you again. I want to fuck you again myself.”

		I gasped at his directness but didn’t say anything in return. Scott went on, “By setting you up with Dirk, I’m doing both of you a favor. I’m confident it’s going to work out well. You can pay me back soon, by balling my brains out again: it’s as simple as that.”

		“B-But I can’t do that…according to the arrangement I have with my husband; no second dates, you know that!”

		“That’s easy; don’t tell him about it.”

		I couldn’t do that, could I? Lying to Josh was…was…well, wrong!

		This whole hall pass thing is nothing but wrong! I reminded myself ruefully. Cheating on Josh is wrong; his cheating on me is wrong!

		Besides, I had the further thought; I’d already lied to him, telling him about my mythical stud that first weekend, when everything had gone south during my first attempt to meet someone! What was one more lie?

		“Maybe,” I told Scott, remember that huge cock of his and how much he had pleased me with it, “maybe I could do that. Let me think about it.”

		“Fair enough, you do that, cutie,” Scott said in a flirty tone. “In the meantime, I’m going to give this number to Dirk, so you two can get together this Saturday. How does that sound?”

		My heart was suddenly beating so fast I thought I might be having a coronary! Cheating on Josh by seeing Scott for a second time, meeting some super-hung friend of Scott’s for sex this Saturday night…it was all so surreal!

		“O-Okay,” I heard myself telling my lover, “but when he calls me, have him do it at around noon; that’s the best time for me to talk during the day!”

		The phone went dead and I put it back in my purse. I knew I should have felt like the lowest whore on the planet at that moment.

		But I didn’t! I felt more alive, more excited than I’d ever felt before…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		Amber was jumpy as a cat when she got home from work on Wednesday night. She talked a mile a minute—a sure sign she was nervous about something—but when I asked her about it, she clammed up and set about fixing dinner.

		I knew something was up but I didn’t know what it was. Amber and I had been together for a long time; so I knew she’d eventually tell me all about it: that’s what she always does. But she’d do it when she got good and ready to, and not a moment before that.

		So I’d just wait her out, as I usually did. I was confident that it might take a few days, but she’d eventually level with me…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		This whole thing with meeting the mysterious Dirk for sex; the proposed second date with Scott…the idea of telling still more lies to Josh: all that had set me on edge the way nothing ever had before! I kept telling myself that I wasn’t a natural born liar, but I kept coming back to the fact that I had lied to Josh before, and I’d gotten away with it!

		Maybe I was a better liar than I’d originally thought. Maybe I wasn’t really the goody-two-shoes kind of a girl I’d always told myself I was before this whole Saturday night hall pass thing started.

		All I knew was that when dinner was over that night, I had a lot of trouble keeping my mind on the television shows Josh and I watched in the front room afterward. My attention kept drifting back to Scott and his big cock, and Dirk and his supposedly even bigger cock!

		I guess I was feeling guilty about lusting after those huge dicks in my mind; that’s probably what caused me to all but attack Josh once we got into the bedroom that night. He responded by fucking me silly and he made me come so nicely, but still…I knew that I wanted even more and that only a huge-cocked stud like Scott could give me what I needed!

		The last thought I had that night when I finally drifted off to sleep was of Scott and his massive tool, and how good it would feel to have it inside me once again…

		

		****

		

		I watched my purse like a cat watches a mouse hole all during lunch the next day, waiting for the phone to ring. But it didn’t.

		Disconcerted by that, I called Scott on the short walk back to my office from the park. He said, “Dirk didn’t call today? Well, it’s only Thursday. I’ll give him a call and make sure he gets back to you during lunch tomorrow, okay?”

		I told him it was fine and hung up, feeling a little resentful. Was this Dirk so awash in willing women that he couldn’t even be bothered to give me a call? What was I…chopped liver?

		Thursday night turned out to be an instant replay of Wednesday. Josh and I had dinner, watched some television—with me mostly daydreaming about Scott, Dirk, and huge dicks—and then went into the bedroom. I was so horny again from fantasizing about other guys; I practically ripped Josh’s clothes off in my haste to suck his dick!

		He didn’t seem to mind a bit…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		Fuck but Amber is hot for sex this week! I told myself contentedly, just before going to sleep Thursday night. She’s fucking me so much and so great, I may just go to a movie Saturday night and come home without even bothering to look for a playmate for the night

		I almost snorted with laugher at that absurd notion. Who did I think I was kidding?

		By Saturday night, I’d be more than ready for some strange pussy. I knew myself too well to think I wouldn’t bother trying to meet a girl that was even hotter than Tilda had been!

		It was true that my sex life with Amber was more thrilling than it had ever been, but that wasn’t going to stop me from using my hall pass, come Saturday. I’m a guy, after all, and that’s what guys do when they have the chance…they chase hot-looking pussy!

		After all, Amber was probably going to end up in some big-cocked stud’s bed that night, whatever I did. I saw no point in letting her go out and hunt for a new guy to fuck her while I stayed home, reading a book!

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		I was sitting on my favorite bench in the park, finishing up a tuna fish sandwich, when my cell phone started going off in my purse. Reaching for it, I noted the caller ID said: Dirk Bowman before I answered it.

		“Hello?” I said in my sexiest voice.

		“Hey, is this Amber?” A deep, very masculine voice asked.

		“It sure is,” I told him.

		“Scott told me all about you, girl,” he said, “I’d love to meet you.”

		“He told me all about you, too,” I answered noncommittally.

		There was a moment of silence between us; then Dirk said, “There’s a little bar I like, called the Roadhouse. Do you know it?”

		“I’ve seen it a few times, but I’ve never been inside,” I told him.

		“It’s very near my house,” Dirk answered. “What do you say we meet there at around nine on Saturday night?”

		“How will I recognize you?”

		“I’ll be the biggest guy in the place, probably,” Dirk said matter-of-factly. “I’ll be wearing a plaid shirt and jeans, and I wear my hair down to my shoulders. It’s a kind of reddish-blonde color.”

		Jesus, he sounds like a real brute! I told myself.

		But I had a delicious little twinge of feeling in my clit as I imagined, big, strong, Hercules-like Dirk stripping off all my clothes and tossing me on his bed, just the way Josh had last Sunday evening when I’d gotten home from balling Scott! So I said, “I’ll see you there, then.”

		And I broke the connection, putting the phone back in my purse. I ate the rest of my lunch and headed back to the office, my pussy slightly wet and my nipples half hard in my bra as I thought about tomorrow night…and meeting Dirk!

		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

	
		Dirk/Gina

		

		Amber

		

		I didn’t really have to get dressed up for a night of clubbing—since I already knew Dirk would be waiting to meet me at the Roadhouse bar—but I didn’t want Josh to notice anything different, so I put on an nice, low-cut blue dress, a pair of four-inch black heels, and took extra care with my make up and hair. When I left the house at just before nine, I kissed Josh good-bye and told him I’d see him sometime tomorrow.

		The Roadhouse was within ten minutes of my house, so I took my time driving over to it and reached the small lounge at about five after nine. I guessed that I was way overdressed for the little neighborhood bar, but I couldn’t help that and, besides, I figured it was always better to be overdressed than it was to be underdressed.

		As I entered the place for the first time, I saw that I had been right about it being a super-casual, neighborhood drinking spot. All I saw were jeans, tee shirts, and one huge guy dressed in a plaid shirt, that was just finishing up a game of pool.

		Dirk hadn’t lied about being the biggest guy in the place. As he stood back up from leaning over the table after making the ten ball, I drew in my breath.

		He was at least six-eight; maybe even taller! And his shoulders seemed to be a mile across!

		Dirk Bowman was a handsome man as well as being gigantic; not polished-looking and dapper like his friend Scott, but rough-hewn and manly; like some kind of lumberjack on vacation in the city. He had a stylish two-day’s growth of beard on his face and his strawberry-blond hair hung down onto his shoulders, like some sort of modern day Samson!

		He broke into a huge grin when he saw me, resting his pool cue up against the nearby wall, and came right over, saying: “Hey, you must be Amber. Let me get you a drink, cutie! What’ll you have?”

		I started to shake hands with him but he used his grip on my hand to draw me into his huge body and give me a hug. He then proceeded to lift me up off the ground and swing me around as if I weighed nothing at all, still grinning with delight.

		“God, normally I’d say Scott is nothing but a lying sack of shit,” he whispered as he sat me back on the floor, “but he was sure right about you! You’re gorgeous!”

		I smiled up at the beaming Goliath and said, “I’ll have a vodka gimlet, if you don’t mind?”

		“Sure thing,” he said, turning to the barman, “a vodka gimlet, Harry, if you please; with the best vodka you’ve got.”

		“Coming right up, Dirk,” the bartender said, reaching for his top shelf vodka, which in this case was Grey Goose, and making me a gimlet.

		“Put it on my tab,” Dirk said, using his big paw to grab up a half empty bottle of Bud from the bar top.

		The beer bottle just about disappeared in his fist as the toasted me with it and then brought it up to his lips. It was gone in three big swallows and he said to me, as he turned back toward his pool game, “Let me finish wiping up the floor with old Sam, here, and we can head over to my place.”

		He picked up his pool cue as I drank a few sips of my gimlet and proceeded to sink the eleven ball and then the twelve ball. Dirk missed on the thirteen ball, coming over to rejoin me at the bar and to order another Bud for himself.

		“Would you like another drink?” He asked me politely, taking the new Bud and half emptying it in three big swallows.

		“No, this is fine,” I told him, looking over at the pool table. “I think it’s your shot again. He missed.”

		“This will just take a second,” Dirk told me, excusing himself.

		He made all of the rest of the balls and said to his opponent, “You owe me ten bucks, Sam.”

		“I ain’t got it on me,” Sam admitted, looking somewhat sheepish.

		“Fuck it; you can owe me,” Dirk told him magnanimously, turning back to face me. “I got bigger fish to fry tonight than worrying about a lousy ten bucks!”

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		Having had great luck at The Factory last week, I opted to go there again. I danced with a gorgeous dark-haired girl right after I made it inside, but it turned out she was waiting for her boyfriend to get off work and meet her.

		Oh, well, the place was full of potential bedmates, so I wasn’t worried yet. I bought myself another beer and looked around. There was a little blonde, who reminded me of Amber, sitting at the bar two stools down from me.

		A couple of guys asked her to dance but she said no. That gave me pause, since I thought the second guy was a little better looking than me.

		I was about half finished with my beer when a slow number that I really liked came over the speakers and I thought: What the hell? She’ll probably turn me down too, but her saying no to a dance with me isn’t the end of the world, now is it?

		Taking another big swig of my beer for added courage, I got off my barstool and made my way down to her. She turned and looked at me and I saw that her eyes were green, not grey like Amber’s, and that her breasts made a slightly bigger bulge under the red sweater she wore than my wife’s would have.

		“Care to dance?” I asked her, knowing she was probably going to turn me down.

		“Sure,” she said, to my surprise.

		Her name was Gina and she had, I now noticed as we took the floor, and engagement ring on her left hand but no wedding ring. As we circled the floor together, I asked her casually where her fiancé was tonight.

		“Iraq,” she said with a bittersweet little smile, “he’s been gone six months.”

		“Oh,” I said in surprise.

		“I was a good girl for the first four months or so,” Gina confided in me, a twinkle of mischief in her eyes, “but I just got so bored after a while, sitting at home all by myself. You probably think I’m a huge slut, going out to meet other guys like this and not telling him.”

		I must admit, I did feel a little like a heel, dancing with some serviceman’s fiancé as close as we were right now, feeling her nice tits crushed up against my chest. But just then, she whispered, “I’m a very horny girl! Ron and I, that’s my fiancé’s name, slept together nearly every night for a year before he deployed. I got kind of used to…”

		It was dark in this corner of the dance floor. Gina stopped whispering and reached down to squeeze my semi-hard cock through the fabric of my jeans instead, demonstrating what she had gotten used to.

		She purred, “Oh, what a nice one you’ve got!”

		After another second of stroking my hard on through my jeans, she whispered, “So, do you want to get out of here and go to my place or what?”

		I still felt a little bad about cuckolding someone who was serving our country. But this thoroughly lovely, horny girl had as much as told me she was going to get laid by someone tonight anyway.

		I figured it may as well be me…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		As promised, Dirk’s house was close by. I followed him down the road for two long blocks, and then he turned onto a smaller residential lane that led straight up into the hills.

		After we’d gone about a half a mile, he pulled into the driveway of a huge house nestled back into the trees. It was impressively large, with big sheets of glass and natural rocks, but it had a sort of…unfinished look about it, I guess you’d have to say.

		“Come on; I’ll show you my latest project,” Dirk said with a grin, taking my hand and leading me up the steep driveway.

		“The guy who started building this house went belly-up a few months ago,” Dirk explained as he unlocked the front door. “It was a little over half finished, so I was able to buy it for pennies on the dollar.”

		He showed me inside, where there was a rock wall containing a big fireplace, with two huge panels of glass on either side of it, overlooking the redwood deck which ran the full length of the big house. He flicked on the lights in the living room, and I saw what looked like a recreation room off through an archway to the right that was largely unfinished.

		Dirk steered me proudly into the kitchen instead. He hit a switch and the recessed overhead lighting came on, revealing a fabulous gourmet workspace, complete with a four burner Wolfe stove, a Subzero refrigerator/freezer, a Cusinart blender, and what looked to be real granite counters and a set of brand new oak cabinets, plus a floor made up of brightly waxed tiles that gleamed in the soft light.

		“Just finished this room yesterday,” he said proudly, “now I have to get into the rec room and finish that off and I’ll be nearly done with the place.”

		“Is this what you do; buy houses and refurbish them?” I asked him.

		“Among other things,” he said, opening the refrigerator and extracting a bottle of craft beer. “I make a lot of money investing with Scott, too. He comes off as some sort of airhead when you first meet him, just cruising for pussy, but he’s pretty good at picking stocks as well.”

		“You’re an interesting man, Dirk,” I said, meaning it.

		He was ruggedly handsome, huge, canny, and way more intelligent than you’d think him to be when you first met him, dressed as he was in jeans and a plaid shirt over his tee shirt. Dirk beamed down at me and asked, “Would you like another drink? What was it, a vodka gimlet?”

		My host for the evening opened one of his new kitchen cabinets to reveal a bunch of liquor bottles featuring only the best. I saw Beefeaters, Knob Creek, Belvedere Vodka, Crown Royal Special Reserve, and a host of others.

		He whipped me up a vodka gimlet, using the Belvedere, and it was perfect. I smiled up at him and asked, “Won’t you show me the rest of the house?”

		“I’d especially like you to see the master bedroom,” he said with a leering smile. “It’s all done, and I’m really proud of how it came out.”

		

		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

	
		Further Explorations

		

		Amber

		

		I finished my gimlet and Dirk finished his beer before we left the kitchen. He offered me his big hand again and I took it as he showed me around the rest of the sprawling house.

		There were four bedrooms and four bathrooms in all, and we saw the master bedroom last. As we entered it, he swept me into his arms and lifted me right off my feet so he could kiss me.

		His tongue slipped inside my mouth as we kissed, and I felt my titties firming up against his big chest. By the time our lips finally separated and he sat me back down on the carpet, he had my dress off and I had kicked off my high heels.

		So I now stood before him clothed only in my flimsy bra and even flimsier panties, and he soon had them off as well. Now completely naked, I pulled his plaid shirt off and reached down to grab the hem of his tee shirt.

		Holy cow…he’s really built! I told myself as I skimmed his tee shirt up over his head and saw his massive pecs and bare biceps revealed for the first time.

		He had a little more waist than Scott had had and his big body hadn’t been waxed smooth the way his friend’s had been either. Dirk had a thick mat of strawberry blond chest hair that I couldn’t wait to run my fingers through.

		That would have to wait. First, I was intent on undoing his belt and then his jeans, slipping them down his tree trunk-sized legs, until he stood before me clad only in his white athletic socks, his trainers, the discarded jeans, and a pair of baggy boxer shorts.

		He sat down on the bed and quickly did away with everything except the boxers. When he stood back up again, he slowly doffed them, his eyes never leaving mine as his cock and balls were revealed.

		Scott said it was even bigger than his…and he wasn’t kidding! I thought as gazed at the formidable hunk of male equipment on display before me.

		Somehow, I wasn’t terrified this time. I guess you could say that my night with Scott the week before had somewhat dulled my fear of monster cocks.

		I remembered being very leery of Scott’s thick pussy-stuffer at first. But by the end our time together, I’d been lusting after every inch of it!

		“Are you worried about taking all of it?” Dirk asked me teasingly. “Most girls are.”

		Recalling what Scott had said about that, I replied, “Let’s see if I can or not, shall we?”

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“This is a very nice apartment,” I said, glancing around the living room.

		“My folks have money and they don’t mind helping me out on the rent,” Gina said simply. “I’m still on my first job out of college, so I’m not making a fortune yet.”

		She looked down at my wedding ring and said, “That’s my story in a nutshell, Josh: so what’s yours…what’s with the ring?”

		I laughed and said, “Mine is a doozy, believe me. My wife and I have only been married for two years now, but we’ve been with each other exclusively, until recently, for something like ten and half years.”

		She looked surprised by that, so I told her, “We met the first day of high school, our freshman year. She’s a real cutie, just like you are, and I wouldn’t let her alone until she’d agreed to go out with me.”

		I shrugged and said, “That was it. We’re still together, but everything between us seemed to be getting sort of…stale I guess you’d say. So we agreed to give ourselves a ‘hall pass’ once a week, for one night only, to meet other people and do what we might have been doing if we hadn’t gotten married.”

		Gina’s green eyes widened as she took all that in. Finally, she said, “That’s really cool; very mature of both of you.”

		Her eyes narrowed as she asked, “But don’t you get jealous of each other’s new…friends?”

		“We don’t tell each other much about the details of what happened while we’re apart,” I explained. “That keeps the jealously to a minimum, we hope.”

		“Do you still love her?”

		I grinned and said, “More than ever, but I want her to be happy. I want to be happy.”

		Gina reached down and pulled her red sweater up over her head and tossed it on the couch. Smiling, she said, as she unsnapped her bra, “I’m going to make you very happy tonight, Josh. Just wait and see if I don’t!”

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“Eat me right up, you big old beast!” I wailed as Dirk gave me the pussy licking of my life. “Make me come!”

		There didn’t seem to be any doubt in either of our minds that he was going to do just that. My nipples were pulsing with joy as he reached up and gently rolled them between his big fingers while his tongue tapped at my clit.

		“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I huffed, poised on the brink of my first orgasm of the night, “suck it! Suck my hot clit while you tongue it!”

		He did and I simply exploded beneath him! I hammered on his broad back in ecstasy with both of my fists and hunched my juicing slit frantically against his lapping tongue!

		Stars danced in front of my eyes and the furious come-convulsions raged through my entire body. I had thought Scott was terrific with his mouth; but Dirk was even better…he acted as if he wanted to gobble me right up!

		He was licking me like he couldn’t get enough of my pussy juice. The big man seemed to be trying to suck me dry…and I wanted to let him!

		As the glorious orgasmic sensations began to ebb, I rearranged myself on the bed so that is gigantic dick was right in front of me. Taking it in my fist as best I could—it was so big around I couldn’t quite get my fingers and thumb to meet—I began to stroke it and bring the head down to where I could easily run my tongue all around its massive dome.

		Dirk groaned as I started to lap at his cock tip and said, “Suck it! Suck it for me, you hot bitch! I want to see it in your mouth!”

		“I’ll try,” I cooed teasingly, continuing to circle the sensitive glans with just the tip of my tongue, “but it’s so big; I don’t know if I can!”

		The big man all but whined with need and I couldn’t help but smile triumphantly as I watched him. It was so much fun, toying with a guy as hugely and powerfully built as Dirk!

		I tickled his gargantuan nut sac with my fingernails as I eased just the tip of his prick into my sucking lips and he gave out with another soft moan. I thought to myself, I’ve literally got poor Dirk by the balls!

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		I must admit, I was entranced by the size and heft of Gina’s knockers. Physically, she was almost the same size as my Amber, but her breasts were easily twice as big as my wife’s petite set!

		Last week, Tilda had been tall and willowy, with even bigger tits. But I had been expecting that, given the way they bounced and shimmied in her dress as we danced a few fast ones.

		Gina’s much-bigger-than-average rack was a surprise. She had worn a heavy duty bra tonight, so her boobs had been held in check until the bra had vanished.

		Now, those twin beauties were in my palms and I was eagerly squeezing the one I wasn’t busy sucking. She moaned and closed her eyes, murmuring; “That’s the way to suck them, Josh! Oh, yeah, bite my nippy while you suck!”

		We were both naked on her king size bed and I pushed my thoughts of all the nights she had shared this bed her serviceman fiancé instead of me to the back of my mind and simply went after her nipples! I nipped at the one I was sucking lightly and she hunched her hips onto my exploring finger and moaned even louder!

		Man, she wasn’t kidding back at the dance club, I thought as I sluiced my finger in and out of her slick, warm depths while I continued to gobble up her tits, this little girl is a HOT one, alright!

		“Oh, Josh, oh, Josh, I need your cock,” she whispered frantically. “I need to get fucked…right now!”

		She didn’t need to ask me twice! I scrambled up onto my knees and pushed her knees apart as I sank my hard cock into her hot, slippery pussy all the way up to my balls!

		Gina sighed and worked her clit against my shaft as I began to fuck her, cooing and tossing her blonde hair as she balled me right back, saying, “Oh, it feels so good! It feels so good to get fucked! I can’t help it—I just love it!”

		I felt the same way as I gazed down at the flaxen-haired vision of loveliness I was sharing the night with…

		

		*****

		

		Amber

		

		“Gaaawwwwwdddd! It’s so damn huge!” I screamed as the last of Dirk’s cock slammed its way down into my womb.

		I was on my back, with my legs up over his shoulders, so he could get all of it into me. He was squeezing my nipples between his fingers as he fucked me, and because he was so thick, his cock staff was constantly pressed up against my clit during both penetrations and withdrawals.

		I wanted this! I begged him for it! I reminded myself ruefully as he fucked the ever-living daylights out of my poor, stretched-open pussy.

		Sucking Dirk’s big dick had gotten me so turned on! And then he had withdrawn it and teased both my nipples while he’d eaten my juicy twat again until he had me wriggling all over the bed, pleading for his cock!

		And now I was getting it, all the way up to those impressive balls of his, with every stroke. He was doing me so deep…so hard; so damn hard!

		“Do you want me to stop?” He asked softly, just as the first wave of pre-come fury washed over me, reverberating from my nipples to my clit and back again.

		“N-No,” I gasped. “Fuck me; fuck me hard, you big stud, and make me come!”

		I felt like a real ‘ho as I said that, twisting my body against his gliding dick, my titties jerking in unison in his grasp; my pussy grabbing at his prick! But it was starting to feel so great: I just couldn’t help myself!

		“Oh, fuck me, you animal,” I moaned shamelessly, working my pussy against his plunging cock, “keep on fucking me until I come!”

		Dirk’s handsome face broke into a triumphant grin as he picked up the already furious pace. My small boobies jellied and nearly shook right out of his grasp as he banged down into me without mercy…

		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

	
		More…

		

		Josh

		

		“Anal…you like anal?” Gina asked me as my fingers dipped into her ass cleft while my eagerly-exploring hands roamed all over her naked body, as we rested up from our first fiery coupling of the night.

		“Well, I don’t claim to be an expert at it,” I admitted, since my night with Tilda last week constituted the one and only anal experience in life.

		“That’s okay,” she assured me, reaching across my body so that she could open the top drawer of her nightstand; “I just love it! Let’s do that next!”

		When she settled back in beside me, she had a huge tube of sex lube in her hand and a gleam in her green eyes. She said, “Slick me up and give it to me…right up the ass, sweetie!”

		My dick started to get hard just thinking about drilling her back there. Her pussy wasn’t as tight as Tilda’s had been, and it was certainly looser than Amber’s snug little hole was.

		But her ass…her ass would be a tight, sweet fuck; I was sure of that! Excited by the mere thought of that, I quickly turned her onto her stomach and, taking the tube of slickum from her hand, I began to lube up her bottom…

		

		*****

		

		Amber

		

		“When that monster of yours comes, it really comes!” I told the reclining Dirk as I emerged from the bathroom after a ten minute pit stop, mostly spent cleaning the spunk out of my flooded pussy.

		“I’m just getting warmed up, with a hot little number like you, Amber,” he assured me with a devilish grin. “Just wait until you suck me off and swallow it all for me.”

		“Oh, am I going to do that?” I mocked him in a saucy voice, sitting down on the mattress next to him, still as naked as he was.

		“You’re going to do it all, before you leave here tomorrow,” he promised me with a leer, reaching over and lifting me onto him, as if I weighed no more than a child’s doll.

		My heart was pounding as I lay atop his huge chest, feeling his scratchy man-fur pressing upward against my sensitive nipples as he drew me down for a hot kiss. A flurry of thoughts flew through my mind as I felt those nipples stiffening once again, and my pussy getting wet anew.

		What did “all” mean with a stud like Dirk? Would he want more than a blowjob and some more regular sex? Was anal on the table in this handsome brute’s mind?

		I had never done that! Not with Josh and certainly not with any of my few middle school swains: a tongue-kissing session was the most they’d ever gotten!

		At that moment, I realized how easily controllable Josh had been throughout our long relationship. If I had said I didn’t want to try something, we simply didn’t try it!

		My sweet, considerate man wasn’t demanding in that way. But Dirk wasn’t Josh.

		His big hands roamed all over my naked back and over my ass cheeks as we kissed, and I could feel his huge dick getting stiff again already between my pussy lips. He rubbed his hardening cock against my moistening furls and I moaned into his mouth, my tongue dancing with his, my spiky nipples pressed down into his chest hair.

		It wasn’t as if I was totally dead set against anal. I was kind of scared of it, but if Josh had insisted we try it at least once, I probably would have, I realized in that instant.

		But again, Dirk wasn’t Josh! His cock was utterly massive, compared to my husband’s. And it was so long….so thick!

		I felt myself really heating up as Dirk and I made out, in spite of all my misgivings about anal sex. His tremendous hands kneaded my pliant flesh, lighting a fire in my pussy!

		Maybe it won’t hurt as much as I think it will, I consoled myself as I felt him toying with my anus with his big finger just then, maybe it will feel as good as it does up my pussy…once I get used to it!

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“Oh, that’s it, baby; squeeze my titties while you fuck me up the asssssssssss!” Gina keened as I plowed deep into her tight back door again and again.

		She was on her back—to my great surprise—and her toes were pressed up against the headboard, my dick sunk in her anus, rutting in and out. I was on my knees between her splayed-open legs, massaging her big tits while I fucked her in the butt.

		Gina had suggested this position, saying it was her favorite way to do anal, showing me how to mount her in this way. I had only seen it done doggie style before, in the porn videos I’d watched, and I had quickly discovered that I liked this position even more: doing it this way, I could see Gina’s beautiful face as I balled her bottom, and play with both her tits to my heart’s content.

		She was pummeling her clit with a forefinger as we fucked. And occasionally, I’d lean in for a hot kiss as I banged my hard dick in and out of her ass.

		“I’m going to come, Josh darling!” She crooned happily just then as her ass sheath gripped down on my prick. “Oh, God; your hot ass-fucking is going to make me come!”

		The gorgeous little blonde began to quiver and twist beneath me as her orgasm started. I felt her snug little hole closing down around my entrapped dick and saw her green eyes rolled back in her head as the peak of her climax seized her.

		“So goooooooooood!” She wailed. “It feels so fucking goooooooooood!”

		My nuts gave a jerk and began to fire wad after wad of hot come up her bottom, as I groaned and gasped out my pleasure! This was intense…this was unbelievable!

		It felt so good to shoot my load up her ass that I broke my cock free of her anal grip and began to fuck her butt again; hard! She too gasped and moaned; then screamed: “Oh, you beast…that’s right…fuck me! Fuck me right in the asssssssssss!”

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		Was this really happening to me? I could barely believe I was doing this, but I was!

		Down on my elbows and knees, with my ass hiked up in the air, Dirk’s wriggly tongue was all the way up inside it! He had reached around me and was tugging at my left nipple as he tongue-fucked my asshole while he toyed with my clit with his other hand!

		Pulses of pre-come sensation were shooting through my entire body and I was blissfully gurgling and cooing as he did what he was doing. I knew he was going to take my anal cherry any second now. And the sane, rational part of my mind was dreading that. But the other part of my brain—the one that always seemed to take control on my “hall pass” nights—was excited beyond belief by how nasty I was being with an almost total stranger!

		His tongue slid out of me and was replaced by one huge finger, pushing before it a huge wad of sex lubricant. I mewled as he lubed up my bottom, grinding my clit against his other finger, thrusting my titty downward so that he could tweak my throbbing nipple even harder.

		Then I felt his enormous cock head nudging up against my virgin asshole, teasing it…toying with it! He eased forward a little, and the massive dome parted my anus and gradually forced its way inside!

		“Oh, God, don’t hurt me!” I begged him frantically.

		“Relax, little darling,” he sighed, pushing another inch of his long cock inside my forbidden hole. “Assholes stretch; just like pussies do. And I’ve done this before; lots of times!”

		A few more inches of his incredibly thick, unbelievable hot cock shaft disappeared down into my bottom and I moaned into the bedcovers and began to shake with fear and discomfort. It was at that moment that Dirk started to fuck my ass, slow and easy, pushing a little more of his gigantic dick into me with each tiny stroke.

		I whined a little but held my ground. He was in my ass now and I knew he wasn’t going to stop until he’d claimed all of it!

		It took him several more minutes, but he finally got that huge cock all the way up my butt! And—to my unending shock—it felt great, by the time he did!

		I’m sure nothing but surprise was registering on my face as he rammed his big dick in and out of my pried-open anus with abandon, while I rubbed my clit eagerly against the his forefinger and he alternated between my dangling nipples with his other hand! This was starting to feel so good, all of a sudden: a constant barrage of little coos and gasps and gurgles was coming from my mouth as he sawed that massive thing in and out of my clasping ass sheath!

		“Oh, man, Amber; you’re a hot one, alright!” Dirk wheezed with effort of jamming his over-sized prick into my tight little hole over and over again.

		I was too aroused to offer a coherent answer, so I just murmured under my breath and fucked him back! The surges of sensation coursing through me were growing ever closer, so I knew the strange, new orgasm I was about to experience was close; oh, so very close!

		“G-God, I think I’m going to…!” I managed to gasp just as the fieriest climax I’d yet experienced slammed into me, taking what was left of my breath away!

		Dirk began to fuck me even harder as wave after wave of red engulfed my vision and my pussy started to clench in time with my grasping anus! I wanted to scream, but found I had no breath!

		This unbelievably intense orgasm seemed to last and last. As I returned to earth, I realized that Dirk hadn’t come yet. His dick was still as hard as ever within my sated asshole as he sat back on his haunches, taking my impaled body with him.

		He went over onto his ass, with me now seated on his lap, his monster prick still pulsing deep within my bottom, reaching up beyond my belly button as I looked down at my heaving stomach. Dirk grunted out the words, “You ready to join us, bro?”

		Bro…who was he talking to, for God’s sake? I asked myself, my stupefied brain almost refusing to engage in thought.

		A very naked Scott stepped into the room at that moment, with his big cock as hard as it could be, swinging like a fleshy billy-club in front of him as he approached the bed. His handsome face sported a shit-eating grin as he said, “I’m more than ready, my friend!”

		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

	
		New Experiences

		

		Josh

		

		“W-What are you doing?” I sighed in surprise as Gina’s tongue brushed by anus.

		She had been sucking my dick; doing a wonderful job of getting it hard again after I had washed it off after coming in her ass. Then she began tonguing my ball sac; next she had sucked each of my nuts while laving them with her tongue—it had been ages since Amber had done that, and even the red-hot Tilda from last week hadn’t stopped to gargle my nuts while she had blown me—and now Gina’s tongue was slipping lower and lower, until it was poised at the edge of my asshole!

		“Be quiet and enjoy,” she advised me in a breathy whisper, just before she ran her tongue all around my hairy anus and began wriggling it inside.

		“Oh, holy fuck…that feels so nasty!” I groaned as she began to…to…tongue-fuck me: there was really no other way to describe what she was doing to me at this moment!

		Gina didn’t seem to mind that at all. In fact, the nastier she got, the more turned on she seemed to become.

		I’d never felt a tongue gliding across my prostate before! I’d never felt anything gliding across that tiny gland before, and I was soon lost in Rim Job Heaven!

		“J-Jesus…oh, Jesus,” I moaned as my dick jerked spasmodically in her stroking fist and my balls gave a huge clench.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all Gina said as she tongued out my asshole and played with my cock…

		

		*****

		

		Amber

		

		“Nuh…Nooooooooooooo!” I wailed as Scott began to wedge his long, fat cock into my tiny pussy slit while I sat on Dirk’s massive hard on! “Not both of you at once! You’re too fucking biiiiiiiiiig!”

		The two horny men paid my protests no mind. They began to gently fuck me in both holes at once, as soon as Scott had sunk his nine-inch prick all the way into my pussy.

		I trembled in terror between them at first, my asshole and my pussy stuffed so full of hard dick that I just knew they were going to be irreparably torn open by the men’s double-penetration. But then a strange sensation began to settle over me.

		Scott was tongue-kissing me so hotly by then as he fucked me. And Dirk had reached around and taken a breast in each of his big hands, squeezing my pulsing nipples just right as their cocks glided in and out of sensitive anus and pussy openings!

		It all felt so…sensual; so completely overwhelming, to be claimed by both of them at the same time! Scott reached down and toyed with my clit as it lay against his sliding prick, teasing it with just the pad of his forefinger!

		Slowly, almost imperceptibly, they upped their pace, penetrating me in unison; the gentle friction of their cocks heating up my pussy, my anal sheath; both at once. I moaned into Scott’s mouth and my small titties jerked in between Dirk’s fingers as the first jolt of pre-come joy coursed through me…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“No…no, don’t f-fuck me with that thing!” I mewled as the giant vibrator started to go in and out of my lubed up asshole. “I’m not like that!”

		“Everyone is like that, darling, under the right circumstances,” Gina whispered knowingly as she fucked me in the ass with that buzzing joy stick, just before she sucked my super-hard cock back into her mouth all the way and began to blow me in earnest.

		I wanted to pull away! I knew I should pull away!

		But I couldn’t seem to move. That vibrator was caressing my throbbing prostate so wonderfully; and Gina’s lush lips were gliding up and down my ready-to-explode dick as her tongue went crazy on it at the same time.

		I whimpered like a puppy and closed my eyes as the most intense orgasm I’d ever felt descended on me and I started to shake all over! My cock fired a wad of come so huge I was sure my nuts had been drained in one spurt!

		Gina purred as she swallowed it and sucked for still more. My body levitated up off the mattress as she drilled the big vibrator deep in my ass and the second, even bigger jet of come spattered into her mouth.

		“S-Swallow it!” I bellowed as I kept coming as hard as I’ve ever come in my life. “Oh, fuck, you hot bitch: swallow it all!”

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		My throat hurt from screaming out my absolute joy as they both came in me at the same time. I had come too, like a crazy girl, as their big loads spurted simultaneously into my ass and pussy.

		The three of us clung together, a moaning, quivering, pulsing mass of human lust as we all came and came. Dirk was the first to pull out, his mighty cock now limp and unable to stay in my clenching ass.

		I sighed as I felt his prick leave me, and then Scott was tugging his now very soft cock free of my pussy lips. A huge deposit of his slippery spunk oozed out right behind him, gliding down onto my gaped-open ass and dripping onto the sheets.

		Giggling at the mess the two of them had made, I said, “I think I could use a quick shower, you naughty boys!”

		“All three of us could,” Dirk agreed, getting up off the bed.

		“Let’s take one together,” Scott suggested playfully, springing off the mattress on the other side and taking my hand.

		I let the two hulking men lead me into the bathroom, where Dirk started to shower and laid out some big towels…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“Don’t fuck me so haaaarrrddd!” I screamed as Gina rode my lubed up ass.

		But of course, she paid no attention! I was on my hands and knees, where she’d placed me, and she was kneeling behind me, wearing a dildo harness with a huge latex cock jutting from it.

		And that huge latex cock was sunk deep in my ass! I squealed like a female cat in heat and clawed at the sheets as she reamed me out, my dick so hard it felt like it would explode from excitement!

		Gina was reaching around me as she fucked me, stroking my prick—which was slick with lube as well—cooing in my ear about what a good little boy I was being; taking my…‘pegging’ like a man. It was a term I had never heard before, but I found out later it meant letting a woman fuck you as if you were the woman! I groaned at the humiliation of sinking this low, but that big fake cock felt so great gliding up and down over my prostate! And she was nestling her big tits into my bare back while she rode me and playing with my rigid cock until I was fit to burst!

		“Does my baby love that?” Gina whispered as she gave my dick a little extra squeeze and drove the long cock in even deeper with this stroke.

		I merely moaned as my asshole clutched at the latex and my prostate screamed with joy as I started to come. Her skilled fingers were milking me, drawing squirt after squirt of hot, slimy jism from my clenching balls as I saw an explosion of stars before my eyes and rich jets of come rained down onto her sheets from my throbbing prick…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“That’s it…suck our cocks, you hot little bitch!” Dirk chortled happily as I went from prick to prick, sucking both of them into my mouth and throat as deep as I could take them.

		I was on my belly, laying in between the two naked men, their cocks waving proudly up above their big nut sacs, gleaming with a thick coating of my saliva. My head moved frantically from one huge prick to the other as I ground my very erect nipples into the sheets, as well as my clit, while I sucked.

		“Do you want her ass this time, bro?” Dirk asked Scott.

		Scott reached down and smacked me hard on my ass cheeks as I sucked his magnificent cock. He said, “Oh, yeah; I can’t wait to sample this sweet little hole!”

		“You won’t be disappointed, man,” Dirk sighed with pleasure as I slipped my gliding lips off Scott’s cock and sucked his into my mouth instead. “Our little Amber is a great fuck in both holes! You can take that to the bank!”

		I know I should have been disgusted by the way they were talking about me as if I was an inanimate object; there only for their pleasure. But I was too “in the moment” to be disgusted.

		I wanted to feel both of their big cocks in me again at the same time! The orgasm the three of us had shared a half hour ago was among the greatest of my life!

		And besides…I found I just loved this…being naked with two incredibly hunky and well-hung guys; letting them fuck me any way they wanted to! It was so different than my life had ever been before; so exciting, that I simply couldn’t help myself…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“Turn about is fair play, you nasty young cunt!” I hissed between my teeth as I powered my cock into Gina’s soupy pussy as hard and as deep as I could get it, while I proceeded to ream out her asshole with the big vibrator at the same time. “How do you like getting fucked like some punked-out bitch?”

		“I love it!” Gina gasped over her shoulder. “Do it harder, you sweet boy, you!”

		I was on my knees behind her, the way she had been with me an hour before, and I was really drilling her cunt while I plunged the vibrator into her bottom as deep as it would go. She whinnied like a satisfied mare getting bred by her stallion and tossed her blonde hair from side to side as I rode her.

		“You’re nothing but a hot cunt, Gina!” I chided her gruffly. “Take it! Take my cock up your pussy and this thing up your butt!”

		She whined with pure pleasure and did just that!

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“Do it…do me hard!” I screamed as both of them rutted into me, tossing my small body around between them like a cork caught between the waves. “Oh, it feels so good!”

		“Shit, man; she’s incredible!” Dirk grunted, fucking my pussy for all he was worth.

		“What did I tell you, dude?” Scott murmured smugly, driving his hard dick into my slicked-up ass clear up to his balls. “Can I pick ‘em, or what?”

		“Shut up and fuck me!” I gasped, getting ready to come again from their furious pounding. “Fuck me; fuck me hard!’

		I didn’t want to think about how they were using me like the lowest whore on earth! I didn’t want to dwell upon what a slut I was being for these two!

		All I wanted to do was come; and come again. Luckily for me, Scott and Dirk were good at making that happen…very good…

		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

	
		Adjustments

		

		Amber

		

		My ass was so sore when I scooted out of my car seat in the garage that Sunday afternoon that I almost fell back into the driver’s seat. I could barely walk!

		I should have told those naughty boys that I wouldn’t do any more anal today! I admonished myself ruefully as I entered the house.

		But of course, I hadn’t. Scott had fucked me in the ass one last time just before I’d driven home. And Dirk had claimed my bottom early this morning, while Scott was plunging away in my pussy at the same time.

		God, how many times did those two fuck me? I asked myself as I crossed the kitchen, walking gingerly, my asshole throbbing. Dozens, it seems like; both in my pussy and my ass!

		And I had blown both of them too; each a couple of times apiece. I opened the refrigerator door and took out some lemonade and poured myself a glass as I contemplated all the spunk I’d guzzled this weekend! I sighed, reviewing my total debauchery during the last eighteen hours: anal sex for the first time, complete blowjobs with come swallowing, conventional sex, DP’s…I’d pretty much done it all!

		And I’d loved every second of it! That was the surprising…the slightly disgusting part!

		I wonder if Josh had a good time, too? I asked myself wearily as I put my empty glass in the sink and wandered into the dining room, then into the living room.

		Where is he? I thought, as I started for the master bedroom. His red truck was parked out in the driveway; so I knew he was home.

		I found him sprawled out fast asleep; naked atop the bed on his stomach. My man looked so cute, so sexy! I grinned and got out of my own clothes, nestling in beside him.

		I can fuck him, if he’s not too rough, I assured myself—thinking about my somewhat sore pussy—as I began to stroke my fingers across his bare back. And if nothing else, I can give him a great blowjob; at least my lips and my throat aren’t sore, the way my ass and my pussy are!

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		Holy shit, Amber’s home already! I thought, stealing a peek at the digital clock beside our bed as her gentle touch woke me up. It was barely two-thirty.

		I’d been hoping she’d get home later in the afternoon this week. Not that I wasn’t happy to see her.

		But that evil Gina had just about drained my balls down to nothing, with all of her nasty little tricks last night and this morning! And if Amber ran true to form, she’d want to fuck right now and well into the night!

		I truthfully didn’t know if I could do that; if my empty nuts were up to it. Wanting to stall her for as long as I could, I rolled over onto my back and reached for her.

		Her nude body felt so right up against mine! I couldn’t believe both of us had spent the night doing this with other people, but I knew we had!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you taste sweet this morning,” I sighed as we finally broke apart.

		“The results of lots of mouthwash at…uh….my new…friend’s house,” Amber admitted awkwardly as she stared down at me, “not to mention a long, hot shower just before I drove home.”

		“Me, too,” I murmured, slightly stung by the idea of her using another guy’s shower; another guy’s mouthwash, after she had fucked him all night and let him come in her mouth!

		We stared at each other guiltily for long seconds, before she finally asked, “Did you have fun last night?”

		I’m sure I looked even guiltier—remembering the rimming, the “pegging”, and the nasty prostate massage Gina had given me last night—as I said, “Uh, yeah, of course I did.”

		In order to avoid another uncomfortable silence between us, I asked her, “How about you? Did you have fun?”

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		I know I must have blanched slightly when he asked me that, as I remembered taking both of those huge cocks all night long and well into this morning! The further memory of me sucking them like two giant lollipops, until they were hard enough to double-penetrate me again sprang into my mind and refused to leave!

		“Uh…yeah…I sure did,” I stammered.

		I knew my face was getting red. I could feel it!

		To my surprise, Josh merely grinned and said, “I guess you were a really naughty girl last night! You’re blushing like crazy, baby!”

		I laughed; relieved he wasn’t mad or hurt by my recent indiscretions. I said, “We’re quite a pair, aren’t we, carrying on like we do on the weekends?”

		“Yeah, I guess we are at that,” Josh admitted, reaching up to stroke my hair lovingly.

		I leaned down onto his chest and snuggled into him, glad I was as naked as he was right now. We kissed once more and my hand roamed through his chest fur, down onto his flat tummy, and then down onto his stiffening dick.

		Taking it in my fist, I began to stroke it to full hardness, our tongues dueling as we kissed. When it was firm against my gliding palm, I moved my hips over it and slid it into my slightly sore, but still very wet pussy.

		“Uhhhhhhhhhhhh,” Josh moaned as I began to ride him, moving my hips gingerly up and down on his shaft, pleasuring both of us with a juicy, hot fuck!

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		I was able to shoot a respectable little load up into her clenching pussy—much to my relief—as we both came together after a long, leisurely fuck session. It was so sweet, to be with her that way!

		“God, I love you,” I sighed as I stroked her hair when she slid off me and nestled in beside me.

		“I love you too; more than anything,” Amber assured me in a satisfied, dreamy voice as she fiddled with my chest hair.

		After a comfortable moment of silence, I asked her, just to be saying something, “Was he a good lover; the guy you were with this weekend?”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, very,” she murmured before she had a chance to think about it.

		“Was he hung; did he have a big dick, like the last guy?” I wanted to know, suddenly curious about the guy she had spent last night with.

		“It…it was even bigger…even thicker than the last guy’s,” she admitted reluctantly.

		“H-How big was it?” I demanded, made slightly jealous by that truthful admission on her part.

		“He…he said at one point that it was ten and half inches long,” Amber confessed after a few more seconds, sounding even guiltier. “And I believed him: it was enormous!”

		My mind tried to wrap itself around that and it couldn’t: my innocent little Amber; with a ten and a half inch horsecock driven up inside her? It just couldn’t be!

		“Pussies stretch, darling,” she whispered softly, continuing to stroke my chest hair. “How do you think women have babies?”

		I just stared at her, dumbfounded; sorry now that I’d asked about his size! She just flashed me a wicked little smile and asked, “Did you like me fucking you just now? Did my pussy feel all stretched out and ruined to you?”

		“N-No,” I admitted, after reflecting on it for a few seconds.

		“See? I fucked him less than two hours ago,” she said triumphantly, “and I’m already back to normal; nothing to worry about!”

		Two hours ago…nothing to worry about! Those two phrases kept reverberating through my head, refusing to go away!

		“You spent all last night and this morning fucking a guy with an enormous prick…and there’s…‘nothing to worry about’?” I asked her testily, smacking her on her bare ass cheeks with my palm for emphasis.

		She screamed as if I’d really hauled off and spanked her hard—which I hadn’t. I looked at her and she looked at me, and I saw a guilty, hang-dog look creeping over her pretty features: and I knew!

		My little Amber had been fucked in the ass! She’d given her anal cherry to some big-dicked stranger last night!

		“He…he wanted my bottom,” she confessed, looking sheepish, “and I didn’t say no!”

		“But you said he was huge!” I reminded her, my voice just short of a bellow.

		“He was,” she admitted, looking away from me, “and it sort of hurt, the first time he did it to me; even though he used a lot of lube!”

		“The…the…first time,” I repeated hollowly; “you mean you let him do it to you more than once?”

		Amber’s cute face turned bright crimson once again as she admitted, “Yeah, he fucked me back there more than once last night…and this morning! That’s why my butt’s so sore!”

		My dick was as hard as a fireplace poker by now, as I pictured that! I roared out my anguish over the thought of her being such a slut with some guy she had just met, smacking her on the bottom again, harder this time, and she wailed with pain. I didn’t know what I felt in that moment…betrayal ….jealousy…rage?

		All I knew was that I wanted to fuck her where he had fucked her; deep in her cute little ass!

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		My normally sweet Josh was like some sort of a crazy man in that moment! He scooted out from under me, pressing my body down onto the sheets, prying my legs open and holding my squirming body in place!

		I felt the head of his reinvigorated dick against my sore anus and I jerked my hips downward to get away from his penetration, driving my pussy into the mattress as far as it would go! I craned my neck around and hissed, “At least use some lube, won’t you? I told you I’m already so sore back there that I can barely walk!”

		Grumbling, Josh leaned over to the nightstand, opened the top drawer, and rummaged around until he found the old tube of sex lubricant we used once in a blue moon, when I was unable to get as wet as I should have before we had conventional sex. He squirted a huge glob of it onto his dick and then filled my tender anus with another big streamer of the thick goo.

		“G-Go slow,” I urged him as he pushed forward, dropping the tube onto the mattress beside me, “I’m really sore; I’m not kidding!”

		Josh’s cock was a lot thinner than either Scott’s or Dirk’s. And I was so grateful for that fact as it split me open and disappeared down inside my tortured asshole!

		“Oh, Jesus; it feels huge!” I moaned as Josh bottomed out in me.

		His prick was inches shorter than either of my two other anal lovers had been, and I was grateful for that too. He began to butt-fuck me for the first time ever, gently at first, and then harder and harder as my ass sheath heated up and he got more into backdooring me for the first time!

		“Play with my clit,” I urged him, bringing my hips up off the bed to meet his lunges.

		His right hand slipped under my pelvis and he found my juicy slit easily, working his middle finger into my pussy as he continued to fuck my ass. I sighed as he finger-fucked me, and sighed even more deeply as his other hand burrowed under my body and found my left nipple.

		He began to twirl it between his fingers as he drilled me. I hadn’t been lying: last night and this morning had really taken a toll on my poor little ass!

		But slowly, gradually, Josh’s much more normal-sized cock began to feel alright in my bottom. As a matter of fact, after he had been fucking me back there for the better part of five minutes; it began to feel really nice!

		“Oh, baby, I just adore having your cock in me…no matter where you choose to put it,” I cooed; really meaning it, looking back over my shoulder at my rutting, huffing and puffing man.

		“You’re turning into a real slut, Amber!” He wheezed, fucking me even harder.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I know,” I purred contentedly as I got ready to come on my husband’s driving, reclaiming prick. “Don’t you just love it? I know I do—and so do the guys I meet!”

		Josh screamed when I said that and began to unload in my butt…

		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

	
		Further Adventures

		

		Josh

		

		Amber wouldn’t let me ass-fuck her again until Thursday night. She said her bottom was too sore to take another pounding!

		But she didn’t say no to blowjobs or regular sex, however, and she did a super job whenever we did either of those, so I was a happy man, overall. It still rankled a little; that she had chosen to give her anal cherry to some guy I didn’t even know.

		But I consoled myself by recalling the fact that I had taken her regular virginity, as well as being the first man she’d sucked off all the way. Two out of three isn’t bad, as the old song goes…

		So, on the whole, things were great between us. We had crazy-wild sex most nights, we loved each other more than ever, and things were going well for her at work and at mine.

		I suffered several attacks of conscience, of course, over all the depraved things I’d let Gina do to me last weekend. And I occasionally found myself fuming over the notion that my wife seemed to be developing a penchant for taking huge cocks—every way she could take them, it seemed—but I was able to fight off my anxiety on that front by telling myself that Amber loved only me: big cocks were just a passing fancy of hers, or so I hoped…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		When my phone went off inside my purse that Wednesday afternoon at lunch, I somehow knew it would be either Scott or Dirk on the other end, rather than Josh or one of my girlfriends! I dropped my sandwich back into the brown bag I’d brought it in and fished for the cell phone with growing excitement, wondering what those naughty boys had in store for me this weekend!

		The caller ID said it was Scott who was calling and my heart went into overdrive as I answered it, saying, “Hi, sexy; I was hoping you’d call!”

		Scott laughed and said, “You knew I would, didn’t you, baby?”

		“I hoped you would,” I repeated, taking a lock of my blonde hair in the fingers of my free hand and twisting it idly as I spoke.

		“Have you been missing me already?” He asked coyly.

		“I’ve been missing that huge cock of yours,” I answered truthfully.

		There was a long pause, and then Scott said, “Are you up for something a little different this weekend, doll?”

		“What do you mean…different?” I responded warily.

		“One of my best stock clients is partying in Vegas this Saturday night and I’m going with him on his private jet,” Scott said. “I thought you might like to go too.”

		My heart really began to thump with excitement when he said that! I stammered, “Well, I don’t know…who else would be there?”

		“Just the three of us, alone in a suite at the Bellagio; we’ll do a little gambling, have a five star dinner, then go back to the suite and do what you and I and Dirk did last Saturday night.”

		I gave a short, startled laugh and said, “What…you expect me to…to fuck this…client of yours? I’ve never even met him!”

		“It’s exactly that same thing you did last weekend, with Dirk,” Scott pointed out, “only this time it will be in Vegas, not here.

		I sputtered with outrage at the very idea that he’d think of setting me up with another of his acquaintances like this as….as his fucktoy! After all, I wasn’t some kind of corporate…call girl, to be shared with all his friends and acquaintances!

		“Come on…it will be all kinds of fun,” the ever persuasive Scott added playfully, “a private jet to Vegas…a fabulous suite overlooking the Las Vegas Strip…and then, of course, there’s Antoine himself…not to mention moi!”

		“Antoine; that’s this guy’s name,” I asked him doubtfully, “what kind of name is Antoine?”

		“He’s Creole, from New Orleans originally,” Scott said. “He’s very charming, quite handsome, if you like black guys; and his dick is the twin of Dirk’s, except maybe for being just a hair thicker.”

		Thicker…I shuddered, just thinking about that! I pictured Scott’s big dick in my pussy and this Antoine guy’s up my ass, the way Dirk had been last Saturday night!

		“Listen, I gotta’ go now; business lunch and all that,” Scott said just then. “I’ll call you back at about this time tomorrow and we’ll discuss it some more. In the meantime, think it over, why don’t you, doll? It’ll be a blast. I promise!”

		And then he was gone. I looked at my silent cell phone and muttered to myself under my breath as I dropped it back into my purse, “Vegas…a big black dude with a huge cock…the Bellagio, and a private jet: it’s a lot to think about!”

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		Amber was in another of her moods that Wednesday night, puttering around the kitchen silently, almost refusing to talk to me. She had something on her mind again, that was for sure!

		I calmly opened a beer and went into the front room to await dinner. There was no talking to her when she was like this, I knew, so I resolved to watch the news on television and drink my beer in peace.

		She’d tell me about it when she was good and ready and not before. It probably had something to do with this weekend, but I couldn’t be sure.

		Just then, I realized that she hadn’t ever really leveled with me about what had been on her mind the last time she’d been acting like this, a few weeks ago. I sipped my beer and contemplated that, realizing that Amber was changing.

		She wasn’t the same girl she’d been all her life, now that she had started to experience other men…other dicks! Well, I guessed that was okay, because I’d changed a little too, having met and slept with Tilda and especially Gina!

		My ass twitched involuntarily as I remember how hot it had been when Gina had fucked me up the butt, with me squealing in pain and pleasure like a little girl! Shaking my head as if to clear it of those forbidden, lascivious thoughts, I resolved right then and there not to do anything like that ever again!

		Once had been…interesting. Twice would feel…queer…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		I sat on my park bench with my lunch already devoured, eyeing my cell phone expectantly; waiting for Scott’s call. I told myself over and over again that I could actually do this Vegas thing if I wanted to!

		It was completely within the rules of Josh and my hall pass agreement, if you left out the part about Scott being there and “no second dates”! I wouldn’t even have to tell my husband that I was going out of town for the night; I could simply pack a small suitcase ahead of time, slip it into the trunk of my Chevy, and bring it back inside the house to unpack some night when I beat Josh home from work: which happened all the time.

		I’d have to invent some excuse for leaving the house earlier than usual on Saturday afternoon, of course. But I was confident I could pull that off.

		When I got to Scott’s place, or to the airport—however we were going to do this—I’d change into my evening dress and jewelry, my fancy heels, and put on more make up. By the time we flew into Vegas, I’d be ready for a night out on the town!

		The phone rang just then and I about jumped out of my skin. Picking it up, taking a deep breath, I said, “Hello, this is Amber.”

		“Hey,” said Scott, “sorry I couldn’t call sooner. Business, you know? What about Saturday night, what did you decide?”

		“W-What time would we be leaving?” I asked him, stalling him a little longer before announcing my final decision.

		“Any time after four o’clock, from what Antoine said. He’ll make our schedule fit your schedule, within reason. He’s really hot to meet you, babe.”

		“Why? What did you tell him about me?”

		“Just the truth; that you’re one hot mama in bed. And that you like big cocks,” Scott said with a chuckle.

		I squirmed about on the park bench with embarrassment and said, “Not so loud! You don’t have to blare it from the rooftops, you know!”

		Scott laughed even harder and said, “Come on, girl; fess up; you know you love big dicks and getting down and dirty with them! That sounds great to Antoine. He loves meeting girls like you.”

		I knew my face was turning red as I heard myself saying, “How about if I meet you over at your house around four and we drive out to the airport together? I can leave my car at your place.”

		“Sounds great to me, doll,” Scott answered happily. “I can’t wait for Saturday night to get here.”

		The phone went dead again and I began to breath normally once more. Saturday night…Vegas…two huge cocks—what had I gotten myself into, I asked myself as I got ready to walk back to the office.

		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

	
		Vegas/ Tilda, Annette, Blair

		

		Amber

		

		“Why are you leaving so damn early?” Josh asked me suspiciously as I finished applying my make up that Saturday. “It’s not even four in the afternoon yet!”

		“I told you, I thought I’d try something different this week, to meet guys,” I said, as I gathered up my purse and my car keys. “I’m getting a little burnt out on the club scene, to tell you the truth. I thought that by trying a sporting event instead, it might result in my meeting a different sort of man than I’d find at a dance club.”

		“You haven’t told me where you’re going,” he challenged me. “Is it a college football game, or an NBA basketball game?”

		“I don’t have to tell you anything, darling…hall pass, remember?” I reminded him gently, kissing Josh lightly on the cheek as I started to leave our bedroom. “I might be going to a Little League game, for all you know, sport!”

		“A Little League game; there’s nothing but married guys at a kids’ baseball game! Are you starting to mess around with married men now?”

		I smiled impishly at him and said, “I’m married, too. We might have a lot in common!”

		“Wait, we should talk about this!” He called after me excitedly as I moved into the living room and then the dining room. “I don’t know that it’s okay for you to sleep with guys that are happily married!”

		“If they’re so happy, why would they want to fool around in the first place?” I shouted back to him from the kitchen. “See you tomorrow afternoon. Have fun, baby! I know I will!”

		I could still imagine Josh still sputtering with outrage in the bedroom as I started my car and backed out of the garage. This was fun!

		Cheating on my marriage, with my husband’s full knowledge and consent was fun! And flying to Vegas for the weekend to spend the night in bed two handsome studs was turning out to be more fun than I could believe!

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		Married guys…now she’s hitting on married guys? I asked to myself worriedly, pacing up and down in the living room.

		What if she met their kids and hit it off with them? Amber had always been a sucker for kids: we’d talked about having three of our own, eventually!

		What if this married dude was great looking, with a huge dick, and he was already separated or divorced from his wife? Would she choose to move in with him and his adorable young brood…leaving me out in the cold?

		I went into the kitchen and opened a beer for myself. It was way too early in the afternoon to start drinking—and I knew it—but I did it anyway...

		I was worried; more worried than I’d ever been about her meeting a single guy and hitting it off with him, for some reason! I confessed to myself—now that I thought about it as I downed my first beer of the day—that I’d been leery of that too; of her meeting some single guy who might sweep her off her feet. But I was even more uneasy about this!

		I groaned and looked at the clock on the kitchen wall. It wasn’t even four o’clock yet and here I stood, drinking beer and fretting about my wandering wife and who she might be meeting!

		This ‘dating other people’ stuff isn’t for pussies; that’s for sure! I told myself ruefully as I reached into the fridge for my second beer…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“This jet is really nice,” I complimented Antoine as we lifted off the runway, headed for Las Vegas.

		“I’m not rich enough to own one of these yet,” he replied with a modest smile. “I just charter it for special occasions, like this one.”

		“Oh, what are we celebrating?” I asked.

		“Meeting you, my lovely Amber,” he said with an even bigger grin, “that is very special in itself!”

		He reached out and took my hand and kissed it. My heart fluttered in my chest as I looked at him!

		The man seated next to me was stylishly dressed in a very expensive- looking custom made gray suit which fit him perfectly. He was as handsome as he could be—if you liked onyx-black skin, the shaved-head look, and warm brown eyes in a man—which I found I definitely did!

		Antoine Lavoisier was well over six feet tall, muscular looking in his form-fitting suit, and as charming as he could be. I couldn’t believe I was going to be naked in bed with him later tonight, but I knew that I was!

		I’m such a little slut at heart! I admonished myself as I mentally drooled over him. I’m going to let him fuck me and I barely know him!

		The delicious naughtiness of such a thought sent tingles of excitement down my spine, right through my half-erect nipples and into my rapidly-moistening pussy. I sipped at the expensive champagne we were drinking and wondered what Antoine would look like naked, in our hotel suite…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		By the time it was dark out, I was so sloshed I knew it was stupid for me to be driving, so I didn’t! I called a cab instead and had the driver take me to The Dance Factory and drop me off out front.

		I knew I probably should have given another club a chance, but The Factory had proved to be a rich hunting ground for me on two previous occasions, so I elected to try it again. Besides, I liked the style of music they played and everything else about the big club; the darkness of the atmosphere, the type of women it attracted, and the way it was laid out, with plenty of dark corners where a guy could assess a girl’s charms without fear of being seen as he copped a feel.

		The wait in line wasn’t bad that night, about ten minutes, and there were loads of girls up ahead of me in line, laughing and giggling as usual. I thought back to my previous, very successful visits here and smiled.

		I felt good about tonight; I really did. Pushing my worries about what Amber might be doing to the back of my mind; I paid the cover charge and went inside…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		Tall, elegant Antoine had spared no expense tonight and I was really impressed! A long white Mercedes limo was waiting for us at the private landing field and whisked us away to the Bellagio, which was all lit up and whose fountains were dancing in the spotlights as we pulled up out in front!

		I had never been to Las Vegas before. Josh and I had talked about going, but we had always chosen another vacation spot in the past, so this was my first ever visit the fabulous Las Vegas Strip, with all of its neon and excitement.

		We had VIP check in, which amounted to almost no check in at all; so minutes after getting out of the limo, we were standing in our suite, looking out the big window at our breath-taking view of the Strip. Antoine was standing on one side of me and Scott on the other.

		I was wearing my best, sexiest dress; the green one I had worn the first night I was successful at hooking up with Scott. Tonight, I was wearing it the way I had worn it that night, with no bra or pantyhose, and with the skimpiest pair of thong underwear I owned!

		“Would you like a little sample before we go to dinner?” Scott asked Antoine casually, reaching over and unzipping my dress and brushing the straps off my shoulders, so that it fluttered down around my shoes tops, leaving me all but naked as I stood between them.

		Antoine smiled down at my bare breasts, hefting the right one in his palm experimentally as he said, “Beautiful…just beautiful, but alas, we don’t have time right now. Our dinner reservations are for seven, I’m afraid.”

		“We could be a few minutes late,” Scott said, tweaking my left nipple until I sighed and nearly swooned from the excitement of being so open…so available to the two handsome men! .

		“Not at Sinatra we couldn’t,” Antoine answered Scott definitively. “They’re so busy; they don’t hold a table for anyone.”

		Antoine stooped and retrieved my dress, slipping it back over my shoulders, covering my body once more as he rezipped the back. He whispered, “I just love their food, but I’m sorely tempted to miss it, just this once, for you, Amber!”

		He leaned in and kissed me, and I eagerly let his tongue into my mouth. His big lips felt pillowy-soft against mine and I knew I was going to let this courtly, handsome black man do anything he wanted to me in bed tonight!

		I already wanted him to fuck me so badly I could taste it! And having Scott there, looking on and jumping in to join us when he felt like it…I couldn’t even think about that exquisite scenario without getting fully aroused…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		Somewhat uncharacteristically for me, I elected to sit at a table that night, instead of at the bar: I just had a feeling I’d get luckier at a table.

		No sooner had my first beer come than I heard a familiar female voice saying, “I knew that was him from clear across the bar!”

		“He’s just as cute as you said he was,” another girl’s voice trilled excitedly.

		I turned and saw tall, redheaded Tilda, flanked by a short, very cute little brunette with a close-cropped, shag haircut and big black-framed glasses, and a medium-sized blonde with big tits and a perfect-looking ass.

		The blonde girl asked Tilda in a stage whisper; “Is he really as good a fuck as you said he was?”

		“Annette, you crude thing,” Tilda admonished her friend with a big smile, “I haven’t even introduced you to Josh yet and you’re already talking about fucking him!”

		All three girls giggled and I saw that they were nearly as drunk as I was. The little brunette with the glasses said, “Hi, I’m Blair, and we are—as you might have already guessed—Tilda’s roommates.”

		“I’m Josh,” I said somewhat awkwardly, still a little thrown by the way this evening was shaping up.

		Tilda said, “We came here tonight hoping to meet some hunky guys. You’ll do nicely; want to party with us?”

		I took another big gulp of my beer, thinking about the agreement Amber and I had made about not seeing the same person twice. But Tilda looked so hot tonight—all done up in another scorcher of a dress with a low neckline and those long legs of hers. And her two roommates looked as sexy as she did!

		Well, I don’t know her roomies, I told myself, so it wouldn’t be like I as TOTALLY cheating on our agreement!

		Draining my beer, I said, “Hell, yeah, I do!”

		A hot, fast dance number began to blare out over the big speakers just then. Cute little Blair boldly grabbed me by the hand and led me out onto the floor.

		To my surprise, the other two girls—instead of sitting down at my table and watching us dance—came with us, surrounding me with gyrating, tit-shaking honies on all sides of me as I danced!

		Several guys near us, dancing with their dates, gave me the eye and I could practically guess what they were thinking: Who’s this bozo and what he got that I haven’t got, dancing with three hotties at once!

		I almost laughed out loud, thinking to myself, Eat your heart out, boys! I’m Josh Sylvester; I’m here to party and to pick up girls and damned if I’m not doing great at both!

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		Sinatra proved to be one of the plushest restaurants I’d ever been inside of in my life. The service was out of this world; their food was delicious, expensive, and done just right!

		As I sat at our table, flanked by Antoine and the equally handsome Scott, I reveled in the experience of being in Las Vegas—one of the sexiest cities in the world, at a top drawer restaurant—with two fabulous-looking men! I felt like a movie star!

		Glancing over at Antoine, I saw that he was smiling at me. My heart pounded at the thought of us in bed together, later this evening, with Scott watching us fuck!

		I’d never, of course, been with a black guy before. For about a hot two weeks back in middle school, I’d had a black boyfriend, until he’d dumped me for a girl who had actual tits: I was still extremely flat-chested back in those days.

		To tell you the truth, his dumping me hadn’t bothered me all that much. I was a little afraid of dating him that summer before high school started—because I’d heard all of those stories about black guys having huge dicks—and once school started in the fall, we would be able to go out on real dates, where I might find out just how big his cock actually was!

		Now, as I sat in Sinatra, ogling Antoine out of the corner of my eye, I realized that a lot of things had changed since then. I was now hoping this particular black dick was nothing short of huge!

		I really was…

		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

	
		Partying All Night

		

		Josh

		

		When the four of us finally left The Factory at nearly midnight, I was glad I hadn’t driven tonight. The girls had come in Blair’s car and she had a four-door Nissan, so there was no problem with all of us piling into it and heading back over to their place.

		The three roommates lived in a nondescript, shoebox-shaped apartment building near campus—all of them were just finishing up their senior year in college—and their place was typical of three college girls. I’d been in numerous apartments just like it a few years back, when I’d been a senior at the same school.

		“Let’s have another drink!” Annette suggested giddily, heading for the kitchen.

		“I think we’ve all had plenty to drink,” Blair said, reaching out and taking her wrist, restraining her.

		“Yeah, let’s go into Blair’s room instead, and get naked!” Tilda said with a wicked little giggle.

		“Why, Tilda, you hot bitch,” Annette said to her, jerking her wrist free of Blair’s grip and coming over to stand right in front of the tall redhead, “I’ve never seen you so eager for cock before! What’s the matter, baby? Don’t you love me anymore?”

		To my everlasting shock—considering the scorching night I’d spent in bed with Tilda a couple of weeks ago—the tall girl sighed softly, taking Annette’s pretty face in between her palms as she did so, and then whispering softly, “Of course I do, darling! You know that: tonight is just for fun!”

		Frozen in shock, I watched the two of them share a passionate, tongue- filled kiss for what seemed like forever! Blair chuckled at my reaction and took me by the hand, saying; “Come on, cutie. We’ll start without them. They’ll be along in a little while…”

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“I’m afraid I’m not very good at this,” I explained to my two “dates” for the night as we stood in front of the roulette wheel after dinner. “I’ve only done this once before; when my husband and I stayed at one of those Indian Casino resorts.”

		“Who cares?” Scott asked charmingly, guiding my hand holding the two hundred dollar chips out over the black and red checkerboard of numbers. “You can’t really lose; after all, you’re using our money, not your own!”

		“Anything she wins is hers to keep, however,” Antoine insisted gallantly. “That goes without saying.”

		“Certainly,” Scott assented immediately, clearly not wanting to seem like some sort of tightwad in front of Antoine, “I agree entirely.”

		I put the two chips on seven black, my hand shaking over betting so much money, all at once. The little white ball landed on the red thirteen and my borrowed two hundred dollars vanished with a sweep of the croupier’s stick!

		“I’m so sorry!” I said, turning to Antoine and Scott in shock and embarrassment.

		“That’s why it’s called gambling,” Antoine said calmly with a huge smile, handing me another chip. He nodded to Scott who—a little reluctantly, I thought—did the same.

		“Try again,” Antoine said encouragingly, directing my hand out over the betting surface.

		I did; picking seven red this time and putting both chips down on top of it. The little ball bounced and jumped atop the spinning wheel this time, finally coming to rest on…red seven! Squealing with excitement, I watched as the croupier pushed hundreds of dollar worth of chips toward me…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, the bi-bi baby wasn’t lying when she said you had a nice one,” Blair breathed excitedly, staring at my hard cock in her fist.

		“The bi-bi baby…who’s that?” I asked as the short girl began to lick my prick tip enthusiastically.

		Blair giggled and said, “That’s what we call Tilda sometimes; the bi-bi baby; because I’m mostly straight, Annette is almost exclusively lesbian, while Tilda is pretty much a half and half kind of a girl.”

		“Annette is almost exclusively lesbian,” I repeated as Blair slid my cock head in between her lips and started to suck softly on it as she continued to lap at it with her tongue.

		“She’s been known to fuck men, once in a while,” Blair said, stopping her blowjob momentarily, “when the mood seizes her.”

		I heard a high-pitched wail coming from the other bedroom just then and thought I recognized Tilda’s voice. Blair went back to what she was doing to my hard cock and I sighed with pleasure.

		Blair was a true honey with her clothes off! She had the cutest little face, which was now sliding up and down eagerly on my stiff dick, her tongue going wild as she sucked it.

		And her titties were a lot bigger than they’d looked in that black sweater she’d been wearing earlier in the evening, as they jiggled up and down on her chest while she gobbled up my cock! I reached for them, thumbing her pert little nipples as her lips slid down my prick.

		She moaned and thrust her big handfuls of tit into my palms as she blew me, her brown eyes now half closed in growing ecstasy. I could see the rest of her exquisite little body over her bobbing head—her cute ass and the expanse of flawless white skin that made up her back—and I longed to kneel behind her and drive my dick into her juicy young cunt!

		Blair stopped sucking me for a moment, and began to lave my hairy balls with her lively little tongue instead. I groaned and squeezed her dangling tits harder and sighed, “Lick ‘em, you hot little bitch! Gargle my balls and suck my cock! I’m already hard as a brick: I can’t wait to fuck you!”

		“Ooh, I can hardly wait for that either,” Blair murmured as she popped my left nut into her mouth and began to hum off-key as she stroked my saliva-slick shaft. My dick gave a lurch in her fist as she changed balls and went back to humming softly.

		I groaned loudly a minute later, as she finished humming my nuts and took my whole prick back into her lips with one suck; her mouth pressed tightly up against my pubic fur as her tongue caressed my cock staff. I sighed as her lips came slowly back up my prick: “Oh, man, you’re good with that little mouth of yours

		“You ought to see me fuck,” Blair cooed, letting my hard on slip momentarily out of her mouth, staring up at me, her big brown eyes gleaming with arousal…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		There was no hesitation, absolutely no beating around the bush, when we got back up to our suite at around eleven-thirty that night. We were all feeling giddy with the excitement of winning lots of money—I now had well over a thousand dollars stuffed in my little clutch purse as I threw it on the coffee table—drinking a great deal of top shelf booze over the course of the evening, and from the incredibly electric feeling of knowing we were about to do spend the rest of the night doing a lot of sexy, taboo things to each other!

		I was naked in seconds, as were the two men. Antoine’s dick was a big as I had hoped it would be, and Scott’s was just as I remembered it; all rigid and throbbing with lust.

		I took it in my right hand and Antoine’s in my left and led them into the nearby bedroom by their hard cocks. My heart was pounding with excitement at the prospect of fucking them both; but at my core, I was strangely calm at the same time.

		Six weeks ago—I realized—I’d have been terrified at the very thought of being where I was now, seated on the king bed with a huge black cock in one hand, a massive white one in the other. But tonight, I was totally thrilled at the prospect of having both of them deep inside me…one at a time, or both of them at once: I simply didn’t care!

		“What a pretty one you have, my darling Antoine,” I sighed, looking up at the charming black man as I lapped at his cock head with my tongue for the first time.

		He reached down and engulfed my right breast in his big black hand, squeezing my sensitive nipple just the way I adored having it done as I began to suck his cock. Not to be outdone, Scott reached down and started toying with my left nipple at the same time, while I fisted his big dick.

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” I sighed as more and more of Antoine’s outsized prick glided down my throat with each head pass.

		I was in Cocksucker Heaven at that moment! My pussy was absolutely gushing out lubricant and my boobies were throbbing with joy in the men’s hands as I tongued and sucked that magnificent black prick!

		“What about me, kitten?” Scott finally murmured, after a minute or two more of watching me going utterly crazy over Antoine’s dick.

		Without missing a beat, I let the black cock slide from my saliva-gleaming lips and turned my head toward Scott’s instead. He groaned as I deep-throated all of him in one lunge, my lips tight against his waxed-bare balls when I finished my sword-swallowing act, my tongue all over his fat dick.

		Antoine said as he watched, “She’s just as talented as you promised she was, my friend!”

		I was jacking his impressive prick off as I blew Scott, my fist stroking his unbelievably thick shaft as my lips went up and down on the cock next to his. I looked up and saw Scott wink as he gasped, “You can say that again, Antoine! She’s even more sensational than I remembered her being!”

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“Well, well, well; what have we here?” Annette asked cattily as she sauntered into the bedroom hand in hand with Tilda.

		I glanced up from my spot behind Blair’s excellent little ass and kept right on pumping her pussy with my hard cock. The two girls were as naked as we were, and I noted that each of their pussies shined with a thick coat of saliva.

		They had obviously been eating each other in the next room while Blair and I were busy amusing ourselves. Annette got down on the bed next to Blair and ran her fingers through her roommate’s short brown locks as she whispered, “Does he feel good, baby? Does that nasty old cock of his feel good in your tight little pussy?”

		Blair mewled as Annette leaned in to kiss her. She didn’t try to get away—actually, I saw her open her mouth to admit Annette’s tongue after a few seconds of the kiss had gone by—but as their lips finally parted, she said haughtily, “Stop it, you lezzy bitch! You know I’m not really like that!”

		Annette laughed and said, “That wasn’t what you said last year, after the big Christmas party! As I recall, you were kissing Tilda like crazy as she squeezed those round little tits of yours while I feasted on your hot pussy!”

		“That…that was different,” Blair insisted, but I felt her pussy tighten around my gliding cock as Annette described that evening. “I was drunk; we were all drunk!”

		Annette laughed softly again and touched Blair’s blushing cheek with just her fingertips, saying, “Oh, and what about that time the three of us went camping together, and we all ended up in the same sleeping bag? We’re you drunk then, too?”

		Blair sighed and said softly, “I was so horny that night! Watching you two…licking each other from across that little tent…I kind of got carried away!”

		“Why don’t you let yourself get carried away again tonight, darling?” Tilda asked, kneeling down on the bed on the other side of Blair, leaning down until her lips were only inches away from the brunette girl’s. “We’ve all had a lot to drink…and all of us are as horny as we can be…”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that sounds delicious, all four of us drunk, in this bed, playing ‘catch-as-catch-can’, all night long!” Annette whispered, kissing Blair on the cheek she had been fondling.

		“That would be so sweet,” Tilda insisted, as Blair turned her head away from Annette’s second kiss and right into Tilda’s waiting lips!

		As the two women made out, I felt Blair’s pussy sheath tighten up once again around my pistoning dick and I knew I was in for the sexual adventure of my life tonight…

		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

	
		Passion Unleashed

		

		Amber

		

		“Do it…shove it right in my asssssssssss!” I heard myself all but begging Scott as Antoine’s huge dick pounded away in my pussy.

		Scott was up on his knees behind me on the mattress and my bottom was oozing lubricant. I looked back over my shoulder and saw that Scott’s formidable dick was all slicked up as well, so I felt confident I could take him; even though Antoine’s cock was the thickest thing I’d ever had in me: his was even larger in diameter than Dirk’s had been last week!

		“This is going to be a lot of cock, even for you,” Scott whispered as he pushed gently against my anus.

		I sucked in my breath as I felt the smooth dome of his prick head gradually parting my rosebud. I fought down my impulse to groan pitifully at the momentary discomfort being pried wide open like this was causing as the fat knob of hard male flesh popped inside of me.

		“She’s taking it!” Antoine sighed excitedly as he watched me being double penetrated.

		“Oh, dude, is she ever tight back here!” Scott moaned as he drilled three more inches of burning cock meat into my snug little asshole. “You’ve got to try this incredible little butt of hers, Antoine, my man!”

		“I fully intend to, before this night is over,” Antoine assured him, his warm brown eyes glittering with unholy lust as he watched Scott’s huge dick disappearing up my anus…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“Now me; I want some more of this beautiful cock, too!” Annette insisted, as she elbowed Tilda—who had just come so beautifully—off of my throbbing prick and threw a slender leg over my torso, neatly replacing her still moaning-with-delight redheaded roomie.

		“Don’t you come just yet, handsome!” She leaned down and brushed those tits of hers against my chest, our lips close together as she sat down on my dick, taking it in her hot pussy clear up to my churning balls. “I want you to make me come, too before you do!”

		I groaned and tried to keep from shooting off myself as I sighed, “I thought you weren’t into men.”

		She smiled at me and whispered, “At times I am. I’ll tell you a little secret: sometimes, nothing but a hard, limber, real cock will do the job; they’re better than any dildo ever made!”

		Then her lips were on mine and her tongue was in my mouth and her pussy was sliding up and down my firmer-than-firm dick! I moaned up into her mouth and kissed her right back, driving my pelvis up off the mattress, determined to get her off as well as I’d gotten Blair, and then Tilda off before her!

		I’d lost count of how many times these three had made me come tonight—a half dozen?—that sounded about right! I’d been fucking, licking pussy, sucking young, nubile tits for what seemed like hours now!

		I was awash in lush female flesh, and all the girls, even supposedly lesbian Annette had been fondling me, sucking me hard once more, and then mounting me, or I’d mounted them. I’d never had so much pussy in my life.

		And the miraculous thing was; I wanted even more! My cock just wouldn’t seem to stay down tonight, not with three gorgeous, naked girls going after it so eagerly, one right after the other: I didn’t know if my balls had any come left in them, but spectacular little Annette seemed intent on finding out!

		She rode me expertly and nearly sucked my tongue out by the roots. I felt her pussy contracting around my buried dick and shoved it upward as far as it would go, tickling the gates of her womb with my cock head as she came around it.

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” She moaned excitedly, her pussy fluttering all around my dick as the full impact of her orgasm seized her.

		“Oh, fuck; its so goooooooooood!” Annette wailed, drawing her mouth away from me, gasping for breath.

		I fired two tiny spurts of cock cream up into her at the peak of her climax and she gasped as she felt the hot liquid bathing her sheath. She grinned at me and whispered as her orgasm started to fade, “You naughty boy! You weren’t supposed to come inside me…I’m a lezzy, you know!”

		Both of us dissolved into laugher, her big tits shaking against my chest as we kissed again…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“Oh, you nasty fuckers,” I screamed as I started to come again, “really give it to me! Fuck me hard!”

		Antoine was in my ass and Scott was in my pussy. I glanced over at the digital clock and saw that it was just five o’clock in the morning.

		We had been fucking and sucking all night long, and yet we kept on going! I started to orgasm again, and it was a real beauty!

		Quaking like a leaf in a gale between my two lovers, I ground my tits into Scott’s waxed-smooth chest and hunched my ass back onto Antoine’s pistoning cock. He moaned, “Fuck…she’s just so…hot!”

		“I…I can’t last,” Scott groaned just then, and I felt him spurting up into my clenching pussy.

		“Neither can I; not for another second!” Antoine admitted, his huge log of a cock jerking within the hot confines of my anal sheath and depositing a small wad of jism deep inside.

		I threw back my head and sighed, “So fucking fabulous; you two are fucking me so fine!”

		The three of us clung together until the last twinge of the torrid come-sensations had ebbed away. Antoine withdrew his limp python from my bottom and Scott’s flaccid dick slid unceremoniously out of my pussy seconds later.

		I was panting, trying to recover my breath. Scott patted me on the thigh and whispered, “We should take another shower, all three of us. But I’m just too fucking beat to get out of bed right now.”

		“Let’s grab a nap first, and then shower,” I suggested, oozing down onto the welcoming sheets.

		I felt both big male bodies surrounding me, cocooning me as I drifted off to dreamland…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“Don’t tell me this thing has finally soft!” Annette exclaimed disappointedly, as she fondled my limp cock at seven that morning.

		I shrugged and smiled sheepishly at her. She grinned and said, with mock seriousness, “I knew as a man, you were sure to let me down in the end.”

		She turned in the big bed and crawled over to lie on her belly in between Blair and Tilda, who were sprawled out against the pillows lining the headboard, watching us. Annette moved over in between Blair’s thighs and began to lick up the semen oozing out of her pussy as she mumbled, “Good thing I’ve got my girls here, to keep me satisfied!”

		Blair, who had given up acting like she wasn’t at least partially gay halfway through the long night, merely stoked Annette’s silky blonde hair as she gave me a little half smile and whispered, “Mmmmmmmmm, that feels so nice, sweetie! Lick me…lick that naughty man’s jism out of my pussy, why don’t you?”

		Annette slipped her right hand over and found Tilda’s slit and began to noisily finger-fuck it as she cleaned up Blair. Tilda sighed and worked her hips up off the bed, tugging at her own nipples as she eyed me as well and murmured teasingly, “Eat me next, darling; suck up all that slippery goo of his!”

		I couldn’t quite believe it, but the sight of the three women putting on their little lezzy show for me was causing my spent dick to find new life. Blair moaned just then and urged her roomie’s lips tighter onto her pussy whispering, “Oh, that’s right eat it, darling; eat it right up!”

		There was only the sound of Annette’s eagerly-lapping tongue for a few seconds, and then Blair sucked in her breath sharply and sighed, “Oh, oh, God, you’re going to make me come with that nasty tongue of yours, you hot cunt, you!”

		I rolled up onto my knees and reached for the tube of sex lube lying nearby on the bed. Blair was coming like crazy on Annette’s delving tongue, smiling triumphantly at me as if to say: See…I don’t need you or your hard cock at all…

		As Annette finished up on Blair’s sated pussy and scooted over to Tilda’s, I shot a huge wad of the clear gel onto my middle finger and knee-walked up to the hunched over Annette on the mattress. I moved up swiftly between her knees and pushed the cool gel into her ass all the way and began lubing it up as she sucked clit.

		“W-What are you doing?” She demanded, bringing her head up out of Tilda’s spread-open thighs.

		“Fucking you in the ass, lezzy-girl,” I hissed, setting the head of my revitalized cock against her anus.

		“N-Nooooooooooooo! I don’t do that…not with MEN!” She protested.

		But it was too late! I was balls-deep in her tight little ass by then, rutting away happily!

		I reached under her and found her clit and began to stoke it as I fucked her in her snug little butt. She made a strange, gargling sound as she started to kiss Tilda’s pussy again.

		“Don’t let her fool you,” Blair sighed, getting up on her knees and moving down the bed to where I was. “She likes a big dildo up her ass sometimes, when she’s eating pussy!”

		The hot little brunette proceeded to kiss me sensually, her tongue dueling with mine, as I fucked her lezzy roommate deep in the ass…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“S-Shoot it!” I gasped, changing cocks once more, panting for breath. “Shoot it all over my face this time when you come, you nasty boys!”

		I’d never experienced a facial before, especially from two men at once, but I’d seen lots of them done when I’d watched porn with Josh over the years. I’d always thought it to be degrading, unfeminine, to let a man use you like that.

		But this morning I suddenly found that I wanted to experience exactly that! I sensed it would feel just right; all that hot come cascading over my face and oozing down onto my tits as I knelt before my two powerful lovers!

		The three of us were in the bathroom, having just taken that delayed shower together. It was nine in the morning, and we had been drying each other off.

		Their dicks had gotten hard, with me fondling them and cooing over them, and one thing had led to another. Now here I was, down on my knees on a towel, sucking first one and then the other as I fisted the one I wasn’t sucking.

		My right hand was between my legs, “jilling” myself off as I licked and sucked, my nipples hard as new pencil erasers as I looked down at them, my lips moving in and out on Scott’s hard dick. Antoine shifted his weight from one foot to the other and said softly, “You’re sure…you’re sure you really want this, little one?”

		I was too into sucking cock to answer. I just mewled as I looked up at him excitedly, licking all around Scott’s massive shaft.

		“Get ready, then,” Antoine moaned, taking his prick back from me, jacking it furiously; aiming it straight at my face.

		As if the two men had rehearsed this, Scott drew back just then and started jacking his own magnificent dick off furiously. He groaned and whispered, “Take it! Take it all, you hot little bitch!”

		A big spurt of come left his cock and spattered against my nose! I squealed in surprise and delight, and Antoine added a huge jet of spunk of his own! It was so warm…so gooey; and it felt so…nasty, getting creamed like this by two men at once!

		Waves of orgasmic bliss engulfed me as I pummeled my clit furiously while the men spunked me. I opened my mouth for them and let them shoot their hot jism down my throat and up into my hair.

		I was coming like some sort of a demented soul as their warm goop started to run down onto my heaving tits, and I deliriously rubbed it into my nipples with my free hand…

		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

	
		Sharing

		

		Josh

		

		For the first time ever, I was really dreading Amber’s return to the house that Sunday. The three roommates had thoroughly drained my balls last night and this morning, and I doubted I could get it up for my cute little cuckolding wife even once, no matter what she said or did to arouse my thoroughly spent cock!

		Last night’s big adventure with three women had definitely been the highlight of my sexual life so far, but it had come at a cost. I was bone-tired, even though Blair had dropped me off in front of the house at noon and I had slept like a dead man until just now.

		I glanced over at the bedroom clock and saw, with a start, that it was nearing six o’clock in the evening! Where the fuck was my wife?

		She’d never gotten home this late before from one of her little overnight adventures with another man! I reached over onto the nightstand and fumbled with my cell phone, hitting her number on my speed dial.

		After a few rings, Amber’s voice came on the line. She said, “Darling, I’m on my way home right now. I’ll be there in a few minutes; sorry I’m so late!”

		“Where have you been?” I demanded.

		There was only silence on the other end and I finally said apologetically, “I know I shouldn’t have asked you that; sorry!”

		She hung up. I looked at the phone disbelievingly for a second, unable to accept the fact that my wife had just hung up on me…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		I was a jumble of mixed emotions as I hit the remote to open the garage door a few minutes later. This was it: I knew I’d have to level with Josh about why I’d come home so late today.

		But that was okay. I had been feeling for some time like I wanted to do that anyway; to get everything out on the table between the two of us!

		As I got out of the car, watching the garage door close behind me, I was already having second thoughts about that decision. Maybe I’d tell him some of what was of what I’d done when I’d been apart from him these past weeks, but not all of it!

		I was feeling too guilty about some of the things I’d done to tell him everything. After all, I’d cheated on our agreement pretty much right from the start.

		My seeing Scott again had been strictly a no-no, even if his appearance at Dirk’s that night had been a surprise! And what I’d done this weekend had compounded my offence: there was just no way of getting around that!

		Flying off to Vegas with Scott and Antoine; acting like their personal whore all last night and today was way beyond the pale: I’d even sucked them both off during the return flight just now. I had the taste of their combined come in my mouth as I opened the kitchen door…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		I heard the garage door going up minutes after Amber had so abruptly severed our cell phone connection. Shifting around under the covers—I was still buck naked—I got ready to face her.

		She stalked into the bedroom still wearing the outfit she’d had on yesterday afternoon when she’d gone out to her “sporting event”. But she was holding a small suitcase in her right hand: what the fuck was up with that?

		“I think we have to talk,” Amber said, tossing the suitcase onto a nearby chair and pulling off her blouse.

		I watched her take off her bra; then shed her jeans, trainers, socks, and panties. She got in bed next to me naked, saying, “I’m really tired, darling. Can we do the whole reclamation thing tomorrow night, instead of now?”

		At first a wave of relief washed over me, knowing that I wouldn’t be asked to perform sexually tonight after all. Then I realized that if she was too tired to fuck me; that meant she must have had an utterly exhausting weekend as well!

		What the hell had she done that had been so tiring? Had she met some stud who had fucked her so many times that she was totally spent…just like I was?

		I didn’t know how I felt about that! While it was true that I had tried to satisfy three women last night in bed—and it had nearly killed me, but what a way to go—I was still very uneasy about her meeting a guy who had fucked her so much that she wasn’t even mildly interested in having sex with me!

		“Like I said,” she told me at that moment, “we need to talk.”

		“Okay…but you first,” I answered cagily, wanting to hear what she had to say before saying anything myself.

		She looked taken aback by that, but after a few seconds, she blurted, “I…I’m afraid I haven’t been totally faithful to the terms of our agreement!”

		I sat back as if she had slapped me. I stammered, “W-What do you mean, you haven’t been totally faithful?”

		She couldn’t look at me as she murmured, “One of the guys I met…he managed to get my cell phone number.”

		Amber turned her head back to look at me as she explained, “I didn’t give it to him, I swear! He got it while I was in the bathroom. He found my cell phone in my purse and called his own phone with it, thereby recording the number. I didn’t know he’d done it until several days later, when he called me at lunch!”

		“What did he want?” I demanded.

		Amber looked away again as she said in a tiny voice, “He…he wanted to see me again, even though I’d explained to him about our ‘no second dates’ policy.”

		I flashed back to Tilda last night and squirmed uncomfortably in bed. The urge to tell Amber about it surged up in me, but just then my wife said, “He told me he wanted to…be with me again, but that wasn’t why he was calling, not that first time.”

		I was very tempted to ask just what he had wanted, but I didn’t have to. Amber said, “He offered to set me up with a friend of his, a guy named Dirk. Scott, that’s this guy’s name, said Dirk was a work-out buddy of his, and that they’d partied together in the past; so he knew I’d be attracted to Dirk, and him to me!”

		“Were you?” I demanded.

		Amber turned bright red as she admitted, “I was. He was the guy who took my anal cherry…I told you a little bit about that, remember?”

		I did remember! That was when I’d first fucked my wife in the ass, after this Dirk guy had done it right before me!

		She took a deep breath and then added, “What I didn’t tell you was that Scott was there that night too…”

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		I hadn’t decided just how much of it I wanted to tell Josh before I started, but now that I had gotten started, I discovered that it felt so good—unburdening myself in this way—that I simply couldn’t seem to stop myself! I rushed to add, “I didn’t know it at first, but while Dirk and I did anal that night, Scott was watching. He…he came into the bedroom already naked…and very hard…and doubled me, while Dirk was still inside my bottom!”

		My poor Josh looked as if he was having a coronary! He turned red but he couldn’t speak a word at first!

		So I went on, saying, “It kind of hurt…but it kind of didn’t! I don’t know how to explain it, darling!”

		Josh made a small gurgling sound in reply, still struggling to speak. I added, “Double penetration…a DP…I’d seen it done in porn videos lots of times. But I never thought I’d do it!”

		“Y-You got banged in the ass and the pussy, both at the same time…you?” My husband finally managed to wheeze disbelievingly.

		“I know! I couldn’t believe I was doing it either: but I was!”

		I wouldn’t have believed it possible, but Josh’s face got even redder than it was before. He gasped, “And both these guys had huge cocks?”

		I knew I was blushing now as well as I admitted, “They did. They really split me open, darling! I thought they were going to kill me at first!”

		“At first,” Josh repeated hollowly, looking totally dumbfounded by the concept of me fucking two men at once.

		Not wanting to lie to him but not knowing just how explicit I could be without totally alienating him, I murmured somewhat guiltily, “I got to where I really liked it, after a while. It just felt so good to be stretched open so wide by those two huge cocks!”

		“Did…did you come,” Josh managed to whisper after another few moments of picturing that, “did those two big pricks make you come?”

		“God help me, but they did!” I admitted, turning away again. “I came so great, when they both went off inside me at once!”

		With a throaty growl, Josh was on me! My pussy was so wet that he just slipped right in, and once inside, he balled me like a wild man, grunting, “Two of them at once…I can’t believe you took two huge cocks at the same time!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, well you’d better believe it, because I did!” I murmured, running my fingers through his hair as he pummeled me, whispering in his ear. “Not just that time, but this weekend too!”

		“No,” Josh moaned, drawing his head back, looking down at me disbelievingly, “not this weekend too!”

		“I flew to Las Vegas last night, with Scott and a rich friend of his,” I admitted as I fucked my husband, “in a private jet. We stayed in a suite at the Bellagio, and they did me all night long, both separately and together!”

		Josh’s eyes rolled back in his head as he got ready to come inside me. I stroked his hair and whispered, “Scott’s friend was a big black guy, with the largest cock you can imagine!”

		My husband screamed as if someone was tearing his balls off with a pair of pliers as he came. But he came a lot! And he came hard, just like I did…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“It’s not fair, you knowing everything I’ve done and me not know anything about what you’ve been up to on your hall pass nights,” Amber gently chided me an hour later.

		We taken a short nap, after our explosive, very unexpected fuck, and then thrown on robes and gone into the kitchen to grab some left-overs out of the fridge. After we’d satisfied our hunger, we’d gone back into the bedroom, showered, and gotten back into bed together, just snuggling.

		“What do you want to know?” I asked her teasingly.

		“Everything; I want to know everything my baby has been up to!” She insisted.

		I squirmed at that, definitely not wanting to share the pegging details of my night with Gina with her; not even sure about telling her about last night, with Tilda and her two roomies. So I started out with a description of my first night with Tilda instead.

		“She’s the tall redhead with the big boobs that you told me about, isn’t she?” Amber asked as I started my story.

		“Yeah, she’s a senior over at State,” I replied. “I met her at The Dance Factory.”

		“Is she good in bed?” Amber asked, as if she was hoping I’d say she wasn’t.

		But I elected to reply truthfully, telling my wife, “Yeah, she’s pretty good, I’d guess you’d have to say.”

		“What does she do that I don’t do?” Amber kept after me.

		I thought about that, and then said, “Well, she showed me how to do anal, before you and I ever did it; before that Dirk guy took you up the ass for the first time.”

		“Oh,” Amber replied a bit guiltily, looking away again.

		Feeling a little smug at how I’d put her down without actually appearing to have put her down just then, I added, “And I found out last night that she likes girls as well as guys.”

		“You saw her again last night?” Amber demanded.

		Since she had seen this Scott guy not once but twice since their first night together, I felt free to admit that I had, saying, “I ran into her and her two roommates at a club last night. We all went back to their place and I spent the night in bed with all of them!”

		“Three girls at once…you were in bed with three girls at the same time?” My wife asked incredulously.

		“Well, they were all bi, as it turned out,” I explained, “so it wasn’t like I had to please them all at once by myself.”

		Amber shook her blonde locks and grinned slyly, saying, “And here I thought I was being so naughty, doing two men at the same time!”

		I reached for her and found her pussy as wet as it could be again. And my cock, remarkably, was rock hard again as well…

		

		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

	
		Out In The Open

		

		Amber

		

		Things felt totally different between us after that weekend. I loved Josh more than ever and I felt sure that he loved me just as much.

		We kissed all the time, and shared intimate details of our rendezvous with other people in bed at night. I was still a little jealous, as I heard what a good time he’d had with another woman—and I’m sure he felt the same pangs of envy as I described some of my hotter moments with Scott or Dirk or Antoine—but each of us was titillated too, by the revelations we shared.

		So when Scott called me that Tuesday at lunch and asked me if I’d like to attend a sort of swing-and-swap party with him that Saturday night, I felt perfectly comfortable in telling Josh all about it that night after dinner. His first question was whether or not Dirk or Antoine was going to be there as well!

		“Both of them are going to attend, from what Scott said,” I admitted to my husband, “they’ll both have dates, but they’ll be there.”

		“So you’ll probably end up fucking them too?” Josh inquired.

		I didn’t say I would. But then, I didn’t say I wouldn’t—I just didn’t say anything!

		“How many other guys will be there?” Josh was anxious to know.

		“Not a whole lot more, I don’t think,” I told him truthfully. “This isn’t a true swingers club or anything like that. It’s just a casual gathering of friends who like to experiment a little. From what Scott said, it only happens three or four times a year, not every month like in swinger circles.”

		He nodded, thinking about that. I went on to explain, “It all started with a guy named Barry, who is hosting this party, and his wife Naomi. Scott and an old girlfriend of his attended a casual dinner party at their house a few years back. They stayed after all the other guests had left and everyone was drunk…and suddenly they were trading partners and all fucking right in the living room!”

		I hesitated for a moment, and then added, “Scott told Antoine about it, and a few other guys he knew, and they all thought it sounded pretty cool. In a few weeks, they had a second party at Barry and Naomi’s house, but everyone who came to that party knew in advance what was going to happen and they were all cool with it.”

		“So, how long has this been going on?” Josh wanted to know.

		“For a couple of years now, I guess,” I told him. “The roster of participating couples changes slightly, from year to year, but the impetus behind the party stays the same; swing and swap while everyone else watches you do it.”

		“And you’re going to go?”

		I grinned at my husband as I proudly said, “You bet I am!’

		His cock was as stiff as it could be, so I took it in my hand and began to stroke it as I said, “Hall pass rules, Mister; I can do whatever I want come this Saturday night, can’t I?”

		“Yeah, I guess so,” Josh sighed as I leaned over in bed and began to lick his cock head. “Are…are you going to fuck all of the men at that party?”

		“Maybe,” I said teasingly as I looked up at him, “just maybe I will!”

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		Here it was, almost ten-thirty at night, and I was still all by myself. I was at The Dance Factory again, but my luck had apparently run out at this once dependable venue.

		I had danced with a score of girls tonight, and bought some of them drinks, but I had struck out with all of them, for various reasons. And to make matters worse, I knew Amber was at that swing-and-swap party with that Scott guy!

		She’s probably naked as a jaybird by now, I thought bitterly to myself, totally disgruntled by the idea of my wife sucking strangers’ cocks and riding them while I cooled my heels in this club, all by my lonesome!

		And then I saw Gina across the large room, dancing with a big bearded guy. She saw me at the same time, and flashed me a huge smile of recognition.

		I suddenly felt even worse, knowing Gina was going to take that tall, bearded dude home with her and fuck him senseless tonight. Trying to make myself feel better, I thought back on own my hot night with her, but I focused on the pegging part and wondered how the bearded Goliath would like having a nine inch vibrator driven up his ass by morning.

		My mental picture of that made me feel a little better about my current solo situation. I had just turned back to the bartender, to order myself yet another beer, when I felt a tap on my shoulder.

		Spinning around on my barstool once more, I saw Gina and her towering new male friend standing directly behind me. She smiled as she whispered, “Hey, cowboy, want to party with us tonight?”

		I thought about my wife getting fucked by two guys at once, probably right at that moment, and said, “Sure, why not?”

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		I was feeling a little tipsy but I didn’t care. Seated on a couch in Barry and Naomi Tucker’s living room, with Antoine and a tall, handsome man I had just been introduced to moments before, who had told me that his name was Dennis, I was attempting to hold up my end of a conversation with them as we all watched Naomi Tucker, nude and sucking cock, a few feet away from us.

		Our hostess for the evening was a tall, lanky woman, with no tits to speak of—she even made my “B” cups look full!—but Naomi had a wonderful ass and long, perfect legs. And she was a really pretty woman too, a spectacular strawberry-blonde with numerous freckles, sexy green eyes, and lots of flawless white skin.

		The cocksucking woman’s pussy lips and nipples were that light pink color that some blondes and redheads are blessed with, and they were gorgeous! She didn’t have big, protruding pussy lips like some girls; hers were recessed into her tiny little slit, barely visible right now as she knelt sucking the long, fat cock!

		“She’s really good,” I sighed, watching my hostess for the night’s mouth go in and out on what had to be a nearly eleven inch dick, “to deep throat all of him.”

		“I bet you could do it,” Antoine complimented me.

		“Oh, is she a good cocksucker?” Dennis wanted to know.

		“She’s one of the best I’ve ever encountered,” my big black friend assured him, “and that takes in a lot of women.”

		Dennis confidently reached down and unzipped his slacks, drawing out his very thick, very long cock. It was no more than half hard, but it already jutted up above his balls a good ten inches.

		“Let’s just see, shall we?” He said as he smiled down at me.

		“Here, hold this,” I said to Antoine, rising immediately to the challenge, handing him my vodka tonic and bending over Dennis’s lap.

		It was a swinger party after all, wasn’t it? I felt a little self conscious as I began to lap at my newest lover’s fat cock head with my tongue; because most of the party guests were still clothed and sipping cocktails.

		But my hostess for the evening was already naked and on her knees, a few feet away, swallowing one of her guest’s cock with undisguised gusto! That’s what kind of a party this is, I told myself as I began to suck right along with her…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“I guess I should introduce you to Eli, Josh,” she said as all three of us stepped into her apartment and she locked the door behind us; “he’s a friend of mine.”

		I looked up at the bearded giant. He was at least four inches taller than me, and I’m six-one.

		“Glad to meet you,” I told him, offering my hand.

		“You’re a good-looking dude, Josh,” Eli said, shaking my hand, his big paw engulfing mine as we shook. “I can’t blame Gina for wanting to fuck you.”

		I started to say he was handsome too, but I didn’t dare, not wanting to sound like a phony. Eli wasn’t a particularly good looking man: he was just huge and hulking and a little scary, amid the bright lights of Gina’s front room.

		“I’ve got a huge cock,” Eli announced almost shyly. “That’s why she’s hot to fuck me.”

		A huge cock, huh? Well, my wife might like you too! I thought somewhat cattily.

		My thoughts turned toward Amber and her swap party, and what she was probably doing just then. It was now almost eleven-thirty and I bet she’d sucked numerous cocks by then, and fucked them too!

		“Let’s go in the bedroom and get naked,” Gina suggested at that moment, and Eli and I were only too happy to follow her suggestion…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		I was completely nude on the couch and Antoine was fucking me from behind while I continued to suck Dennis’s big cock. We were all naked at this point in the evening: everyone in the whole room was bare; and everybody was fucking everyone, or so it seemed!

		Naomi had a cock up her ass, another deep in her pussy, and at the same time, she was giving head to still another man, a few feet away from us. Her husband, Barry, was balling the bejeezus out of some little brunette in the dining room, and Scott and Dirk were double-teaming a wailing, climaxing blonde girl across the living room in an overstuffed chair.

		All throughout the big house, the sound of people fucking and people getting off echoed! It was a true orgy, and my heart was pounding at the forbidden nature of it; at the sheer, intoxicating sensation of being a part of it all!

		“Jesus, but she’s pretty,” Dennis sighed, looking down at me as I blew him, “and you were right; she sucks cock like a dream come true!”

		He looked up at Antoine, who was enthusiastically rutting away in my pussy—much to my delight—and added, “But I really want to fuck her, when you’re through, bro!”

		“Why wait, my friend?” Antoine grunted with the effort of driving his huge dick in and out of my clingy little hole.

		I moaned as he suddenly withdrew. Antoine grabbed up one of the tubes of the sex gel which had been scattered about the big room by our thoughtful hosts and proceeded to squirt a big streamer of it up my ass.

		“Our mutual friend here, Amber, just loves DP’s,” Antoine chuckled to Dennis, “and I just happen to love fucking her in this cute little ass of hers!”

		I made no protest as Antoine lubed up his mammoth cock and eased into my ass pucker as I continued to suck Dennis’s big dick. It’s now familiar girth stretched me open back there, but I not only didn’t fear it anymore—I welcomed it!

		“Here, you do this snug little pussy of hers while I take her in the ass,” Antoine offered his new friend, sitting back on the couch, pulling me with him, into his lap.

		“Are you sure?” Dennis asked doubtfully, eyeing my juicy snatch hungrily but warily. “She’s got an awfully small pussy!”

		“She can take it, believe me,” Antoine sounded confident as Dennis hesitantly moved forward on his knees, “and she loves it! Just wait and see!”

		Dennis had a downright huge cock, now that it was fully erect and I saw it in better light. It had felt gargantuan in my mouth and down my throat, but I hadn’t really thought about it: I had been much too concerned with sucking it just right while taking Antoine’s beautiful cock up my pussy at the same time.

		His saliva-slick prick tip slid right into my wet pussy lips and I moaned at the exquisite sensation of being split open by the two throbbing hunks of male muscle at the same time! Dennis beamed as he rammed into me clear up to his heavy balls and sighed, “She’s a tight one, alright! But she’s so fucking hot and juicy inside!”

		The two of them began to double-fuck me, hard! I sighed at how nice that felt and worked my hips in between them, reveling in the feel of Antoine’s dick up my ass and Dennis’s gliding in and out against my pulsing clit…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		The evening had gotten off to a roaring start! Eli did, indeed, have a cock to be proud of—the fucking thing must have been at least eleven inches long when it got hard, and it was about double the size of my fat prick when it came to girth—but Gina had no problem taking it deep in her pussy, once she’d sucked both of us until we were hard as a pair of fence posts.

		“My…my asssssssssss,” she hissed, looking over at me as Eli fucked her enthusiastically from underneath, with her riding his up-thrust fuck pole like it was her favorite thing ever!

		“Fuck me in the ass, while he does my pussy, darling!” She cooed out to me, indicating the big tube of sex lube lying near me on the bed.

		She didn’t have to ask me twice! I’d never participated in a “DP” before, but now that Amber had told me all about doing that with her various lovers, I had been eager to try it, too!

		Gina moaned as my finger went up her asshole, lubing her up with the sex gel in preparation for my cock. I sighed as I stared down at her gleaming sphincter, my dick shining as well with a thick coating of the slippery lubricant.

		“Oh, go slow,” Gina cautioned me as I slid into her backdoor, “Eli’s super-sized dick really has my pussy stretched out!”

		Her asshole was so tight I could barely drive my slick-as-an-eel prick inside it! I had fucked her back here before, the first time we’d slept together, and I’d found it much tighter than her snug little pussy; but this time the closeness of the fit was ridiculous!

		“Jesus, your ass is hard to penetrate, it’s so tight,” I groaned as I fucked her as best I could.

		“Do it hard, now that you’re both in me,” Gina commanded, “that’s how I want it tonight; hot and hard, boys!”

		Eli and I did our best to comply, rutting into her like two demons. I could feel his big cock head plowing her pussy through the thin membrane separating us: that felt incredibly to me…gay, somehow.

		But I let it go and fucked her even harder…

		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		

	
		Serious Partying

		

		Amber

		

		The atmosphere inside that house by midnight was so steeped in depravity and unbridled lust by midnight that I was nearly out of my mind with excitement! There was sex going on wherever you looked: there were big, beautiful hard cocks all around me: and I wanted them all!

		I’d already had most of them at least once, up my ass, in my pussy; down my throat! But most of them were still hard, and I wanted to experience them again and again!

		The men at the party seemed to sense that I was in some sort of sexual, anything-goes-zone by that point in the evening; half out of my mind from all the booze I’d drunk and made incredibly hot by the huge amount of sex I’d already had. They seemed to know—the way male dogs know when a bitch is in heat—that I’d do anything they wanted by then; and that I’d do it gladly!

		A lot of the women at the party seemed to be all fucked out as far as men were concerned; but that didn’t mean they were turned off to sex. I saw a knot of them in the darkest corner of the dining room, all daisy-chained together, sucking the male come out of each other’s pussies and swallowing it while I watched, licking each other’s clits like a group of confirmed lesbians!

		That was so hot to watch—in person—that I could barely stand it, especially while Barry was using my mouth like a pussy while I sat on a big cock on the couch, gliding up and down atop it with my hunching hips! All at once, the guy in my twat raised me up higher than usual, and his thick cock came free of my slickened pussy.

		It went up my ass easily—more than one man had come up there in the last hour or so, and there was lots of built up lubricant besides—and I didn’t protest a bit as he started to bang me in the butt instead of the pussy. I merely moaned around Barry’s prick gliding in and out of my throat at how good that felt and kept on sucking.

		“Shit…this girl is nothing but hot!” Barry marveled as he watched me getting ass-fucked once again. “I want some of that tight little butt next!”

		He abruptly pulled his dick out of my mouth and sat down right next to the guy who was in my bottom on the couch. As if they’d rehearsed this, the guy drilling me up the butt locked his hands behind my neck and really started to butt-fuck me hard!

		“That’s the way to do her, man,” Barry urged his pal on eagerly. “Pass her over to me as soon as you come in her ass!”

		I groaned in ecstasy as Barry reached over and began to gently slap my gushing pussy with the flat of his hand as his friend continued to ream out my butt. After another minute of the hot ass-fucking and clit-slapping, I experienced a squealing climax as a big jet of orgasmic fluid shot out of my contracting pussy and splashed against Barry’s palm.

		The guy fucking my bottom went off inside me just then, bathing my anal sheath with his hot, gooey jism. I screamed again at how good that felt, my orgasm ramping up a notch!

		“Pass her over to me,” Barry demanded, and the guy pulled his dwindling cock out of my ass and handed me over to Barry; as if was some sort of blowup fuck doll! Barry, who was a big guy, arranged me over his up-raised eight incher of a prick and slowly lowered me down onto it, my last partner’s spunk dripping down onto his cock and balls as he filled my bottom up again with hot, hard cock!

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” I whined as Barry began to ass-fuck me, just the way his friend had, with his hands locked behind my neck and my legs flailing about helplessly, his thick cock plowing my asshole open again and again.

		Scott had sat down on the couch right next to Barry and was reaching over to tease and slap my clit just the way Barry had done it! The first guy got up off the couch and Antoine eagerly took his place beside Scott!

		It vaguely began to dawn on me that every man who could still get a hard on at this party was going to ass-fuck me, one right after the other, passing me back and forth like some sort of party favor-fuckdoll…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		My first inkling that the evening was taking a hard turn toward weirdness came after the DP ended. Gina got out her nine inch vibrator and started teasing Eli’s asshole with it was I watched.

		The big man seemed content to let her do that, so I didn’t think much of it at first. I just laid back and watched her toy with him, gliding it all around his asshole as Eli moaned and closed his eyes in rising ecstasy.

		Then she slid over to me and began running it all around my asshole as well. I squirmed uncomfortably, keenly aware that there were three of us on the bed this time and that Eli’s eyes had opened and he was now watching the proceedings between Gina and I intently.

		Gina began to ease the fat vibrator into my butt opening and I pulled away, my face turning red as I saw the other man’s excited-looking eyes still on me. Instead of acting shocked by what he was seeing, he gave me a shy little smile and reached over for the tube of lubricant I’d used to slick up Gina’s bottom so I could fuck it. He tossed it her way, saying, “You ought to grease him up a little, before you start to peg him, baby.”

		Peg me! Had Eli done what I’d done the last time I was at Gina’s place? Had he, too, taken the vibrator up his ass…the huge latex cock jutting out of the sex harness?

		“You’re right, of course, darling,” Gina murmured as she stopped what she was doing to squirt a big glob of the cold lube up my ass.

		I moaned and tried feebly to get away again, but soon Gina’s vibrator was halfway up my ass, caressing my prostate so alluringly. To my vast surprise—but not really, now that I think back on it—she reached under the nearby pillow with her free hand and drew out another vibrator, the twin of the one she was using on me!

		“Oh, yeah,” Eli breathed enthusiastically, closing his eyes in bliss as she lubed up the second vibrator and eased it up his hairy asshole, fucking us both at once, a vibrator in each hand, “push it; push it all the way in…”

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“No more…please, you guys…don’t fuck me anymore!” I moaned as the sixth guy shot off deep in my ass.

		But it was as if they didn’t even hear me. The guy who had been butt-fucking me handed me over to Dennis, who had already come once in my pussy and down my throat, but who now sat on the couch, waiting his turn with my ass!

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, fuck but that’s a big one!” I groaned as Dennis slid all the way up inside of me.

		“Hi, doll; did you miss me?” Dennis whispered smugly in my ear as he began to move me up and down over his cock, his controlling hands locked behind my neck, as all the other men’s had been. “Jesus, but you’ve got a cute ass, Amber. It’s still even tighter than that hot little pussy of yours was, even though I’m the last man in line!”

		Another set of male hands began to caress my tits as Dennis butt-fucked me. And then I felt a cock head brush up against my lips.

		My eyes fluttered open and there was Antoine, squeezing my nipples just the way I liked it and easing his cock into my mouth as I opened it for him. Scott still sat next to me, and he reached over and toyed with my clit as the two men fucked me in the ass and mouth at the same time.

		A flurry of pre-come sensations swirled through me and I knew I was going go off for, like, the twentieth time of the evening! I didn’t really want to: I was all but fucked out!

		But the twinges of lust were unmistakable and I just settled back into Dennis’s broad chest and sucked hard at Antoine’s gliding dick, waiting for the dual geysers of come up my ass and down my throat that I knew were sure to happen soon, as I got ready to orgasm yet again…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“Do you…do you like it as much as I do?” Eli asked me shyly, his eyes heavy-lidded; his voice thick with emotion.

		I was down on all fours on the bed right next to him. He was posed just the way I was, but Gina was deep in his ass with the dildo, humping away noisily amid the slathering of sex lube that coated Eli’s asshole.

		Before I could answer, Gina pulled free and knee walked over to me, sinking the huge shaft of latex deep inside my butt. I groaned and nodded to him that I did, God help me!

		I glanced at Eli’s huge cock out of the corner of my eye as I got pegged, and saw that it was as hard as mine was! I thought despairingly: We’re nothing but a pair of fags…letting her do this to us!

		But Gina reached down with her lubed up hand just then and started to stroke my cock as she banged down into me. I shuddered in ecstasy and worked my butt shamelessly back onto the skewering dildo.

		Gina whispered, “I think he likes it even more than you do, Eli! I think my little Josh loves getting fucked right up this cute little ass of his!”

		I wanted to protest that I didn’t! I didn’t like this a bit!

		But the evidence that I did was overwhelming…the fat fake cock gliding into my asshole…the wet, sluicing- sounding of her talented hand gliding up and down on my rigid cock…it was clear as day that I reveled in being her little…bitch!

		“He sure is a pretty one,” Eli whispered just then, and my blood ran cold.

		His voice sounded as if he’d moved. I opened my eyes and saw that he wasn’t beside me on the bed anymore.

		He was behind me, and Gina was drawing the huge dildo out of my gaped-open butthole and flipping over onto her back, scooting underneath me. Her lips surrounded my ready-to-burst dick just then and she began to suck.

		I felt something incredibly wide nudging up against my bunghole at that instant and whipped my head around. Eli was behind me, centering that massive elephant cock of his in my wide-open asshole!

		“Nooooooooooooo!” I bellowed, but it was too late.

		It was far too late to stop him from…butt-fucking me!

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“What…what are you doing to me?” I insisted groggily, as female hands locked around both of my wrists and pulled me up into a sitting position.

		“Cleaning you up, you naughty girl,” Naomi whispered to me as she dragged me up onto my feet. “You’ve got spunk dripping out of you everywhere!”

		“Yeah, you need a good clean up, gorgeous!” Said the naked little blonde I’d seen Dirk and Scott double-teaming earlier in the evening.

		I let them drag me over to the women’s corner, where I was met by a covey of other naked girls, who lowered me down among them and began touching me everywhere at once. Female lips and hands were all over my dripping pussy and my breasts: one girl even ran her tongue up my bottom and licked out a huge dollop of semen, swallowing it noisily!

		Do I LIKE this? I wondered as Naomi kissed me for the first time, hands and tongues still running the length of my body, sucking out the come and gulping it down.

		I decided that I did! It was wonderful, being pampered and adored by other girls like this!

		Women were licking my pussy, kissing my nipples, and then sucking them just right. I sighed and kissed Naomi back, opening my mouth for her. I realized that her tongue tasted of male sperm, just like mine did, as we made out like two dedicated lesbians…

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“No, don’t…don’t fuck me in the ass!” I whined as Eli slid in and out of me. “I…I don’t want this!”

		But Eli pretended not to hear my pleas and Gina was sucking my cock so sweetly, teasing the come right out of my balls with her devilish tongue! I groaned and pushed my ass back onto Eli’s monster cock, berthing it all the way inside of me—all eleven throbbing, pulsing inches of it—and mewled aloud, “Oh, God, but it feels good!”

		Eli patted my back and hammered down into me again, cooing in his deep voice, “That’s a good boy! Take your ass-fucking like a man! You know you love it; Gina was right about that!”

		The horrible thing was I knew she was right about that! I knew it with every fiber of my being as the big dick slid in and out of me and Gina sucked like a demon on my cock!

		The big man behind me gave out with a guttural groan just then and held my ass steady with both hands as he began shooting his load deep into my bowels. And explosion of come sensation such as I had never felt before gripped me and I gushed into Gina’s sucking mouth, gagging her with the volume of come I was suddenly flooding her with!

		I threw back my head and screamed out my pleasure/pain/embarrassment at how good it felt to just come and come in this most forbidden of ways…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, give me that hot pussy!” I growled, about to come on Naomi’s wriggling little tongue again, my own tongue shoved deep into the little blonde—whose name I had learned was Helen—as I feasted on her warm cunt nectar!

		Helen sighed, “Oh, fuck, you’re good at eating pussy, for someone who claims she’s never done it before!”

		Her hot girl-juice spilled down into my mouth and I swallowed it with joy. I was coming again on Naomi’s magic tongue, and Monica and Joyce had said they couldn’t wait to eat me tonight too! A long, naughty night stretched out in front of me with these girls: and I could hardly wait…

		

		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Three

		

	
		Reassessment

		

		Amber

		

		“Shit, what’s he doing home so early?” I whispered aloud as pulled into the driveway at seven the next morning, only to see Josh’s pick up already there.

		I punched the garage remote and drove in past it, putting the door down once more when I was inside. The thought of going into the house, of facing Josh this morning was more than a little daunting.

		Last night, at that party, I was the Slut of All Sluts! I chastised myself, still not moving.

		I wasn’t really ashamed of what I’d done with Scott…with Dirk…with both of them, as well as with Scott and Antoine. But I was mortified by what I’d done last night; with countless other guys, plus their wives and girlfriends!

		Last night, I suddenly realized, had been a sort of catharsis for me, a turning point in my life. I’d gone slightly crazy, fucking everyone at that party, even the other women.

		It had been too much; way too much! I’d known it in the back of my mind, even as I was doing it!

		The trip to Vegas with Antoine and Scott had taken me just about to my erotic limits, when it came to naughty extra-marital fun. Last night had been way over the line, and I was really feeling the crushing reality of that this morning, as I got ready to face my husband.

		Maybe I’ve had enough new sexual experiences… for now, at least, I admitted to myself as I got ready to emerge from my car and face the music inside the house. Maybe last night was it…as far as my career as hall pass girl is concerned!

		Was I really ready to stay home again and be content with just one partner? I asked myself that question as I went inside.

		Once I was in my kitchen, I realized how sore I was! My ass was sore, my pussy was sore: hell, even my throat was sore!

		No sex for Josh today, I guess, I thought ruefully. He’s just going to have to live with it!

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		I was near crazy with nervousness about seeing Amber this morning, after the night I’d spent at Gina’s, with her and her hulking friend! My butt was throbbing, from having Eli’s big cock up it, not once but twice!

		I’d even let him suck me off once before I’d gone home…I’d been eating Gina’s pussy furiously and all of a sudden, I’d felt my dick being sucked! I was going to stop him—I had known that I should stop him—but her pussy tasted so sweet, and he’d been so good with that mouth and that tongue of his!

		I was coming, almost before I knew it, I thought in my own defensive. And Gina was coming on my tongue at the same time…and I couldn’t actually SEE Eli blowing me, although I knew it was him!

		Lying in bed, I cringed as I imagined coming in that ugly dude’s mouth! I heard the fucking garage door going up just then and realized that Amber definitely was home!

		I felt like crying, I was so ashamed of myself. What a…pussy I was, I thought disgustedly to myself, even thinking about bursting into tears of regret with my wife about to enter the bedroom!

		Steeling myself, I put on a very fake-feeling happy smile on my face as the door came open…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		When I saw Josh waiting for me in that bed, I all but ran to him! Hurriedly peeling off my clothes, I joined him under the covers, embracing him and kissing him as if there were no tomorrow!

		Our kiss seemed to last forever. When I finally pulled my lips from his, I whispered, “Oh, Josh; I love you so much!”

		I thought I saw him blink back sudden tears as he replied in a strained voice, “God, babe; I love you too, more than anything!”

		We just held each other after that, snuggling under the covers, listening to each other’s hearts beat. At last I said to him in a low voice, “I think I’d like to skip next Saturday night’s hall pass, if that’s okay with you.”

		I rushed to assure him, “You can still go out if you want to, but I think I’m done experimenting…at least for a while.”

		To my surprise, Josh said hastily, “No, that’s okay! I’ll stay home with you, babe; I want to!”

		I just looked at him for long moments and a flash of understanding passed between us: whatever had happened to him last night had also been enough! He had experienced the same sort of realization that I had; that we didn’t really need other people anymore to make us happy!

		“What did you do last night?” I asked him bluntly.

		He turned beet-red and stammered, “I’d rather not say: hall pass rules, you know?”

		We continued to stare at one another for what seemed like forever, before he asked me, “What happened to you last night, to make you want to give up this hall pass thing?”

		I went rigid and refused to speak. At last we both gave each other guilty little smiles and I said, “You must have been a bad, bad boy last night, to make you come running home to mama!”

		Josh’s handsome face colored again but he said, “You must have had quite a night yourself, kitten; coming home this early and not wanting to go out again.”

		We left it at that. I was really beat after my long night spent as being the life of a swinger party, and he seemed to be exhausted too.

		The two of us slept until one o’clcock in the afternoon. Then we got up and made ourselves a huge Sunday breakfast—waffles and hash-browns, eggs and bacon, plus oceans of coffee and orange juice to wash it all down with—and we devoured it before going back to bed and sleeping until almost seven that night.

		

		****

		

		Josh

		

		“Don’t you want to tell me a little about the party?” I asked her when we both woke up again. “Did you have fun?”

		She nodded that she had but didn’t volunteer any more information. I tried again, asking: “Did lots of people show up?”

		“There were enough,” she replied tersely.

		After another long silence, I asked her, “And did you…get to know any new people?”

		Amber’s body went absolutely rigid for a moment, and then she said again, “Enough…I got to know enough of them.”

		We sat in an awkward silence until she finally asked me, “How about you; did you make a new…friend last night?”

		The thought of big, powerful, ugly Eli and his enormous horsecock flickered through my consciousness and my asshole actually throbbed as I remembered how that huge dick had felt up inside of me! I squirmed uncomfortably on the sheet and said, “Uh, yeah; I guess you could say I did.”

		“Want to tell me about it?” Amber asked with a hopeful smile.

		“Not any more than you seem to want to tell me what you did at that party, honey-girl,” I retorted.

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		That turned out to be pretty much that: we never talked about that last night of our lives apart again. Two months have now passed since that final Saturday hall pass night and we couldn’t be happier, overall.

		Oh, I still think about Scott once in a while, especially after he’s booty-called me, asking me out on another date—which he’s done several times since the night of the big party—but I haven’t seen him again. And I haven’t really been tempted to do so.

		I think Josh is more than enough man for me! He fucks me so well and so often, lately; almost as if he had something to prove to himself…

		

		

		

		Epilogue

		

	
		The End…Or Is It?

		

		Josh

		

		It feels so good to be back on the straight and narrow once again or at least it does most of the time. Amber is great to me now, sucking my cock, giving me anal whenever I want it; surprising me once in a while by getting really down-and-dirty for me, like that night she knelt the carpet in front of and demanded a facial, after she’d sucked my dick until I was ready to come!

		I say most of the time, because two days ago, I responded to a plumbing repair request at one of our more stylish apartment complexes and the tenant was a guy; a very handsome guy who was obviously gay! He all but offered to show me the master bedroom after the plumber had left, and I was very tempted to let him!

		What was that all about, I asked myself as I hurriedly got into my truck and drove away. I’m not GAY, just because of that night with Eli and what I did! I’m really not!

		After all, a few days before that, the knockout female tenant I had been slightly smitten with all those months ago called me from out of the blue and asked me to drop by her place. When I got there, I asked her what the problem seemed to be and she answered coyly that she hadn’t had a man in her bed in a few weeks, and asked me if I’d care to remedy that situation for her!

		Again, I was sorely tempted, but I didn’t act on it. I promised Amber that I’d be true to her and I’m trying; I’m really trying!

		But it’s so hard sometimes, being good…

		

		****

		

		Amber

		

		A few times, lately, I’ve found myself daydreaming about bringing back hall pass Saturday nights! I haven’t done anything about yet, but the other day, the cutest guy hit on me unexpectedly, and I found myself wondering—just for a second before I shut him down—how big his cock was and how it would taste if I were to suck it a little for him…

		I know! I know! I’m a bad girl, when I have thoughts like that.

		But still…what would it hurt; I mean if Josh would go along with it? We’re both in our early twenties; there’s still plenty of time ahead of us for babies and settling down!

		It wouldn’t be like I’d to go totally crazy again. I mean, my lewd behavior at that swap party was way over the top and I know it.

		But sometimes I see a girl looking at me, and I just know she wants to suck my titties! And I realize that I want to suck hers, now that I’ve tried that!

		What would be the harm? That’s a side of my sexual nature that I wasn’t even aware of, before out little hall pass experiment. And I never got to truly explore it, to see where it might lead, now did I?

		I don’t think I’m a lesbian, but I’m definitely bisexual! And I have had to face the fact that I still fantasize about guys with huge cocks!

		Josh doesn’t seem to mind that, for some reason. He loves to hear about it, as a matter of fact: some of my fantasies about guys with huge dicks have spurred the hottest nights we’ve had in bed together lately.

		Funny, when you think about it, that a straight guy like him would get so aroused over the thought of a monster prick…

		

		The End?

		

		

		Author’s Notes
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		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.
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