
        
            
                
            
        

    
Hot Wife's Christmas Cuckold 

(Sexy Brunette Loves Telling Her 

Husband About the Casting Couch 

 and Other Carnal Adventures) 

A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure 

by 

Johnson Stiff 

Published by Night Table Press 

Copyright 2017 – All Rights Reserved 


The material contained herein represents the opinion of the authors and is based on solely on their personal observations.  It is provided to the reader in the hopes that it will help them navigate the complex social structure of strip bars and gentlemen’s clubs.  The authors make no warranty as to the accuracy of their conclusions and offer no guaranty that the application of said material will result in any specific event. 

All we can do is communicate our conclusions, based on our personal experiences, and wish you luck in your endeavors. 

This work contains sexually explicit material and is suitable for adults only.  All participants in sexual acts described are 18 years or older.  Please keep this book out of the reach of minor children. 

This work is protected by copyright.  Except for brief quotes published in reviews or advertisements for this book, no portion of this book may be reproduced or used in whole or in part by any means without the explicit written permission of the copyright holder. 

All brand names and product names used in this book are trademarks, registered trademarks, or trade names of their respective holders. We are not associated with any product or vendor in this book. 

The cover characters are models and the copyright remains with the owner of the photo.  Said models are not characters in the story and are not intended to be represented as such. 

The cover photo is credited to Big Stock Photo. 

Hot Wife's Christmas Cuckold 

My first wife Karla wasn’t much in the sack, but she sure had some hot friends.  I would've married her just to be exposed to the constant flow of lovelies that came in and out of our lives.  She wasn’t that bad at sex, we just didn’t click.  I'm sure some guys found her enticing and they were welcome to her.  Because I had other targets of opportunity to chase. 

One of them became an annual event.  This particular beauty had been Miss Topeka, winning hands down over the other contestants.  A stunning brunette with long flowing black hair and enticing hazel eyes that could melt your heart.  She had dark skin tone, almost bronze, a deep permanent tan.  Her breasts were large and gravity defying.  The kind that sway provocatively inside clothing.  Tits forged by the gods of beauty and designed to drive men insane with lust and want.  But her legs were her best feature.  Long taut and tapered, they seemed to go on forever.  Two golden brown promises of heaven on earth, if only a guy could follow them to their apex. 

She was a first class cock throbber and more that a bit of a tease, but she had a kind heart.  She fancied herself a singer and had taken off to L.A. to make her mark in the music business.  She hooked up with a member of a famous mistral group that was hot at the time and made a living playing the minor clubs along the strip.  Breaking into the big time proved tougher than she thought, despite her beauty and her new husband’s connections. 

Every year they came back to the mid-west for Christmas, as young adults do for the first few years out in the world, my wife and I spent considerable time with them.  They always managed to book a local gig to cover their expenses, and we attended a number of their shows.  She sang like a songbird, but her husband, Bruce, had a tendency to make faces.  His voice was mellow enough and he had perfect pitch, but he would screw up his face when he sang the lyrics and I began to understand while the mistrals put him in the back row. 

Liz Hazelton was her name and she took my breath away at our first meeting.  I had seen her around campus before we all graduated and she had always given  me a stiffy, but we had never been formally introduced.  She ran with a slightly different crowd and was often off singing at local night clubs.  She had one goal and that was to sing and maybe to act. 

Liz and I hit it off right away and I went home after our encounters with a huge boner.  This was the early seventies.  The sexual revolution was in full swing and key parties and wife swap clubs were the social rage.  Liz was more than a little sexually liberated herself and it quickly became apparent that she was going outside the marriage to squelch her fires, so to speak. 

Nothing happened that first year, but I got a hell of a hug when we parted.  I hoped my wife had not noticed.  The second year I made sure we saw a little more of them and we went to a movie “Bob and Carol and Ted and Alice” with Elliot Gould and Natalie Wood that was all about free love and the joys of a foursome.  We all walked out of the theater wanting to fuck.  At least two of us did.  Liz and myself. 

As we cleared the theater and walked out into the cold Kansas night Liz said “Wow.  What do we do now.  Get a hotel room?” I don’t know if she was joking, but my wife vetoed the idea, before anyone else could answer. 

“Just joking” Liz announced. 

“Sure you were” her husband quipped. 

We decided to grab a bite, but all I could think about was Liz’s perfect thighs flashing out of the slit in her dress, like Natalie Wood's legs had in the mini-skirt she wore in the movie.  They both had that same dark complexion that drives me wild and Liz's legs were every bit as elegant as the movie stars.  I was so fucking hard, I knew someone was bound to notice.  Come to find out, Liz certainly had. 

We had a nice meal and ended up at our apartment.  We had consumed enough alcohol at dinner to be judgment impaired and then Liz’s husband, Bruce, trotted out the weed.  It was prime California stuff and we were all soon flying high.  My wife was the first to pass out.  She went to sleep in an overstuffed chair like a baby.  Bruce was next.  He faded on the settee. 

“Well big guy.  It’s just you and me” Liz whispered in a low sexy voice. 

“How long will he be out?” I asked. 

“All night.  Got any ideas?” She had the most enchanting hazel eyes and they danced as she gave me an appraising once over. 

“Why didn’t we get together in college?” 

“No offense, but I didn’t even notice you.  I should have, but I didn’t.” 

“That's OK.  I noticed you enough for both of us”  that made her smile and her eyes sparkle. 

Liz wore a dark blue sweater dress that had a liberal slit up the front.  Her long toned legs had been keeping me hard all night, and with her sitting directly in front of me and moving them around somewhat, I was looking deep into the shadows of where her woman hood was hiding. 

“So what is is like in Hollywood?” I asked.  “Does the casting couch really exist?” 

“Boy does it.  I tried being a good girl and all I got was rejection.  You should have seen some of the dives I was singing in.  I thought Bruce would be able to help me out with his connections, but that was a fizzle.  We got some better paying gigs, but no real breaks.” 

“I finally decided that I either had to come home or play the game.” 

“And the game being?” I asked. 

“Fuck and suck” she replied.  I was mesmerized by the way those harsh words floated off her sexy red lips. 

“On the casting couch?” 

“The couch, the office chair, bent over a desk.  They are very creative, those Hollywood types” she laughed. 

“And what does that kind of performance get you?” 

“No much” she laughed again.  It was a delightful sound and her beautiful face radiated when she smiled.  “Every bimbo in town is doing the same thing.  It just keeps you in the running.” 

“So how many guys have you fucked and sucked as you say?” 

“Lordy, I lost count.” 

“Does Bruce know?” 

“Yeah,  It kind of turns him on.” 

I leaned in close enough to whisper in her ear.  Her cheek rubbed mine willingly and her smell enveloped me.  “So one more won't make any difference?” 

That’s when she took my hand and guided it up that slit in her dress, along her nylon clad thigh, up past the tops of her stockings to the tender flesh of her inner thigh.  “No it won’t” she replied spreading her legs wider to grant my hand better access as well as  give me a visual. 

It was Christmas and Liz was one hell of a gift.  Our spouses were sprawled out, dead to the world, so I took my time and unwrapped her very slowly.  I needed  to do this right, because I wanted the same present next year. 

***** 

I thought I was going to blow in my pants when my hand first touched Liz's pussy, but I managed to hold it.  The nylons were hold-ups and her panties were still somewhere in her travel bag.  I was rubbing bare flesh and she moaned softly and shifted her weight, spreading her legs even wider.  Her labia was already wet, but more of her juices flowed as I stroked her lips gently.  Running my fingers up and down her slit. 

Liz was more than ready and I slid in two fingers and turned them face up.  Then curled them to stroke the front of her vaginal wall.  She lay her head back in the chair and I added another finger and worked her pussy for a few minutes with a slow fuck.  Liz closed her eyes and whimpered in low soft tones.  Gently pushing her cunt toward me each time I shoved my fingers forward. 

At that point in my life I was still a little young and naive and the thought of sucking Liz's pussy with my wife and her husband snoring a few feet way was unnerving, so I suggested “Shouldn't we adjourn to the bedroom.” 

“If my sleeping husband will inhibit your performance, by all means” she replied with an impish grin. 

That is when it hit me that I was the amateur in this duo.  This beautiful woman had ridden half the studs in Tinsel Town and I was expected to perform at least as well.  My dick softened a little at the pressure.  But when she sat up and kissed me open mouthed, our tongues wrestling like eager teenagers, all my fears were overpowered by a healthy dose of primal lust. 

Liz looked amazing sitting on my bedside, her long legs sticking out of that sweater dress.  The dark blue of the material making an erotic contract to her deeply tanned skin.  She leaned back on her hands and her breasts strained against the material, a liberal amount of cleavage appeared invitingly.  Arching her back made her tits more prominent.  Her nipples were a big as bullets pressing against the thin material.  No man has ever been offered a more fuckable package. 

I stood there like a jerk for a few heartbeats, not sure where to start, I finally decided her legs were the superior attractant and knelt between them.  The minute I kissed that soft flesh of her inside thigh I knew I had made the correct choice and when the sweet smell of her pussy hit my nose, I was doubly sure. 

Girls did not shave much in those days and Liz was a true brunette, but her pubic hairs were sparse and wispy.  A thin garden of curls surrounding large protruding labia lips, just aching to me licked and teased.  They glistened with her juices and almost pulsed. 

I sucked them in and rolled them around in my mouth and she responded with a low moan.  I slid one hand under each perfect ass cheeks and rocked her onto her back.  She  raised her legs higher and wider as I buried my face in her sweet welcoming entrance. 

I had been working on her for a couple of minutes, getting plenty of verbal response.  She tasted like pure carnal heaven.  Every bit as succulent as you would expect from such a luscious woman.  I was pushing my tongue in as deep as possible, when I felt the slight pressure of her hand on the back of my head, urging me even deeper.  I couldn't stretch my tongue any further, so I pulled it out and licked the length of her slit up and down in quick succession.  Then inserted my fingers and fluttered them as I sucked on her clit. 

Her first orgasm surprised me.  It came quick, but it was a little one.  More of an extended moan, than a real explosion.  I let her get a little release, then redoubled my efforts, thrusting my fingers in faster and further and sucking on her bud like a drunk lapping up the last of his liquor.  She came again and this time she threw herself around quite a bit and got a lot more verbal. 

I moved my mouth back to her cunt entrance again and worked my tongue feverishly.  She was rolling and moaning and throwing those incredible legs around, her soft thighs beating against the side of my face.  On the next one she arched up, jamming her pussy hard against my mouth and started to scream, but she shut that off quickly by grabbing a pillow.  

We both froze for a moment, listening for sounds from the other room.  No one stirred and I heard her whisper “Fuck me!” 

My cock was rock hard and I pushed down my pants and kicked them free of my feet.  Liz lay invitingly and I climbed on.  Her legs were still spread wide and her nylon clad thighs were the stuff of erotic dreams.  

I straddled her on all fours, my dick pulsing and throbbing, like a fighter eager for the bell to ring.  She reached down and stroked my cock, rubbing it along her labia and  teasing her opening.  I leaned in and kissed her, my tongue rolling over the roof of her mouth.  She squirmed, raising her hips to slide me in deeper. 

Oh Fuck” she whimpered.  “That feels so good” she said.  “I have been wondering how that would feel.” 

She raised her hips higher and I lowered onto her completely, sliding my cock up to the hilt.  Her opening swallowed me like a welcome guest.  

God she was a sweet piece of meat.  My impulse was to pound her furiously.  To empty my gun in a orgy of carnal frenzy.  My cock was screaming to cum inside her.  But I held off and started a slow fuck.  Plunging into her with long, languid strokes designed to prolong her pleasure and draw out the intensity of our union. 

She sensed my game plan and smiled and whimpered and whispered “Make it last darling.  We have plenty of time.  Slow fuck me.  Slide that nice thick cock into Lizzie and make me cum all night.” 

We fucked a long time.  I used every trick I knew to prolong our session, but she was so tight and wet and warm.  Her cunt walls closed around me with a welcoming embrace, craving my penetration, urging me even deeper. 

I thought I was going to explode.  “I am cumming” I said.  “I am sorry, but I can't hold it.” 

Then she taught me one of her Hollywood tricks.  “Easy lover” she whispered, her hands searched below my scrotum and she jammed her finger into me hard.  Instantly my lust subsided.  I was still hard, but no longer on the verge of explosion. 

“Now fuck me some more” she urged, her hips thrusting upward, her warm lips covering my ear. 

It felt like I got even harder at her words and I changed angles and pumped her again.  This time harder and faster, my balls slapping against her rump with each power thrust.  

She lifted her legs back until they touched her shoulders and held them down with her hands.  Her womanhood was as wide and exposed as humanly possible and I picked up the pace.  Lust coursed through me like an adrenaline surge.   I threw  my body at her repeatedly, almost viciously.  Slamming into her with a carnal hunger I had never felt before.    I was desperate for the finish.  Obsessed with feeling her cum at some supreme mutual crescendo.  The need for a release drove me faster and faster, in an ever increasing fury. 

Our sexual energy was electric.  My body fed off of hers and hers off of mine.  I was frantic for one more step toward the ultimate intimacy.  I needed her to lose all control.  To scream or bite or rake me with her nails.  One last sign of her overpowering sexual craving before our final surrender.  We had gone primal and she thrust up to meet me with an increased urgency as I pounded down into her with my full weight and force.  Stabbing my cock ruthlessly at her opening. 

“Oh God baby, I can't hold it” I moaned.  This time she let me cum and her body lunged at mine with an explosion of her own when I finally cut loose.  I thought my hose would never empty and she clung to me wantonly, coaxing out my last drops by clamping her vaginal walls lovingly around my fading hardness.  Her body wrapped around me, riding out our mutual release with jerks and spasms and uncontrolled shaking.  Then I rolled off of her, spent and panting.  My dick limp and my lungs heaving. 

I lay on my back, sucking in air like an Olympic sprinter, my cock shriveled and useless. I felt her hand grasp mine and squeeze it gently.” 

It took us both some time to recover.  The house was quiet, the only sound our deep breathing.  Our spouses had not stirred. 

Liz moved her hand to my dick and got an instant reaction.  “Wow” she exclaimed.  “That's a quick recovery.  I was afraid I wore you out.” 

“I can rise to the occasion” I assured. 

Liz giggled and clamped her fingers around my shaft to test its hardness. “We'll see” she replied stroking me gently and coaxing me back to life. 

When I was a little more than half hard, she lowered her head over my rod and closed her red lips around it. 

I thought her cunt was heaven, but her mouth was pure bliss.  This girl was a pro and seemed to like sucking even more than she liked fucking.  I thought about her kneeling between the legs of all those Hollywood big shots and getting nothing for her trouble.  How could any woman give a better blow job.  From what she was doing to me, it seemed impossible. 

She worked my shaft with both her hands and her mouth.  Taking it all in one minute, deep throating me until I pulsed with a desperate need to unload, then shutting me down by clamping her hand around the base of my dick or one painful poke of her long fingers down under my balls.  Then she would switch to her hands or lick her way up and down the length of my shaft like it was a giant candy cane. 

Everything she did was incredible, but when she pumped the base with her hands and teased the tip with her lips and tongue the pleasure was almost unbearable.  She knew I was losing it, that my cum was rumbling up from deep in my balls and the urge to shoot was getting irresistible.  So she shut me down one last time. 

I was rock hard and my cock was throbbing like a bobblehead on a dashboard.  She lay on her back and put my dick between her tits.  I straddled her and she smiled eagerly as as she squeezed her breasts around my shaft.  Their softness flowed around me, stiffening my even more as I swung my hips and began to fuck her magnificent mammaries.  I went slow at first.  Luxuriating in the feel of their warmth and the pleasure of skin on skin.  

She pushed them further together.  Tightening the artificial cunt she had made and increasing my pleasure.  I sped up and lengthened my stroke.  Liz responded by lifting her head and teasing my cock tip with her lips and tongue when it came close. 

It usually takes me a long time to fire on the second shot, but Liz was so fucking sexy that I blew rather quickly.  Her sexual instincts were amazing.  She knew I was close and offered her mouth as a final receptacle.  Her red lips clamping around my shaft, her tongue swirling around the head. 

I could feel the cum welling up from deep in my balls as she siphoned it through those luscious lips like sucking milkshake through a straw.  Her cheeks hollowed and her throat pulsed as my cum flowed and she swallowed every drop.  At the end, when my cock was growing limp and the pressure of her sensual lips were keeping me hard, it was the most exquisite pleasure that I had ever experienced.  She discovered that my pee hole was especially sensitive and made it her mission to tease and tantalize me by flicking it continuously with her tongue. 

***** 

Liz came back to town four or five more seasons.  My wife and I were on the outs and Liz and I pretty much spent her time in town together, when she was not with her family.  Bruce turned out to be a classic cuckold and just left us to do our thing.  Which was mostly fuck like crazy. 

I always felt uncomfortable when I picked Liz up for our annual holiday week end.  Her husband, was always so nice and amenable when I left with her.  Bruce knew I was going to take her to a hotel or my apartment and fuck his lovely wife for a few days straight.  I had heard of men that like to farm their wives out, but I had never met one.  I didn’t understand their kink. 

Evidently Liz gives him a blow by blow replay of our activities when she returns.  He gets excited and they fuck like rabbits.  Well I hope he enjoys it, because it is after I have plowed his wife a dozen times and I savor every minute with her.  It got to the point where I was always careful to throw in something extra kinky so they could have their fun in the retelling.  Liz was always game. 

The last year I picked her up, Bruce and I were getting to be old friends.  They usually booked a gig or two to help pay for their trip and this year they were singing a duo at the Crossover Lounge.  I took a seat in the corner and watched them perform.  They were about halfway through their set. 

She sang like an angel.  A really great voice.  Soft and silky and sexy.  She belted out the lyrics in a low, breathy tones.  I knew that voice.  It was the same one that whispered in my ear, urging me on, begging me to fuck her harder.  

The way they looked into one another’s eyes, you would never know she had me waiting out in the audience ready to whisk her away to the nearest double bed.  They were very convincing. 

She was the star of the act.  He had an OK voice and they harmonized well together.  But he made faces when he sang.  Not funny faces.  But he screwed up his features and looked like one of the three stooges. 

She kept glancing over the audience and finally her eyes fell on me.  She gave me an almost imperceptible nod.  She claims her panties get wet the first time she sees me each season.  We really click in the bedroom and everywhere else she can think of to fuck.  If history is any pattern, she will want it in the restroom or the parking lot.  One year we did in her dressing room with Bruce standing out in the hall.  Liz is a screamer, but she was especially loud that session.  I think Bruce was rubbing himself outside the door.  When we went to leave, he pulled her back in the dressing room for a minute.  Liz confessed to me later, that he wanted to feel her wet pussy and rub his fingers through my sperm that was still inside her.  I suspected that he also went down on her, but I really did not want that confirmed, so did not press it. 

The whole scene gives me the creeps.  But Liz is such a fantastic piece of tail, that I am willing to put up with almost anything. 

When they finished their set, they both came over and joined me.  Liz gave me a wet welcome kiss and gushed “I missed you Lance baby.” 

Then they took a seat.  Liz next to me close enough to lean intimately into my personal space.  Bruce was across the table.  Liz was as ravishing and lovely as ever. I had almost forgotten how expressive and alluring her hazel eyes were.  They sparkled, shooting green shards of delight, when she greeted me. 

She leaned forward in her chair and put her hand right on my crotch.  She rubbed it softly, but firmly.  I of course went straight to attention.  “I have been waiting for that” she winked and gave me one of her ‘I can’t wait to fuck’ smiles.  Bruce just sat there like a third wheel with a shit eating grin on his face.  I got the impression that his dick might be harder than mine during the exchange, but I tried not to think about that. 

We sat there like old friends catching up on the year's events  Everyone gabbing a way while Liz's long sensuous fingers massaged my cock and occasionally strayed down to caress my balls.  I was anxious to get out of their and into Liz, but I played along.  Bruce was always so cordial at these gatherings.  I never understood that.  I would be pounding my face in. 

We should be going I finally sat.  Liz had been rubbing my thigh insistently and periodically running her hand over my erection.  She was breath taking in a sequinned halter top that showed plenty of cleavage.  Her oversize tits were bubbling out over the low cut top and every time she leaned toward me the view got better.  During our conversation she had inched closer to me and toward the end her tits were smashed up against my arm.  Between wanting to fuck her and Bruce’s small talk, I was loosing it. 

When we started to go, Bruce caught her by the hand and pulled her over to him.  She was standing and he was sitting.  “Are you wet?” he whispered. 

“You know I am” she answered. 

“Have fun” he replied. 

She squeezed her hand and said “I will love and I tell you all about it.” 

I just nodded as we left.  Strange.  Very strange.  I guess I just don’t have that particular gene. 

***** 

I opened the door of my Porsche for Liz.  Despite the cold of the Kansas winter, she wore an indecently short mini-skirt and her long legs flashed as she spread them getting into the low, tiny sports car.  She was getting a kick out of showing so much thigh and smiled coyly.  I had barely gotten the car out of the parking lot before Liz had my zipper down and her lips around my dick. 

“God I have dreamed of this marvelous cock” she said. 

“It’s just like a million others” I replied. 

No its special. I love the way you taste.  The way you can keep it hard for so long.  I dream about fucking you all year long. 

“I would think Hollywood is full of studs?  Pretty smiles, better builds and giant dicks.” 

“It is and some of them are pretty good.  But there is something about you that rings my chimes.  We have chemistry.  Carnal chemistry I guess you could say.” she laughed as she lowered her head back down. 

Her mouth felt absolutely marvelous on my dick.  Liz had a way of using her tongue that was truly a unique skill.  I have had a lot of blow jobs, but Liz was in a class by herself.  There was not much room between her head and the wheel and the rode was more than a little icy.  I made a mental note to pick her up in a limo next year. 

I had to fight to keep my concentration and my eyes on the road.  Snow was starting to fall and between the wipers and the defrost blasting away it was getting pretty noisy, but I could hear Liz' slurping above it all.  She can always tell when I am getting close, because she tightens up on the suction and starts bobbing her head up and down. 

“Oh God” I moaned putting one hand on the top of her head and urging her just a little faster.  “Oh Fuck” I groaned, starting to pump with my hips to help her out.  The driving was really getting dicey and hit the breaks just a little too hard and we went into a skid. 

Good thing there weren't any other cars nearby, because we swerved about three times then the skid took over.  Liz was thrown around a little, but her lips never left my rod and just as we were sliding sideways at sixty miles an hour I blew my load. 

I had both hands back on the wheel at that point, not that they did any good.  We were completely out of control and the world was going by in a blur as I jammed my cock up, pushing it deeper into her warm welcoming mouth and unloaded my juice. 

We spun to a stop having made a complete circle and Liz popped her head up and looked around.  Her beautiful face splotched in white globs of cum.  I leaned in and kissed her softly, with just a small amount of tongue. 

“Did I do that” she smiled. 

“You rock my world, Doll” I said.  “Good thing you only come to town once a year.  We might not survive a steady diet of one another.” 

“It might be nice to try.” she replied.  “Now take me someplace and fuck me till you're dry.” 

Being a cooperative kind of guy, I did exactly that. 

***** 

“Bruce wanted to watch this year. But I knew you wouldn’t go for it.  We hardly make love any more.  He likes to just watch me.  I fucked a lot of pretty boys just to help him get off, but they just don’t have the connection that you and I have” announced Liz during one of our fuck breaks.  She was laying on the bed, her legs askew, my lasted discharge oozing slowing out of her cunt. 

I never tired of looking at her.  She had a marvelous body and her pubic region glistened with her juices.  I had to admit it.  My cock got a little stiff thinking about her performing sexually on command.  Maybe I did understand Bruce a just a  little. 

“Would you ever want to watch me fuck someone?” she asked. 

“I had never thought about it until this moment” I said. 

“And what did you decide?” 

“I don’t know.  I honestly don’t know” I answered.  “How would you feel about that?” 

“It turns me on, love.  I like fucking strangers and I like pleasing my lovers.  You and Bruce.  So it's fine with me.  Just pick a guy out and I'll fuck him for you.  No fatties please.  I have my standards.” she concluded laughing. 

“How about a girl?” 

“You kinky bastard.  Aren’t I enough?” 

“I meant to watch  But if you want to invite her to join us, that could be interesting” I mused. 

“If that’s what you want lover.  I'm game.” 

“Would that please Bruce?” 

“It would blow his mind and his wad” she giggled. 

“Well since he is so generous with his wife, I hate to disappoint” I declared. 

“You have someone in mind?” she asked and sounded eager. 

“Not off the top of my head.  But next visit, I will definitely have someone on standby” I promised. 

“OK, but not right a way.  I want you to myself the first time.  I miss you and a year is a long time.” 

*****.. 

Later that night Liz and I were sitting in the lounge of the Regency Hotel.  We had been going at each other since late afternoon and needed a break.  Room service had shut down for the night and if we wanted food it was either the bar or the coffee shop.  I was sitting quietly chowing down my burger, but Liz was busy scoping the room and most of the room was checking her out in return. 

Liz was a knockout no matter what she wears, but she was especially fetching that night.  Her skirt was short enough to be illegal in some states and she has the most fantastic legs.  Long and tanned with the darker skin tone of southern European heritage.  

She wore a sheer white blouse and the pattern on her lace bra was clearly outlined.  She has big, pendulous knockers that sway when she walks and they stretch the material tight enough to make her nipples prominent.  Liz always leaves a few buttons undone.  It gives her a thrill to have men focus on her cleavage. 

Liz is a gorgeous woman with jet black hair that flows freely around an angelic face.  She had chosen a bright shade of red stick that drew every male eye to her sensuous mouth.   A pair of peridot earrings dangled from her ears, their sparkle, drawing out the green shades in her hazel eyes.  She was an alluring package that called to a man's most carnal instincts. 

“You are not as different from Bruce as you think” she said suddenly, 
turning her attention back to me. 

“I don't agree” I answered. 

“The night you seduced me I told you about fucking on a casting couch.  That turned you on. I remember” she accused. 

“As I remember, you seduced me  and yes it did excite me.  But I did not know you then.  Now you are my lover.  We have a relationship.  Fucked up as it is.  It is still a relationship” I corrected. 

“If I told you about fucking some guy right now you would get hard immediately, even after all the fucking we just did” she declared. 

I thought about that for a minute.  “You are right!  Hearing about it would be hot, but I am not your husband.” 

“You and Bruce are not that different and I will prove it to you” she announced. 

“How are you going to do that” I asked. 

“Just sit here and watch and try not to rub your dick in public” she teased.  Then she got up and left me sitting alone. 

Half the men in the room watched Liz cross the room, her long legs flashing under her teal mini-skirt.  She took a seat at the bar, her elegant thighs on full display.  Calling to every male in sight. 

It did not take long before she was approached.  He was a good looking stud.  Tall with blond hair and rugged features.  You would have thought from Liz's reaction that he was God's gift to women and she had just won the prize.    Her face was radiant as she engaged him, eating up his patter and evidently falling quickly under his spell.  She was sure to lean forward enough that his nose was practically buried in her ample cleavage. 

They moved to a table across the room.  Liz gave me a quick glance as she scooted into the booth, showing me lots of thigh. Then she cuddled up next to her new companion, molding her body right into this.  He had one arm around her upper back and one on her thigh. 

She giggled and laughed and before long she was stroking his upper leg.  The guy was all over Liz and she seemed to be eating it up.  He pulled her in closer with his left hand and brushed her tits with his right hand.  He rubbed her nearest nipple with the back of his hand, then flipped it around and palmed her entire breast through her blouse.  Liz just let him play. 

I watched in fascination as she rubbed his thigh back and forth.  I knew that hand well and how it felt.  The guy had to be hard as steel. 

He had his hand on her thigh and was squeezing her leg, doing some rubbing of his own.  She put her hand over his and pulled it up between her legs until it was pressing up against her opening.  

She spread her legs to give him better access and I had a perfect view of his hand massaging her pussy.  Yes Liz was right.  It was hot and it made me stiff.  Real fucking stiff. 

Then she turned toward him and let him stick his tongue down her throat.  Right there in plain sight of everyone.  She was getting Frenched and finger fucked and seemed to love it.  Her hand moved up his thigh and covered his lap.  She ran her fingers over the outline of his cock, then started to jack him through his pants.  She added her other hand and turned to him more fully.  Stroking his  groin with one hand cupping his balls with the other, she was sending the guy into his own private sexual heaven. 

It did not take long until his body was jerking uncontrollably.  His face all screwed with a look of total lust.  I was half surprised he was so quiet about it.   Anyone watching, which were probably quite a few, could tell that he had just cum. 

A moment later the guy made for the rest room and Liz slid back into the booth beside me.   “Like the show?” she asked, her hand snaked under the table and covered my groin. 

“Oh you did like it!  You are hard as concrete” she giggled.  “He is waiting for me in the bathroom.  Let's get out of here before he figures out I am not going to join him.  Unless you want me to.  I will tell you all about it.  He has a big cock.  I can always tell.” 

“Are we leaving or do you want me to fuck him for you?” she asked.  Her voice as willing to please as if she was offering more sugar for my tea. 

*****.. 

Just as we were leaving, I noticed the guy come back out of the hallway to the bathroom.  He looked around and was clearly disappointed watching me whisk off his play toy.  

When the elevator doors closed Liz leaned in close and fondled my manhood.  “I feel like dancing” she said, before kissing me softly.  Her erotic tongue running over the roof of my mouth as she stroked me to full hardness. 

There was a nightclub at the top of the hotel, so I pushed the button and we bypassed our floor.  It was nothing special.  Load music and a sparse crowd.  Not exactly the center of the action.  Maybe it was just the Christmas season. 

We danced a few songs, Liz rubbed against me sensuously, brushing my cock every chance she got. Then we sat a few out and ordered a round of drinks. 

“That blonde at the bar is gorgeous” Liz exclaimed. 

“Really?” I replied. 

“Don't give me that shit.  I know you noticed” she chided. 

“She is almost as beautiful as you” I noted. 

“Aren't you sweet” she giggled. 

“I think she is a pro” I opined. 

“No shit.  How can you tell?” 

“Instinct” I claimed. 

“Experience” she corrected.  

“Can you handle two of us?” she asked suddenly.  Then her eyes lit up, like they did every time she was  up to something. 

“Why do you ask?” 

“I will be right back” she announced and was gone. 

I watched her perch her pretty ass next to the blonde and talk to her for a few minutes. Then they both looked over at me and the blonde gave me the once over.  Then nodded her head and they both came over and sat beside me.  One on each side. 

The blonde had a skirt that might have been even shorter than Liz's and legs almost as elegant.  Tanned and toned and long.  So fucking long.  Watching her slide into the chair across from me was a true treat. 

“This is Mandy” said Liz. 

I found out later that Liz had pretended to be a hooker and asked if the girl was interested in a double.  Just two pros discussing business.  Life was never dull with Liz around.  I pitied Bruce.  I think his main problem is that he can't handle Liz.  I could not seem to either.  I'm not sure any man ever could.  She was a sexual force of nature. 

“Hi Mandy, I'm Lance” I answered as she gave me a dazzling smile. 

“A thousand bucks a piece” Liz declared, leaning forward and putting her hand right on my lap, squeezing my johnson through my pants. 

I looked at Liz and she winked.  Her hazel eyes flamed with mischief. 

I turned and gave the blonde a cool appraisal.  She was stunning.  Long flowing blonde hair, piercing blue eyes and a rack that rivaled Liz's.  “Deal” I stated. Then I stood up, my tented pants more than a little apparent. 

“Let's get to it ladies” I announced. 

***** 

The girls went at it the minute the elevator door closed.  Liz gave Mandy a long, sensuous kiss, exchanging tongues seductively.  I wondered if my tongue would be as welcome.  A lot of pros don't kiss. 

Liz appeared to be focused entirely on the blonde, but she reached out a had and felt for my crotch without missing a beat.  It was going to be a crazy a night. 

In the room, they went right to it again. Mandy was either one hell of an actress or had some serious bi compulsions.  At this point I was just a spectator, which was fine with me.  I love a good show, especially if the women are a beautiful and as alluring as Liz and Mandy. 

The girls were really into each other.  They were rolling around on the bed, sliding and slithering and rubbing their bodies against one another, like two mud wrestlers in a dive bar, both determined to win top money.  Their hands were everywhere, feeling, caressing, probing.  Liz had her tongue down the blonde's throat and her hand up her skirt.   The blonde clung to Liz's mouth like they were connected, but her hand went straight for Liz's tits and had her blouse open in a flash.  

I took a seat and watched them urgently disrobe one another.  Clothes were flying everywhere and the blonde was every bit as gorgeous and sexy as Liz.  Sometime the gods of lust just smile on me. This was one of those nights. 

It did not take long for their tongues to stray to others body parts.  They took turns licking and sucking one another's breasts.  They both had much more than a handful.  Liz has big nipples that sometimes feel like they are going to burst.  The blonde had smaller nipples, but moaned loudly when Liz closed her lips over them and teased them by flicking her tongue. 

Then Liz pushed the blonde back on the bed and worked her way down to her opening.  Mandy had a shaved labia, but a small blonde patch just above.  Liz licked her entrance eagerly and fingered her clit.  The blonde spread her legs out wide and reveled in Liz's expert attentions.  Mandy lay moaning for a few minutes, then snaked her body around, pushed Liz's legs apart and returned the favor. 

The girls entwined themselves mouth to cunt and ate each other out with more gusto than I had ever seen.  I knew every inch of Liz's body and all of her responses, but she was still a turn on.  The blonde was a true delight to watch.  She had a marvelous body and her labia were swollen and puffy and seemed to be super sensitive. My fingers literally twitched, as I imagined touching them. 

Liz was on the bottom and the Mandy on the top.  Both had their mouths locked on the others pussy, their tongues eagerly licking and lapping.  I moved up behind the blonde.  She had her legs spread, her tight ass offering an irresistible target.  I leaned in and ran my finger along her crack.  She reacted with a louder moan. 

I pushed my hand further down and squeezed my fingers in between Liz's mouth.  I was going for Mandy's labia, but Liz sucked on one finger suggestively and wagged her tongue at me. I smiled, but withdrew and started stroking Mandy's slit and then sliding my fingers inside of her.  

She was warm and tight and my cock throbbed for some action.  I pulled it out and teased Mandy's opening with my head.  Liz strained her neck up and licked my shaft as I entered the blonde, slowly, testing her reaction.  I was not sure they were done with their bi thing. 

But she took me in with an eagerness that I did not expect.  The trouble with a pro is you never know what is real and what is not.  I don't mind them, but I would rather fuck a horny amateur given the choice. 

She was tight.  Tighter than Liz.  Her cunt was wet and juicy and closed around my shaft like a welcoming hand.  As if a million tiny fingers were caressing my length all along its journey.  She moaned and that sounded a little fake, but I did not care.  She felt fantastic and I pumped away like I had been offered a freebie. 

I pulled out before I came. My cock ring was doing its job and  I wanted to save some for Liz and we had already been fucking half of the afternoon.  I was not sure how many shots I had left.  It was certainly not a bunch. 

Liz had been watching us fuck and the minute I pulled out, she was back on Mandy's pussy like a dog after a bone.  This was the first time we had ever shared and I had not idea that she had that much bi in her.  I wondered if she was always like that or if that was Hollywood creeping in.  

The blonde was laying on her back with her legs spread and Liz was licking her cunt like it was her favorite dessert.  Mandy was moaning like crazy and clutching the bed clothes with her fingers.  It did not look like an act.  She was really into Liz and vice versa.  I felt a little like I was loosing my favorite fuck.  

Positioned like they were I had two choices.  Slide it into Liz from behind, or let the blonde work on me with some oral.  It was a tough choice.  I decided to do a little of each.  I fed Mandy my shaft and she turned her head and worked on the top half of my rod with an eagerness that had to be driven by what Liz was doing to her cunt.  She really went at it, licking and sucking and running those sensuous red lips over every ridge and bump.  

I cupped the back of her head and fucked her mouth for almost a minute.  I hated to stop, but I wanted to finish on Liz.  The blonde actually seemed a little disappointed when I pulled out.  I think Liz had sent her over the top and it was not entirely play for pay anymore. 

I used my hand on Liz before I entered her.  She was still buried in Mandy's muff and I pushed my fingers in as deep as they would reach and then jammed my fingers in vigorously, finger fucking her like my digits were a dildo.  Liz started bucking immediately and moaning between licks.  The blonde must had gotten even wetter because I could her juices slosh as Liz worked her opening. 

“Fuck me” shouted Liz between mouthfuls and I replaced my hand with my cock and started to slam in hard.  My balls slapping against her ass on every thrust.  

“Oh Fuck” she cried out and the blonde chimed in “You got yourself a real stud there.” 

That really sparked my ego and I was suddenly filled with energy.  It flowed through me like a drug.  I felt stronger, faster and a lot hornier.  I was ready to fuck the world and I would start with these two in front of me. 

I pounded Liz like a horny teenager.  Pushing her body forward on every stroke making it impossible for her to continue her oral assault on Mandy's privates. So the girls reconfigured and I fucked Liz while they went back to their long, sensuous French kissing, while Liz fingered Mandy and Mandy worked Liz's clit.  Me, I just kept pumping into Liz's sweet pussy in long, powerful lunges. 

The room was filled with the sounds of sex.  Between the shouts and whimpers and groans it was echoing off the walls.  The girls were both moaning constantly.  I never knew if it was something I did or they did or just all of us doing something.  But every few minutes someone would cum. 

I had on my cock ring and was careful to control my output, but the girls were cuming like  they were in a porn movie and the sound man was screaming for more noise.   I was literally knee deep in pussy juice. 

I know the blonde was not acting with Liz, but I never did decide if fucking me was just business or if she was really into it.  I had never seen a pro so excited.  The three of us spent the night exploring all manner of sexual positions and configurations.  I don't know where I got the energy or the sperm, but I came in both Liz and Mandy and the girls kept me harder, longer than I ever thought possible. It was on of the sexiest night of my life. 

***** 

The next day I delivered Liz back to her husband.  None the worse for ware.  She kissed me passionately right in front of him, molding her body into me, like she was going to fuck me right there in public.  She promised to be back next year.  A promise which she kept every year, until one Christmas she didn't. 

Epilogue 

One year Liz did not return and just vanished from my life.  When I did not hear from her I tried to call, but the number had been disconnected.  My wife and I had split and were not on the best of terms.  Asking about my holiday fuck was not a welcome question.  So I was left in the dark. 

I had a detective friend do some sleuthing and he came up empty.  Her family was either as clueless as I  or was not talking.  I even sent him to California to check out her old address.  It was all a dead end. 

I never saw a record of her's, so I know she didn’t hit the big time.  I hope she found some peace in the end.  She was one hell of a lover, but had the tortured soul of an artist.  She was hitting the drugs a little harder on each visit and that worried me, because I was going the opposite direction.  I would like to think she ended up with a nice guy and a house full of kids, that’s what happened to me.  Except in my case it was a nice girl.  However, deep down, I doubt she really had a happy ending. 

***** 
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