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		Warning

		

		Author’s warning: this story contains graphic sexual descriptions of such acts as consensual sex between two men and a woman, lesbian sex, and fellatio. If stories which feature scenes that go into great detail when relaying such acts offend you, please do not buy this book.

		

		

		

		About Hotwife: Carol

		

		(Warning: if you bought “Wives Who Stray: Transformation into a Hotwife” recently DO NOT BUY THIS BOOK! Except for miniscule changes to the text, in addition to a new cover and title, the two books are essentially the same book.)

		

		Gerald and his wife of seven years, Carol, live in the upscale Holmby Hills section of Los Angeles. They are an attractive, solidly upper-middle class couple in their thirties, and Gerald usually is out of town on business for a few days a week.

		

		They don’t realize how deep a rut they are in, sexually speaking, until something happens to break their dull routine: Carol is selected, by luck of the draw, to go into a porn shop and buy a huge dildo as a gag gift for the organizer of the neighborhood book discussion group of which she is a member. While on this slightly racy, out of the ordinary errand, she chances to meet Skip, a handsome young rogue whose father owns the porn shop she visits, plus numerous others in the area.

		

		Skip, who is a junior at USC, is fun, outgoing, and bold. He gives Carol some free DVDs, a very large vibrator, and his cell phone number with an invitation to call him, so the two of them can get together and she can tell him how she liked his gifts. Giving in to temptation, Carol watches the naughty films while utilizing the vibrator while Gerald is on one of his out of town trips.

		

		She tells her husband all about her little adventure and, much to her shock; he encourages her to see Skip again the next time he is on a trip, and then to tell him every detail of their night together! Will she do that?

		

		Will Carol do what her husband urges her to do—become a “hotwife” and cheat on him with his blessing, so that they can enjoy torrid “reclamation sex” as she recounts her cuckolding behavior?

		

		Read this book and find out!

		

		

		

		Prologue

		

	
		Are You Going Out Tonight?

		

		Carol finished her make up with a light spritz of what she liked to think of as her signature scent behind one ear, between her naked breasts, and on one bare thigh. She looked at herself in the bathroom mirror and smiled at what she saw.

		Skip would like the nipple ring; that was for sure. It wasn’t the real thing—that would have been too painful to contemplate—but it looked authentic, dangling from her left nipple alluringly; a tiny gold ring which hung downward from her pink nub.

		She had bought it off the net, just for giggles, recently and had it mailed to the house.

		She grinned. It would drive Skip crazy. I bet Jeff will like it, too, she thought.

		A flash of arousal shot through her as she pictured sexy, ebony-dark Jeff nuzzling her faux-pierced nipple with those big, pillowy-soft lips of his while Skip slipped his thick cock into her pussy at the same time. She shuddered at that mental image and held on briefly to the bathroom sink to help steady her suddenly-wobbly knees.

		God, but these nights spent with her two favorite fuck buddies still thrilled her so much! She stepped into her sheer peach-hued thong panties, along with the black pencil skirt she knew would cling to her ass and show off her long, perfect legs.

		After a final glance at her make up job and her hair, she slipped on the simple red blouse she was wearing tonight and buttoned it, sans bra, of course, since she wasn’t planning on going anywhere tonight except Skip’s condo. Carol turned and switched off the bathroom light and went into the master bedroom. She slipped into her grey leather car coat and stepped into her flats.

		Her husband, Gerald, was relaxing in his easy chair in the living room, reading the Los Angeles Times. She bent low and put her arms around him from behind, kissing him lightly on the cheek.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I know someone who smells wonderful,” he said, smiling up at her. “Going out tonight?”

		“I’m headed for Skip’s,” she whispered. “Don’t wait up for me. I might not be home until some time in the morning.”

		She came around to the front of his recliner and saw that his cock was getting hard under his slacks as he imagined her in the arms of her young lover. Carol smiled knowingly and dropped to her knees in front of him.

		“Let me do something about this, before I leave, sweetie,” she whispered, unzipping his pants and undoing his belt.

		“Is Jeff going to be there, too?” He made the inquiry as his prick was freed from his boxers by his wife’s gentle hands.

		“Yes, he’s supposed to be,” she told him, running her tongue all over his thick, rapidly-stiffening six inches of dick. “Skip said something about a ‘mystery guest’ showing up tonight as well.”

		Carol slipped him into her mouth and began to suck his cock slowly. Her tongue caressed his whole length and breadth as she bobbed her head up and down.

		“Tatiana or someone new; did he say?”

		She giggled around his cock and shook her head that he hadn’t. Letting him slip free from her nursing lips for a moment, she said, “You know Skip and his surprises. It might be anybody; the whole USC football team could show up, for all I know.”

		Gerald laughed as she started to blow him in earnest again and said, “That would certainly keep you busy all night!”

		Then he moaned, as she really started to go to town on his dick. Stroking her long, straight, blonde hair as she sucked him, he sighed, “You will tell me everything that happens tonight when you come home in the morning?”

		She glanced up at him and nodded that she would. He squirmed in the leather chair as he watched her suck him off.

		“God, you’ve gotten so good at this, baby,” he murmured appreciatively. “I swear you can always get me off in three minutes or less, if you really put your mind to it.”

		She didn’t reply. Carol was too busy slurping and swallowing her own saliva and his pre-come, and circling her tongue endlessly around his fat cock.

		“Oh, oh, get ready, darling; I’m close,” he warned her after another minute or so of the thrillingly expert blowjob.

		Carol made the strange little gargling sound she always made when she was about to swallow big a load of his come and sucked even harder. Her lips were now flying up and down his prick.

		“Ohhhhhhhh, fuck, here it is!” He threw back his head and screamed out the words as the first thick wad of semen erupted into his wife’s mouth.

		She swallowed it noisily, clearly reveling in performing this naughty act for her beloved husband, enjoying it almost as much as he did. Carol kept on licking and sucking until the last tiny jet of come had spewed from his cock head, and then she licked it clean for him and put his deflating dick away again. She zipped up his slacks and redid both his belt and the clasp holding his pants closed.

		“I’ll send pictures tonight, if I can,” she promised him, a huge smile on her face. “Skip won’t mind. Neither will Jeff; but you can never tell about whomever else is going to be there. Some people are funny about having their pictures taken while they’re busy fucking or being blown.”

		Gerald’s handsome face was smiling at the prospect of cell phone photos of the coming evening’s fun and games. Seeing his gorgeous wife acting like a depraved slut with other men—or women—was one of his favorite parts of the “hotwife” lifestyle they were now living.

		“I wish you’d come along and watch me with Skip and Jeff and the others in person,” she told him, getting to her feet.

		“Maybe next time, darling; you run along now,” he said, looking up at her from his chair, picking up his discarded newspaper once more. “I’m still considering that. I just don’t want to foul things up by my presence in the room while you’re…doing whatever you’re going to do.”

		“Well, I think it would be hot, if you were there, in the flesh so to speak, even hotter than it is already,” she assured him, leaning down to kiss him on the cheek once more. “Skip does, too, and so does Jeff. They told me to tell you that you’re welcome whenever you decide you want to try watching in person, or even joining in.”

		“I’ll keep that in mind,” he assured her. “Now get going; you don’t want to keep them waiting.”

		Carol smiled at him with the enthusiasm of a little girl going to a birthday party where free pony rides would be featured and waggled her fingers at him as she left the room. She crossed the dining room and then the kitchen and went out the door leading into the garage.

		Hitting the button that activated the garage door opener, she got into her Audi sedan and started it, turning on the lights. It was just over ten miles across Los Angeles to Skip’s condo in Marina Del Rey and she had made the drive countless times over the last year or so. She knew it would take about a half hour, at this time of night on a weeknight such as this one

		As she drove, she thought of the first time she had met Skip, and what a different woman she had been back then. How dull my life was, too; she thought, I mustn’t forget that huge difference!

		It had all started with Hilda, the librarian’s, fifty-fifth birthday party…

		

		

		Chapter One

		

	
		Porn Shop

		

		“I can do this,” Carol Findley reassured herself for what seemed like the fiftieth time tonight.

		I’m a grown woman of twenty-nine. I can go into a…place…like this alone, at night. I’m sure lots of women do it all the time.

		However, her false bravado seemed to fail her when she went to get out and go inside. Her left hand froze in place, as she reached for the door handle of her Audi. She willed it to move, to lever open the door, but it refused to budge.

		Well, you aren’t lots of women, now are you, you big fraidy cat? She twisted uncomfortably in the leather seat as she accused herself of cowardice; an attack of cowardice she knew to be real.

		She thought of the other girls in her book club and their reactions if she didn’t manage to pluck up her courage and go on into the rather seedy-looking shop to buy the big dildo, as she had been tasked to do. Someone else would have to do it.

		They had all agreed that the lewd, extremely naughty sex toy was the perfect “gag” gift for Hilda Gilroy, the prim and proper librarian who had organized the informal, twice-monthly neighborhood book club, of which Carol was a charter member. Hilda’s fifty-fifth birthday was coming up soon and the other women in the group had thought that a surprise party at the next scheduled meeting of the discussion group would be just the thing to help celebrate the big day.

		Carol grimaced as she pictured Nancy Martinez’s smug little smile. She envisioned Nancy telling the others, with that maddening smile of hers firmly in place, “Oh, I knew I should have done it myself; that we couldn’t count on prissy little Carol to buy it. I don’t care if she did draw the high number out of the hat!”

		Nancy was a buxom, bottle-blonde, just the sort of woman who appeared to have no qualms about going into a sex shop and buying something. Nancy, thought Carol somewhat cattily, appeared to have few qualms about anything having to do with sex!

		She was also the sort of overtly sensual, perpetually in-heat creature that most men found irresistible. After all, hadn’t it been the brassy, apparently shameless Nancy who insisted that the group read and discuss the recent mega-best selling sex opus, Fifty Shades of Grey, in addition to its two companion pieces of trash by E.L. James, that brazen hussy of a…author?

		Carol shuddered as she recalled reading those three filthy novels. Some of the other ladies in the group had purported to see something in them; some of what the old Supreme Court decision had referred to as “redeeming social value”.

		But not Carol; those books had been out-and-out smut, as far as she was concerned!

		She pushed the illicit, uncomfortable…feelings that those racy novels had stirred within her out of her mind as she steeled herself for the job at hand. Carol steadfastly refused to let herself think about those lonely nights when Gerald was out of town and she was home alone, reading those lascivious tales; the way she had…touched herself sometimes while she did so; the blistering orgasms her own fingers had caused within her aroused body as she read that lurid stuff and stroked her clitoris!

		“Everyone masturbates,” she assured herself aloud, within the confines of the closed car.

		Having researched it on the web, she knew it to be true. Even healthy, married women of twenty-nine such as herself succumbed to the occasional urge to…“Jill herself off”, as the current terminology had it

		It was, she told herself, perfectly normal behavior. Especially if one’s husband was away overnight on business as often as Gerald was.

		“Enough of this dawdling,” she scolded herself aloud, finally managing to will her rebellious hand to reach decisively for the door handle and yank it open.

		She got out, shut the door, and locked it with a touch of her key fob. Then she turned and marched toward the rear door of the slightly run-down looking sex shop. Even though she had purposely driven around to the back of the place, off the street, she looked around guiltily before reaching for the door handle, to make sure no one she knew was driving up the alley to observe her do so as she got ready to step inside.

		God, I’m being so paranoid, she scolded herself once more. It’s after ten o’clock, on a Wednesday night, for God’s sake. Who on earth that knows me is going to be driving down a dark alley--behind a shop like this, in this part of the city--at this time of night?

		Sighing with disappointment at such scatter-brained behavior on her part, she twisted the handle and opened the door warily. The place seemed to be deserted inside.

		Thank the Lord, she said to herself, slipping into the brightly-lit shop and closing the door quietly behind her. Looking around to get her bearings, she saw that the place had been neatly divided into sections.

		Those seeking to purchase sex DVD’s went left, into a sizable area which featured wire racks full of the triple-X rated films. Glancing at it more closely, she noted that this particular section of the store had been organized by placing small white signs with big black letters over the different racks, the signs denoting films which spotlighted girl-on-girl couplings, group sex, male-upon-male themed features, and the seemingly endless variations upon those larger genres. There was also a whole row featuring whips and chains movies; films whose plots revolved around being restrained, dominated, and “punished”.

		Carol shuddered as she remembered her recent, unwilling literary foray into that world of BDS&M, the Shades of Grey novels. Such utter garbage, she told herself. Who would want to see films based upon such aberrant sexual carryings on?

		She turned to look around the side of the store she found herself in and her jaw dropped open. Carol was surrounded by crotch-less negligees and panties, bras with open cups—the better to show off one’s nipples, she supposed! With another shiver of disgust passing through her body, at the very idea of actually wearing such garments, she turned to examine briefly the fur-lined handcuffs, the strange ointments and oils of the most lascivious kind which surrounded her on all sides as well.

		“Super-slick”, she read, her nose wrinkling in distaste, “berry-flavored”, “water-soluble”.

		Feeling vaguely unclean as she contemplated what one would want with a sexual lubricant that was flavored like berries, she scurried out of this section of the shop and into the one featuring vibrators and dildos of all shapes, colors, materials, and sizes. Again, Carol’s mouth popped open, as she stared at the huge array of fake cocks, bullet-shaped objects, and sex toys which lined the display shelves all around her.

		Holy Jesus, what a sight! She almost laughed out loud; it was so obscene that it was positively surreal; almost amusing, in a depraved sort of way!

		“May I help you find something?” A man’s voice inquired from behind her.

		Spinning around on her heel, startled at the “intrusion”, she shook her head and answered nervously, “No, I’m fine, thank you. I’m just looking for a birthday gift for…a friend.”

		God, I feel like such an idiot, she thought. Telling him it’s for a friend! How many times must he have heard that…working in this place?

		She at last took notice of the owner of the voice. He was a dark-haired, tall young man, no more than twenty-one or two; very lean and movie star handsome!

		What an attractive boy he is, she said to herself as she stared at him. What’s a cutie like him doing working in a place like this?

		As if he’d read her thoughts, the young Adonis smiled charmingly and extended his hand, “Hi, I’m Skip. My family owns this store, along with six others. I’m just filling in tonight, for a sick employee.”

		He regarded her warily for a moment, noting the way she was dressed—conservatively, in clothes that were obviously very expensive—and said, as she briefly accepted his offered hand and shook it perfunctorily, “Are you sure I can’t help you find something? This doesn’t seem to be your kind of store at all.”

		Carol smiled with relief at his understanding of the awkward situation she found herself in, and replied, “No, I really am looking for a birthday gift for a friend, of the gag variety. She’s a very straight-laced type, a librarian, actually. So we, that is my book club and I, thought a…dildo would be a hilarious gift for her.”

		His smile grew larger and he nodded, “That does sound like fun.”

		Skip turned and led Carol over to a nearby counter and pointed at the stock in the display case there. He said, “I’m guessing that something impossibly huge and probably, oh, I don’t know…black might be just the thing?”

		Carol found herself giggling like a schoolgirl at the mere thought of watching straight-laced old Hilda unwrap such a gift, surrounded by the book club members, and nodded that one such as that would, indeed, be just the thing. She spotted a long, thick, very realistic-looking rubber penis that was as black as the ace of spades and pointed at it, as she answered, “That would be perfect, I think, for our dear Hilda’s fifty-fifth birthday!”

		Skip chuckled along with her and slipped behind the counter, opening the sliding door and extracting the dildo in question. He handed it to her with a flourish.

		Uncertainly, Carol accepted the huge fake black penis. It felt soft and yet firm in her hand; rather disconcertingly like the real thing!

		“My God, it’s so big!” She gasped out the words as she studied the detail on the faux penis she was limply holding by just her fingertips.

		“Oh, I played football back in high school with guys who were easily this big,” Skip assured her with a devilish grin, “some of them were even larger and thicker.”

		Carol looked up, amazed. She found herself blurting, “You’re kidding, right? No one could possibly have one this big! I mean, what would he ever do with it? What woman could…?”

		Suddenly realizing the inappropriateness of this particular train of thought, she let her words trail off. Skip was staring at her left hand, at her large engagement and wedding set.

		“Oh, I’m sure a married lady such as yourself is quite aware of what women do with those huge things,” he said teasingly to her with a big grin.

		Carol felt her face turning a bright, embarrassed crimson. She opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out.

		A very uncomfortable silence descended between the two of them. She just stared at the handsome young man for long seconds, wishing she were anywhere else.

		“Hey, we’re really slow tonight,” Skip said brightly, adeptly changing the subject. “Why don’t I give you the quick tour? I’ve got nothing better to do, and you might see something else that you just can’t live without.”

		Carol laughed and said quickly, “I very much doubt that. This is the first time I’ve ever been in a store like this, and it will probably the last time, as well.”

		He seemed to consider that for a moment and suggested, “Well, then, how about watching a loop instead?”

		They were standing right next to a curtain. Still smiling, and before she could react to his suggestion, he took her by the arm and led her through it. Above the curtain’s black pleats was a sign reading, “Video Booths”. A smaller sign on the wall said, “Tokens available for purchase at the counter”.

		They stepped into a long, dimly-lit corridor. There were doors on either side of them; most of them were open but here and there Carol spotted a closed one.

		“What’s your pleasure, pretty lady? What sort of kink do you enjoy seeing played out on the screen?” Skip asked charmingly, escorting her into one of the open doors and closing it behind them. “Listen, I can’t really leave the front open, but here are a few tokens, on the house; so knock yourself out. The film menu will show up here, once the screen lights up, after you put a token into the slot.”

		She turned toward him to protest that she had no interest in watching any sort of filthy movie but he was already disappearing out the door and was closing it behind him. Frustrated, Carol turned back toward the forty-inch screen. She noticed that she was still clutching the huge dildo in her hand and let it drop down onto the small counter in front of her rapidly, as if it had suddenly grown red hot.

		“I don’t want to watch some smutty film,” she muttered aloud sullenly.

		Peering intently at the fistful of tokens in her other hand; she at last fed one of them into the slot, just for something to do. The screen flared to life immediately and she was presented with a whole host of lurid options; BDS&M, Interracial, D.P.’s—what on earth is a D.P.? She asked herself the question, shaking her head—Oral, F/F, M/M, and Anal: the list seemed endless in its total depravity and vileness!

		Still, I am here, she told herself, and I have a bunch of these tokens that young dreamboat of a man gave me. I suppose I should watch a bit of this…dreck, just to be polite?

		Finding, to her shock, that she harbored a good deal of morbid curiosity about the subject--thanks to the Grey novels and her recent exposure to them--she supposed, Carol selected BDS&M. A dozen small thumbnail images immediately appeared on the screen in front of her.

		The breath caught in her throat as she leaned closer and examined the small squares more closely. In one, a young woman had her large breasts tied with rope, making them bulge outward, a red ball firmly held in place inside her mouth by black elastic straps. In the next, a huge black man who was nearly naked and carrying a wicked-looking cat of nine tails whip, stalked another white girl who dangled in chains from the ceiling, completely nude, another mouth restraint in place, her blue eyes looking properly terrified.

		“Holy God, what licentiousness,” Carol gasped, running her index finger over the thumbnail.

		The screen instantly came to life, filled with the black man whipping the girl unmercifully, with her wailing ineffectually into the gagging device as he did so. Carol’s eyes shot wide open as she watched the actor discard the loincloth he had been wearing and an enormous black penis—dwarfing the one laying on the counter next to the screen—appeared.

		He’s not…she’s not going to let him…

		The questions remained unfinished as the black porn actor shoved his mammoth hard on into the protesting, wriggling girl’s shaved, bare vagina as far as it would go and rocked her body back and forth with the chains which supported it. He continued to whip her naked butt and back in a desultory fashion, but seemed more intent on…fucking—there just didn’t seem to be any other way to say it!—her with his gigantic black cock than he did in punishing her.

		Oh, my Lord, Carol thought, mesmerized by the sight of the huge black penis ravaging the girl’s stretched-open pinkness again and again.

		She felt her nipples getting hard within her bra, and her vagina was now leaking out lubricant. As her breath got shorter, she looked guiltily over toward the door handle.

		There was a lock. Reaching over with shaking hands, she engaged it, then slipped her right hand down under her skirt and found the elastic border of her pantyhose and panties.

		I really shouldn’t be doing this. I know it’s wrong, she chided herself as she began to masturbate furiously while she watched as the black man on the screen continued to have his way with his “prisoner”.

		Carol couldn’t seem to stop herself! It just felt so good, to stroke herself off like this, while locked inside this insidious den of pure evil!

		Onscreen, the black man suddenly pulled his manhood out of the struggling girl and stalked over and loosened the chains holding her body up. She sank to her knees as he returned to stand in front of her, leaning over her body so that he could roughly strip away the mouth restraint.

		“Suck me off, you hot bitch,” he commanded in a raspy baritone.

		She started to protest but her mouth was abruptly filled with throbbing black meat. Looking forlorn and utterly defeated, the blonde girl began to suck obediently on the thick tube of muscle as her captor reamed out her throat with it. The cameraman got a nice close up of the black porn actor’s cock head making a huge lump in the white girl’s working throat as he used her mouth and neck like a vagina, fucking down into it relentlessly.

		“Oh, God, oh, God,” Carol moaned, her knees suddenly turning to rubber as she leaned back against the small booth’s plywood wall for support, her fingers still flying over her swollen clit.

		“Uhhhhhhhh, take it you white cunt,” the actor suddenly screamed after another minute so of his savage throat ravaging, feeding nearly all of his massive penis into her mouth, “swallow every drop of it!”

		A few seconds later, a small ring of pearly-white semen appeared around the swallowing girl’s lips as his exploding member continued to fuck into them. Carol gasped and orgasmed hard, watching this wanton exhibition of outright debauchery.

		“Oh, my fucking God,” she wailed aloud, as the fierce spasms of come fury engulfed her; stronger and closer together than any she could ever remember experiencing before!

		The screen in front of her abruptly went dark a half a minute later, as the short film ended. Her labored breathing slowly returned to normal as she eased her finger out of her sopping lower lips and let her skirt drop back into place.

		She straightened her long, blonde hair and tried desperately to pull herself together. After at least a full minute had gone by, she gathered up her dildo and opened the door, leaving the rest of the tokens unused on the counter next to the screen.

		Her knees still felt sort of wobbly as she walked in as dignified a manner as she could manage toward the front desk, where the young man, Skip, was busily talking to someone on his cell phone. She brought her purse off her shoulder and opened it, placing the black dildo on the counter.

		“Yeah, Dad, I’ll be heading back to my place as soon as Annie shows up at midnight to relieve me,” Skip was saying as he took the dildo, rang it up, and dropped it into a black plastic bag with the store’s red logo on it.

		Carol watched as nineteen-ninety-five appeared on the register. She reached into her wallet and extracted a twenty and laid it on the counter with shaking fingers.

		Skip nodded at something his father had said on the phone and hit a key on the register. He dropped the sales receipt into the bag, along with the dildo, and laid a nickel on the counter in front of her.

		As she put the coin in her change purse, he got off the cell phone and put it away in his shirt pocket. With an impish little smile, Skip reached underneath the counter and brought forth five DVD’s and another dildo. This one, she noticed, was light in skin tone and extremely realistic, right down to the blue veins underneath and the shiny, reddish-flesh colored head.

		“They could have molded this one right from mine,” he whispered, winking at her as he slipped the discs and the fake cock into her bag.

		“These are on me, enjoy; pretty lady,” he added, as he winked at her again. “Oh, and this one vibrates, too. Is it too much to ask that you think of me when you use it?”

		Carol was too shocked to reply. She felt her face turning from ashen to crimson in a few flustered heartbeats.

		Skip reached into his shirt pocket behind the phone and drew out a business card. He slipped it into the bag as well as he handed it to her.

		“That has my cell phone number on it, beautiful. Call me some time, when hubby is away and maybe we’ll get together. You can tell me then how you liked the movies, and the toy, of course.”

		She started to speak, to tell him that there was no way she was going to do that, when the back door suddenly opened. Three college kids, boys, who looked to be just a little younger than Skip, came inside, all of them laughing and talking loudly.

		Carol gathered up her bag, turned on her heel, and all but ran out of the shop past them!

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Watching Naughty Movies

		

		Carol drove home feeling as if she were being chased by someone. It was crazy, she knew, to feel that way, but she couldn’t seem to shake that feeling, along with the suspicion that the passengers in every car she passed knew exactly where she had been and what was inside the black plastic bag lying on the passenger’s seat!

		The porn shop which she had just visited was located in Inglewood, and she lived in the Holmby Hills section of Los Angeles, not far from the Playboy Mansion owned by Hugh Hefner. Not that the house she shared with her husband, Gerald, was a mansion or anything like one.

		It was, instead, a very comfortable five-thousand square foot, one story ranch-style house, with a swimming pool out back and a big mortgage on it. Her Gerald was a very successful businessman, who traveled several days out of most weeks, seeing to his far-flung web of real estate investments--retail properties.

		He didn’t own businesses; instead, he owned the strip malls they were located in. His holdings were scattered all up and down the west coast, from California to Washington State, and over into Idaho, Nevada, and Arizona. He even had two small properties in Hawaii. Carol always tried to accompany him whenever he visited those: she just loved Hawaii, with its beaches and the incredible weather.

		At this time of night, on a week night, it took just over twenty minutes for her to reach her house from Inglewood. She breathed a sigh of relief as the quiet residential street where she and Gerald lived finally came into view.

		Carol hit the remote on her sun visor and the garage door went up. She pulled inside and closed the door behind her before exiting the car and going into the house.

		She was very glad her husband was in Portland, Oregon, tonight and not at home. His being out of town had made going out and buying the dildo so much easier; she didn’t have to explain to him where she was going at this time of the night.

		God, I need a drink, she thought as she crossed the kitchen and went into the dinning room, turning on lights and shutting them off once more as she moved through the house.

		They kept a small bar in the rec room and she went over to it and made herself a strong Canadian whiskey on the rocks, with just a splash of spring water. Laying her purse down on the bar top but keeping the black plastic bag from the porn shop in her hand, she made her way into the master bedroom and turned on the lights.

		She glanced at the digital clock on the nightstand and saw that it was almost eleven. She rarely turned in before midnight anymore. Carol had been suffering from mild bouts of insomnia for over a year now, and she had come to the reluctant realization that going to bed any earlier merely insured a night spent tossing and turning, seeking sleep that refused to come.

		Her doctor had prescribed a sedative, but Carol hated the way it made her feel in the morning whenever she took it. The medicine allowed her to sleep alright, but she invariably woke up feeling drugged and listless; all she wanted to do was return to bed and laze the day away.

		A couple of Canadian whiskeys, however, just before she retired for the evening, seemed to accomplish the same thing the sedative did, but without the accompanying drowsiness and lethargy in the morning which she just couldn’t seem to shake. Being slightly hung over occasionally was better, in her mind, than being unable to get out of bed and function like a normal human being the next day.

		Sipping at the whiskey, she got out of the clothes she wore. The doors on the master bedroom’s double closet were mirrored, so she had no choice but to watch herself as she stripped off her clothing.

		A tall, willowy woman who wore her silky blonde hair straight, loose, and down to her breasts, Carol Findley thought of herself as quite attractive, especially for a twenty-nine year old housewife that didn’t work out as much as she probably should have. She pulled off the coat, the blouse, and her bra and tossed them on a nearby chair.

		A slight smile creased her full lips as she remembered young Skip’s unwelcome but—in a way, very flattering—attention at the sleazy shop just now. She used the hand not holding her whiskey to lift up her unexpectedly large, round breasts and let go of them, watching with satisfaction as they rolled and bounced to a gradual stop in the mirror.

		I bet these are what caught his eye, she thought rather smugly, undoing her skirt and stepping out of it. Men don’t expect a tall, slender woman to have boobies like these. My being trim and lean accentuates them; if anything, it makes them look even bigger than they really are.

		She eased out of the pantyhose and her full cut panties, baring her closely groomed, strategically-shaved mons. Mental images of her slipping a finger into her vagina less than an hour ago...“Jilling off” while she watched that filthy movie in the cubicle of the sex shop, flitted through her mind as she studied her naked body in the mirror.

		God, I don’t know what came over me, she thought guiltily to herself, remembering how hard she’d orgasmed.

		Hastily, she put her outfit in the dirty clothes hamper and extracted her nightie from the closet and slipped into it. She didn’t want to think about the sex shop anymore.

		As she had told young Skip, tonight was her first visit to such a place, and it would no doubt prove to be her last. If she hadn’t drawn high number and been forced by her ill luck into buying Hilda’s birthday present, she’d never have set foot in such a den of iniquity to begin with!

		Determined to drive all further thoughts of her visit to the sleazy sex emporium from her mind, she switched on the big screen television, lay down on the bed, and surfed through the channels, searching for something that would hold her interest. She sipped at the whiskey as she dialed through the seemingly endless cable selections for a good five minutes or so.

		As usual, there was nothing on that particularly interested her. Still feeling restless, Carol finished her drink, got up, and went back into the rec room to make a second.

		After her next, slower pass through the disappointing channels had been completed, she remembered the DVD’s that scamp, Skip, had shoved into her bag. Licking her lips anxiously, she wondered what sort of films he had given her.

		No, I won’t even look at them, she told herself sternly, taking a big sip of her whiskey. They are no doubt just as disgusting and vile as that short clip I watched at the store.

		A few minutes later, she came to the end of the channels for the third time. There was nothing but music channels from here on up, plus some X-rated stuff to which she and Gerald didn’t subscribe.

		With a bored sigh, she noticed that her drink was empty again as well. She shook her head.

		I should slow down, I’m drinking too much, too fast tonight; she admonished herself. It’s not even eleven-thirty yet and this second one is gone already.

		Getting up to make another, slightly stronger drink, she went into the rec room again. On her way back, she picked up the black bag from the porn shop.

		“It won’t do any harm just to look at these,” she muttered under her breath, really starting to feel the two whiskeys she had downed already.

		The first disc was entitled “Samantha’s Booty Call”, and it featured a young redheaded starlet with the unlikely stage name of Samantha Sex who apparently had a lot of male friends to whom she had given her cell phone number. They’d call and she’d come running to service their every sexual need, from what the description on the back cover said.

		Wrinkling her nose at the thought of such wanton behavior, she sat the disc down on the bed and picked up the second. This one was called “Anal Angels” and the cover showed a bevy of young girls taking some monstrously large penises up their anal openings, smiles of joy on all their heavily made up faces.

		Shuddering at the mere thought of doing that; she and Gerald had never even contemplated trying anal sex, of course. He was just the fourth man she’d ever been with, sexually speaking, and was far more adventurous and experienced in the bedroom than the other boys and men who had come before him.

		Carol tossed that one next to the rejected first disc on the bedspread and drew the third out of the bag. This one was called “A Touch of Sappho” and it featured a picture of two stunning young women, who were both naked, embracing each other passionately on the cover.

		A sharp pang of arousal shot through Carol as she cast this offensive disc onto the growing pile of movies she’d turned thumbs down on. Her fingers were trembling as she hastily drew out the fourth entry.

		Carol Finley had to admit to herself to having an…interest in all things lesbian. But she had never acted upon it: she had never had an opportunity to do so, thank God!

		Girls of that persuasion had always ignored her. All throughout high school and college, she had secretly fantasized about a gay girl “hitting” on her, but none ever had.

		Would she have explored that side of her sexuality, if given the chance? She didn’t know. Perhaps her goody-goody image had been just too strong for their vaunted “gaydar” to penetrate!

		What would it hurt? She asked herself the question now, as she guiltily eyed the lesbian-oriented DVD case lying close by on the bed. Gerald is in Portland; you’re all alone. Who would ever know if you watched it?

		“I’d know,” she spoke aloud decisively at last, drinking still more of her whiskey. “I’d know, and I couldn’t live with myself, knowing I’d been weak and let myself watch women doing…that sort of thing with each other!”

		She glanced down at the fourth disc which she held in her hand and another shudder of arousal flashed through her long, lean body. This DVD’s title was “Gangbang Surprise”, and it showed a whole group of muscular, handsome young men with enormous, erect penises surrounding a terrified-looking girl of about eighteen.

		Carol finished what was left of her whiskey in one big gulp. Images of that night, at the drunken frat party she had attended back in college, immediately appeared in her mind and she felt herself getting extremely wet down…there!

		She had been drunker than she had ever been in her life before that night, and the invitation to see the upstairs of the fraternity house had seemed harmless at first. It wasn’t until she had climbed the stairs that she realized she and the guy who had offered to take her on the tour were not the only people upstairs.

		Carol recalled turning around only to find the small bedroom she was in suddenly crammed with leering, drunken frat guys as she got ready to leave. It seemed like there were twenty of them, but maybe the number had been more like a dozen or so.

		She was sure she had looked just like the girl on the DVD that night, petrified, as she realized that there was no way she was getting out of the tiny room unmolested. All of the young men were horny and falling down drunk. They had begun roughly pawing at her body, despite her screams of protest, fondling her big breasts, touching her vagina through her denim skirt…inappropriately.

		Sucking in a breath, she banished that scene from her consciousness. Luckily, her screams that night had brought several of the more sober frat members running, and they had escorted her through the cat-calling, groping mob of men surrounding her in that bedroom and out into the hall again.

		She had quickly gone back downstairs and had hurriedly left the party to return to her dorm, shaken to the core by the experience. Never had she gone to a frat party without a date again after that, and she had never let herself drink as much as she had that night, either, date or no date.

		Sometimes, late at night, however, when she was masturbating—with Gerald being out of town so frequently and all—she let herself imagine that no one had come along to save her that night. What if they had all had taken turns…fucking her? What if all those horny frat boys had forced her to suck their cocks, one right after the other, while still more of them had…done it to her?

		She shuddered at the thought and pitched the gangbang DVD atop the other three. Carol lurched unsteadily to her feet to fetch another cocktail for herself. Upon entering the bedroom again, she sat on the bed and reached into the bag for the final time, finding the last DVD.

		This one was entitled “Pleasing Her Master” and its cover showed a tall, thin blonde girl—not unlike Carol herself—who was naked and in chains. An unholy compulsion to watch this one gripped her as she nursed at her freshly-poured whiskey.

		The way she had climaxed so intensely, in the porn cubicle earlier…the way watching that obscene bondage movie had made her feel…

		Like a woman with no will of her own, Carol got up off the bed, still clutching the DVD, and made her way over to the big screen. She opened the case with trembling fingers and fed the disc into the blue ray player.

		

		****

		

		Carol moaned and touched her clit once again with the vibrator Skip had given her earlier. She was sprawled out naked on the big bed; the buzzing sex toy tightly gripped in her right hand, yet another strong Canadian whiskey on the rocks in her left.

		She hadn’t started out that way, of course. Her nightie had still been on when she had begun watching this salacious movie, and the vibrator had been still in the bottom of the black plastic bag along with Hilda’s birthday gift.

		But the images had proven to be so incredibly hot…so mesmerizing; she soon found herself easing out of the nightie, craving the touch of her own fingers against her bare skin.

		Carol had begun by teasing her protruding nipples with just her fingertips—God, she couldn’t remember them ever being so erect before, so prominent on her large breasts!—and then she had moved on to touching her clitoris. Hot thrills had soon engulfed her whole quivering body and she found herself wondering how that vibrator would feel, instead of just her fingers.

		She had never owned one before. Everyone she knew had one, and all of the women’s magazines were full of articles about them; both pro and con.

		But Carol had always revisited the temptation to buy one until now. She’d told herself that she didn’t need one—after all, she was married!

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” She sighed aloud as she slipped the vibrating head of the huge latex cock into her super-wet furls and began to fuck herself with it as she watched the girl on the screen. The lithe blonde was getting an outrageously large prick fed into her by the hulking man who had been whipping her small butt with a cane a few minutes ago.

		“Oh, fuck but that looks hot!” Carol’s voice filled the empty bedroom.

		She was really drunk now, she realized. Carol never cursed. She knew all of the words, alright, but prim and proper Carol Finley rarely let herself use any of them, let alone aloud.

		“Fuck it,” she said with a giggle, drinking the last of her whiskey and water, pushing more of the fake cock into her needy pussy. “Fuck me…fuck me hard, baby!”

		Throwing caution to the wind, she sat the empty glass on the nightstand and started tossing her hips up to meet the vibrator as she ravaged herself with it time and again. Her eyes were half closed in pure lust and she was really jamming the thick faux cock deep into her slickness. Her breasts were swollen with desire, as were her nipples.

		She tugged at them shamelessly with her free hand and moaned. How many times had she come already tonight?

		How many more orgasms would she tease from her engorged clit, she wondered, before she finally passed out?

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		Shocking Gerald

		

		Her husband arrived home from his trip late Friday afternoon. Carol greeted him in the kitchen, as he stepped into the house from the garage.

		Instead of the peck on the cheek he was expecting, Gerald Findley got a passionate, tongue-filled kiss which lasted for a full minute and all but took his breath away. He blinked and looked around, as if wondering whether or not he was in the wrong house.

		Carol was dressed in a very fetching sundress, with a scooped-necked bodice and her long, lustrous blonde hair was perfect, as was her light make up. She looked positively ravishing, and her blue eyes seemed to glitter with arousal as she looked up adoringly at him.

		“Hey, what’s different about you?” He asked her warily.

		“Different…what do you mean different?”

		He stepped back and looked her up and down. After a moment, he shook his head in bewilderment, saying, “I don’t know what it is, exactly. But you don’t seem quite the same, somehow.”

		She smiled at him and thought to herself, well, it might be that I passed out, deliriously happy with my new vibrator in my hand, Wednesday night about two-thirty in the morning. Or that I barely got out of bed yesterday, except to use the bathroom and to eat something. I got my pussy off a zillion times with my new toy, while I watched all five of those filthy movies over and over again, and saw things being done to those porn girls that I didn’t know were even possible!

		To Gerald, however, she said, with seeming guilelessness, “Oh, I don’t know. I got my hair cut on Tuesday, but it was just a shape-up appointment. Julie didn’t really take much off, I don’t think.”

		Gerald frowned. He said, “No, it’s not your hair, and you don’t really look any different.”

		After a long moment, he concluded, “It’s your attitude, the way you carry yourself. You just seem…I don’t know…happier, maybe; a bit surer of yourself?”

		Carol smiled at him and took his arm. She cuddled in close to him as she led him out of the kitchen, through the dining room, and into the living room.

		“I missed you,” she confided as they came to the rec room. “I wish you didn’t have to travel so much.”

		“I wish that, too, kitten,” he said, stopping at the bar. “How about having a drink with me? And then, I think I’ll take you out to dinner, so you won’t have to cook tonight.”

		“How about us having several drinks and we’ll order in later,” she countered. “I don’t really feel like going out at all.”

		“Oh, and just what do you feel like doing?” He asked the question as he made their cocktails, a Canadian whiskey and water on the rocks for her, a vodka and tonic for him.

		“Let’s see where the evening takes us, shall we?” She said coyly as she accepted her drink and took a large sip of it.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, God, Carol darling,” he wheezed encouragingly, “suck it! Oh, man, what’s gotten into you this afternoon?”

		Carol Findley slurped noisily at the six inches of hard cock in her mouth and smiled knowingly. She’d been dying to do this ever since she’d watched all of her new naughty videos.

		Those porn sluts seemed to really be into sucking cock. She now saw the fascination to it; felt as if she understood men’s love of having their dicks sucked--and some women’s passion in doing that for their guys--for the first time.

		It’s not the act itself, although it is sort of fun, she admitted to herself as her mouth glided up and down on Gerald’s thick handful of cock, it’s more about how much pleasure it gives a man, to see a pretty woman’s mouth stuffed full of his dick, worshipping it with her lips and tongue.

		Always before, when she’d done this for Gerald and her other, previous sex partners, it had been a quick, perfunctory act. She had just wanted to get their penises hard enough for conventional sex.

		Can that really be true—that you’ve never given an actual blowjob before?

		She realized, with a start that it was. I’ve sucked some of them longer than others, to get them ready, but I’ve never sucked any of them off all the way!

		Her mind raced back to Billy, her first serious high school beau. They’d “gone steady” from the end of their sophomore year until they’d graduated, finally taking the plunge and having for real sex for the first time at the end of their junior year.

		Billy had gotten so excited when she’d finally given in and taken him into her mouth for the first time that he hadn’t lasted long. She remembered him giving a strangled cry of utter excitement after just a few tentative passes of her lips up and down his rigid young cock and him coming on her cheek, when she’d jerked her head away right at the last minute.

		That was as close as she could ever recall coming to giving a real blowjob. She still remembered the big gouts of Billy’s warm, gooey white come, which she’d wiped off with her handkerchief, after he’d exploded all over her face like that.

		I recall throwing that handkerchief away, too, rather than putting it in the wash for grandpa to find.

		Gerald groaned and twisted underneath her. His breathing had grown very shallow.

		“You…you’d better stop now,” he croaked, his voice tight with arousal.

		But she didn’t stop, not this time. She wanted to taste his semen, to swallow it for him, like all of those porn girls did on those videos she’d watched. Carol wanted to lick his cock head clean and gulp down every drop of his spunk!

		“Oh, oh, honey, I’m not kidding,” Gerald cried out again, sounding really desperate this time. “I’m about to come. I really am!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she sighed, wanting just that.

		Carol had never felt so alive, so keyed up. Gerald’s cock tasted wonderful, as did his oozing pre-come. Her clit was throbbing with the illicit thrill of knowing that this time she wasn’t going to pull her mouth away at the last moment—this time she fully intended to gulp down his come!

		“No, no, I…” Gerald’s body suddenly went stiff as the proverbial board under her and his voice trailed off into a helpless gurgle.

		A huge geyser of something hot and gooey and slick spattered up against the roof of her mouth and quickly pooled inside it. The warm goop made contact with her tongue’s taste buds and her immediate impression was one of saltiness, sourness.

		She swallowed and almost gagged. It felt thick and viscous, like heated glue, as it slid down her throat!

		Gerald keened and fired another load of the hot, pudding-like substance into her mouth and she swallowed it down as well, licking his exploding cock head with her tongue, wiping it temporarily clean.

		“Oh, shit, you’re swallowing it!” His voice was a startled gasp of real surprise. “You’re really doing it!”

		Carol all but purred as she gulped down a third, much smaller spurt of the unpleasant fluid. Something in her husband’s tone was so exciting that it made gulping down his come seem more tolerable.

		The poor dear was enjoying this so…she was obviously fulfilling one of his long –held fantasies, and that made it alright, somehow. She licked off the last of his cock cream and downed it as well, polishing his dome-like cock head with the bottom of her tongue.

		“Oh, Jesus, Carol, that feels so great,” he burbled happily, reveling in the complete blowjob she had just given him.

		She looked up at him impishly as she let his drained penis slip from her lips and whispered, “Did I do that right? It’s the first one of those I’ve ever done, so I’m not sure.”

		Gerald beamed and reached down for her, pulling her into a hug, mashing her big breasts against his lightly furred chest. He cuddled her close and whispered, “Well, I’m sure. That was the best one of those I’ve ever had!”

		“Really, you’re not just saying that?” She cooed out the question, delighted that her maiden oral effort had pleased him so.

		“God, no, it was fantastic,” he assured her, caressing her long blonde hair, pulling her even tighter into his embrace.

		They stayed like that for a long time, and then he slowly let her slide back a little, so that he could see her face. She noticed that his look of utter joy had given way to one of suspicion.

		“What made you want to do that, after all this time? We’ve been married for six years and we dated for a year before that.”

		“And I’ve sucked it for you countless times, during those seven years,” she countered.

		“Not like that, you haven’t,” he insisted, “that was a major-league, incredible blowjob, darling.”

		She smiled at him in spite of herself and asked again, “Really, was it that good?”

		“Like I told you, it was fantastic, so unexpected; so downright…hot!”

		Carol wriggled against him, pushing her naked breasts into his skin. She loved hearing him say that. She just loved it!

		Doubts darkened his handsome face once more. He told her, “You have to tell me where that came from. What’s changed?”

		She took a deep breath and said, “Do you remember that book discussion group I joined a year or so ago…?”

		

		****

		

		“…and I guess you could say that’s what brought it all about,” she finished up, after making a clean breast of everything with Gerald.

		Her husband stared at her, looking somewhat shell-shocked for long moments, and then his face broke into a big grin. Leaning forward, he whispered excitedly, “Show me everything, the dildo, the vibrator, and especially the DVD’s.”

		Carol vaulted up off the bed and padded across the bedroom naked, to her lingerie drawer. From deep under a stack of negligees and peignoirs, she drew out the black plastic bag, complete with everything Skip had given her and the dildo she had bought.

		He dipped into the bag expectantly when she handed it over to him, his eyes excited as a kid’s at Christmas. Those eyes went wide as he beheld the black dildo, the realistic looking vibrator, and the five discs.

		“Wow, this is big alright,” he said, eyeing the fake black cock. “This is much bigger than me.”

		“Longer, not bigger,” she corrected him, getting back on the bed and snuggling up to him again. “Yours is plenty wide, just not quite as long as that.”

		“Did you watch all of these?” He asked her as he looked through the DVD’s.

		Carol felt herself blush and turned her head away as she answered, unable to look her husband in the eye as she admitted, “Yes, I watched all of them, and more than once, I’m afraid.”

		“And did this thing get a workout, as you watched them?” He held up the vibrator and she felt her blush deepen.

		Unable to bring herself to speak, she merely nodded her head in the affirmative. Her heart was pounding as she waited for her husband of six years to speak again.

		“I think that’s so incredibly hot,” he whispered. “I wish I could have seen you, playing with this thing and watching these movies.”

		Carol’s breath caught in her throat. She almost came as she imagined Gerald watching her as she buzzed her clit with the vibrator and ogled these naughty films!

		“Tell me more about this kid; the one who gave you this stuff,” he said just then.

		“Skip…he’s young, no more than twenty-one or twenty-two,” she began uneasily.

		“He must think you’re really something, to give you all of this stuff for free,” Gerald said with a knowing grin.

		Carol felt herself blushing anew and said hastily, “Oh, he’s just a baby; much too young for me!”

		“Apparently Skip doesn’t think so,” her husband kidded her.

		She squirmed on the bed and protested, “I’m sure he didn’t mean it like that.”

		“Oh--and how do you think he meant it?”

		She thought about that for a moment, remembering him giving her his business card, with his cell phone number on it and suggesting that she call him sometime…when her hubby was out of town!

		“Uh, I’m sure he doesn’t feel that way about me,” Carol said to her husband. “I’m almost a decade older than him, after all.”

		“You know what they say about young guys and ‘older women’,” he told her with another knowing grin.

		“Oh, you’re being so nasty tonight!” She chided him, noticing with amazement that his cock was stirring to back to life already.

		“Not as nasty as I intend to get,” he murmured, pulling her to him once more.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, God, oh, damn, it feels so great!” Her voice raised a whole octave as she rode him, another fierce mini-orgasm tearing through her.

		Gerald was still flat on his back, but now Carol was on top of him, his reborn cock thrust all the way up into her wet pussy. She threw her long blonde hair around shamelessly and shook her breasts at him as she…as she…fucked him!

		They hadn’t done it this way in years. Most of their couplings were now strictly in the so-called “missionary” position, with her lying on her back with him between her spread legs.

		This felt so spontaneous, so different, somehow! They had begun by kissing and cuddling and Gerald’s spent cock had risen miraculously back to life underneath her body. It had felt like the most natural thing in the world to let it slide into her juicy wetness and then to ride it.

		And it was wonderful--she decided at that moment that she loved having sex… getting fucked this way!

		“Jesus, holy fuck, honey, you’re a total wild woman tonight!” His voice was hot and urgent in her ear as she leaned down, pressing her breasts against his chest and kissed his neck, his upper chest, as she rode him relentlessly.

		“Yes, yes,” she murmured, “fuck me; fuck me hard, just like that, darling. I’m going to come again. Oh, God, but I’m going to come!”

		Gerald grunted and thrust his hips upward. Oh, man, was he ever drilling her with his thick cock, and it felt so fine!

		She shivered from head to toe as the orgasm washed over her. It was so powerful, so complete.

		God, I love this. Why wasn’t sex this much fun before now?

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		Calling Skip

		

		That weekend was nothing short of miraculous. They watched all of the DVD’s together, Gerald teasing her clit with the vibrator, making her come over and over again as they did so.

		And his cock just wouldn’t seem to stay down, no matter how many times she sucked it; no matter how many times she took it inside her body. She suspected he was taking Viagra or some other male sex aid, but she didn’t care: she loved the result!

		

		****

		

		“When are you going to be back this time?”

		He stopped packing his suitcase and looked over his shoulder at her. A big smile creased his face as he said, “I hate to leave, believe me. If this Boise meeting tomorrow wasn’t so important, I’d cancel and stay here with you…sexy.”

		She smiled at her husband, confident he meant he’d said just then. The last few days had been heavenly. The sex they’d shared was like a whole new adventure. It was totally unlike what she now realized to be the humdrum couplings they’d taken part in up until now.

		Crossing the bedroom, she embraced him from behind as he went back to putting his carefully folded shirts into the suitcase. The shirt he was wearing smelled lightly of starch, laundry soap, and his cologne and she rubbed her cheek contentedly against the cotton fabric and whispered to him just how much she loved him.

		Gerald turned and took her in his arms. Their kiss seemed to go on forever as she sucked at his tongue and rubbed her breasts against his chest.

		When they broke apart at last, she told how much she would miss him and what these magical last few days had meant to her. He beamed down at her and agreed, saying, “God, I was serious when I said I’d cancel this trip if I could. The change in you is very real; you’re like a different woman—so hot, so sensual, and so damned sexy!”

		They kissed again and she thought for a moment that he was going to strip the robe and pajamas off her and have her again before he left. The mere thought of his hard cock sliding deep inside her pussy sent a heat-wave of desire tremoring through her.

		“Jesus, you’re incredible,” he gasped as he broke off the kiss.

		Glancing at the nearby clock, he shook his head and reluctantly released her from his embrace. He leaned over and closed the suitcase.

		“I’ve really got to go,” he said apologetically. “If I stay any longer, I’ll miss my flight for sure.”

		She looked at him wistfully, almost wishing he’d abandon his business trip to stay with her. A long moment passed, and she realized just how foolish that was.

		This nice house, her car, her clothes, everything they had was a result of his success in business, and one didn’t get to be a success by staying home on a whim, to spend the day in bed with one’s wife!

		“Hey, I’ve got an idea: why don’t you call young Skip, while I’m away?”

		Carol’s mouth dropped open. He grinned at her and shrugged.

		“He did leave you his cell number. His card is still in that bag, along with the DVD’s and the sex toys.”

		“Why would I call him?” She demanded insistently.

		“Oh, I don’t know, it might be fun,” Gerald retorted, heading for the doorway.

		As he was nearly through it, he turned and said with another naughty grin, “If you do, you have to tell me all about it, though, when I get home.”

		She laughed, realizing that he had been joking. Her fun-loving husband had merely been teasing her, pulling her leg!

		“I’m serious about you telling me all about it, should you decide to call him,” Gerald said at that moment, his face going serious.

		He grinned again as she reeled in shock, coming to the realization that he had been serious about her calling Skip and added, “I wonder if his cock is really as big as that vibrator he gave you. You have to tell me, if you find out it is.”

		Carol’s mouth dropped open once again. She stared at Gerald as if she had just found out that her husband was from another planet.

		“It’s called being a ‘hotwife’, all one word. Look it up on Google, if you don’t believe me. I think we should try it; sounds fun to me,” he said simply. “Now, I really have to go, pet.”

		He vanished down the hallway, rolling his heavy suitcase behind him. Carol just stood, watching him go, wondering again if he was serious!

		

		****

		

		“Holy God, people actually do this?” She gasped the question out loud, staring in disbelief at the computer monitor.

		She was on Google, as Gerald had suggest, examining the entries under the word “hotwife”. The Urban Dictionary defined the term as a woman who has the freedom and the inclination to have sex with other men as well as with her husband, with his full knowledge and permission!

		Glancing at the clock at the bottom of the computer screen she saw that it was just past eleven in the morning. Gerald’s plane was in the air to Seattle by now, where he would layover before boarding yet another flight for Boise, Idaho.

		She referred briefly to the print out he had left of his travel schedule for this week and saw that he would be arriving in Boise by four o’clock this afternoon. That meant he would probably be settled into his room at the Grove Hotel, in downtown Boise, by five or so.

		“I’m going to call him, as soon as he checks in,” she said aloud, her voice tinged with resolve and disapproval.

		The nerve of that man, springing something like this on me just as he was leaving town! Become a “hotwife” with young Skip and tell me all about it when I get home—indeed.

		Carol got up and went back into the master bedroom. She intended to shower and get dressed, then fix herself some lunch and run some errands.

		I’ll be back at the house in plenty of time to confront my husband late this afternoon; become a “hotwife”, my foot!

		

		****

		

		The errands took much longer than she had anticipated. Everything today seemed to be taking much longer than she had planned.

		One thing that slowed her down was the way her mind tended to fill itself with images of hot young Skip and her in bed together. She found herself daydreaming about him as she got undressed and showered before leaving the house that morning.

		So much so, that she used lots of soap on her clit, lingering over it. Carol had one very nice orgasm, leaning back against the shower tiles, fantasizing idly about Skip and his long, thick cock, and how much she might enjoy playing with it!

		In the grocery store as well, she found her attention wandering. In the vegetable aisle, she stared at the long, fat cucumbers for an inordinate amount of time, thinking once again of massive penises.

		And she had taken way more time than she’d intended to spend at Macy’s. She had meant to just pop in and have a look at the tops--which they had on sale starting today at a forty percent discount--she instead found herself lingering in the lingerie section, eyeing some very scanty outfits that were more lace and sheer fabric than anything substantial.

		You could see right through them! She found herself wondered if Skip would like them on her, instead of picturing Gerald ogling her long body draped in the barely-there outfits as she usually did when shopping for such items.

		What was worse was that the lingerie wasn’t on sale but she bought two of the daring costumes anyway; a red one and a black one. The red one was so sheer that it would be, for all intents and purposes, invisible on her naked body!

		She also bought four of the discounted tops, plus two pairs of designer jeans. All in all, she spent close to seven-hundred dollars in Macy’s, after promising herself that she would buy only the tops, which were on sale!

		Carol shook her long blonde hair as she drove. What had gotten into her…fantasizing all day long about hot sexual liaisons with a man young enough to…?

		Well, he’s not really young enough to be my son or anything. But he is nearly a full decade my junior.

		She stopped by the cleaners on the way home and picked up several of Gerald’s suits and sport coats, plus a few dresses and a blazer which belonged to her. It was already after five-thirty by the time she got home.

		After unloading the car, getting the groceries all put away, and hanging the laundry up in the closet, it was almost six in the evening. She sighed and went and fixed herself a pre-dinner drink before she called Gerald at his hotel to have it out with him.

		“Hotwife…me a hotwife,” she muttered, gulping down the first Canadian whiskey and water quickly, before fixing herself an even stronger second drink.

		She went into the bedroom and took out her cell phone and dialed the number of the Grove Hotel in Boise, which she had written down earlier. Lying back on the bed, she fluffed the pillows along the headboard behind her and listened as the phone rang.

		“Gerald Findley’s room, please,” she requested when the desk finally answered.

		Gerald picked up the phone on the second ring. His voice sounded tentative as he asked, “How are you, Carol, my dear?”

		“I’m fine…as fine as can be expected, that is…in light of the things you said to me as you lit out of here this morning,” she answered him coolly.

		There were several seconds of uneasy silence between them. At last, he asked, “Did you do what I suggested; did you look up the term ‘hotwife’ on Google?”

		“I did,” Carol answered noncommittally.

		Again, silence descended between them. She felt her anger rising and blurted at last, “Why did you have me do that? Do you really want me to cheat on you with another man; with…Skip, for example?”

		His voice sounded evasive when he answered, as though he was ashamed of what he was admitting to her, “I can’t explain it. I just think it sounds hot, the idea of you being with another guy, in bed. It’s been a fantasy of mine for forever, but I’ve been too uptight to mention it you before now.”

		Carol couldn’t have been more surprised if he’d have announced that he wanted to go to bed with another man! As a matter of fact--now that she thought about it--that probably would have been easier to handle.

		“But I…I have no desire to do that,” she said curtly.

		He thought about his reply for a moment, and then said, “Oh, you mean you were thinking only of me when you watched those five films the kid gave you, using that big vibrator on yourself?”

		She sat back, stunned by that argument, and took a big sip of her drink. It was true; she had fantasized about being the girl in each movie as she had watched it. She hadn’t really thought about Gerald even once!

		“That’s different,” she blurted, suddenly feeling very defensive. “I was fantasizing when I watched those things. It wasn’t real!”

		“Well, if you fucked young Skip, I suppose it would be real enough,” Gerald surprised her yet again by saying. “But it would be my fantasy come to life as you told me all about it, later, while I was fucking you!”

		A huge thrill shot through her as she imagined that. Laying in this very bed, recounting what a bad girl she’d been with Skip while Gerald made love to her!

		“It…it probably wouldn’t work out that way,” she protested, stalling for time, not even bothering to comment on his use of some extremely rough language just now. “I bet instead of turned on, you’d be as jealous as you could be. You’d probably ask me for a divorce, if I ever did anything like that!”

		Gerald laughed and said, “I’m willing to try it, just this once, to see. How about you, kitten, wouldn’t you like get down and dirty with a gorgeous young hunk, no strings attached?”

		Carol surprised herself by actually considering that for a moment. It was undeniably true that Skip was devilishly handsome, a flirt, and a bit of a rogue.

		Delicious little shudders of forbidden lust rippled through her as she thought about actually doing what her husband was suggesting. God that would be so hot!

		Memories of last week flashed through her mind. She had come so hard, playing with that vibrator and watching those nasty movies, imagining herself in the title roll of the gangbang movie, sucking all of those thick cocks, being penetrated again and again by all of that hard flesh…

		“Listen, I have to go out and buy myself some dinner now,” Gerald was saying. “You do what you want. Just rest assured that whatever you decide to do will be okay with me, no matter how naughty it turns out to be!”

		Abruptly, the line went dead. Carol stared at her cell phone. She was tempted to call Gerald right back, but she didn’t.

		Instead, she finished her drink and got up off the bed to make another one. She had to think about this. It was all so sudden, so out of the ordinary.

		In moments, she found herself standing in the rec room, making another cocktail, thinking about what she wanted to do. She took a sip of the strong new drink and returned to the bedroom.

		Maybe I should call Skip, she thought to herself, gulping down more of the whiskey. After all, Gerald gave me permission to do just that. He practically dared me to do it!

		She thought about doing it, just fishing the card out of the bag and giving young Skip a call, to see how he was doing. He’d be really surprised to hear from her, she bet.

		“He never in a million years expected me to actually call him,” she whispered aloud.

		Perhaps I will, just for giggles, she told herself. I wonder what he’d say if I did do that?

		A sly smile played over her pretty face as she contemplated that scenario. She took another big sip of whiskey and noticed that her glass was somehow empty again.

		“I should slow down,” she admonished herself aloud, “I’m drinking way too much, way too fast again tonight!”

		She looked over at the clock and saw that it was now six-thirty. Carol got up and went into the rec room, to make herself a fresh cocktail…

		

		****

		

		Jesus, how did it get to be seven-thirty already?

		Carol asked herself the question as she shuffled into the rec room once more. She knew she should eat something, but she stopped briefly to make another cocktail on her way into the kitchen.

		Sipping it slowly, she warmed up some leftover chicken and rice casserole and made herself a small salad to go along with it. The whiskey ran out just as the timer on the microwave dinged and she finished making the salad.

		“Wine is probably not a good idea,” she chided herself aloud, sounding somewhat drunk—even to her--as she got the half empty fifth of Chablis out of the refrigerator and poured herself a big glassful. “But what’s dinner without a glass of wine to accompany it?”

		She sat at the kitchen counter, on a stool, and ate the casserole and the salad, finishing off the wine in the bottle as she did so. Her head was spinning slightly as she looked up at the kitchen clock and saw that it was nearly eight, but she decided that she felt great.

		I’ve got a bit of a buzz on, it’s true, she acknowledged, but what’s wrong with that? It’s not as if I’m going anywhere tonight.

		She washed off the plate and the salad bowl and left them in the sink, along with the wineglass. On her way back into the rec room, she had a thought: unless Skip wants to go somewhere tonight. I’d be amenable to that…I could meet him somewhere, I guess…

		Making herself yet another whiskey and water on the rocks, she went into the bedroom and fumbled through the black plastic bag until she found his business card. She took a big belt of the fresh drink and dialed his cell number on the house line before she could chicken out.

		He answered on the third ring, saying warily, “I don’t recognize this number or the name; who is this?”

		Panic seized her. She waited long seconds before working up the courage to answer, blurting, “This is Carol. I met you last week at the shop. You were kind enough to give me a couple of …items.”

		“Hey, I certainly remember you,” his voice got friendlier, more intimate all of a sudden. “You were the tall, gorgeous blonde lady who was buying a naughty present for one of her friends, right?”

		Carol sat down on the bed, her heart pounding. She asked herself, what do I do now?

		“Yes, that’s me,” she said at last. “I don’t know about the gorgeous part but I am tall and blonde alright.”

		“Oh, trust me on that,” Skip said smoothly, “you are nothing if not gorgeous.”

		He waited a beat and then asked, “What are you doing tonight, Carol? Do you want to get together, maybe have a drink and go out dancing with me?”

		She laughed softly at the thought of that. Carol hadn’t been out dancing in years, since before Gerald and she got married.

		“No, I don’t think so,” she said into the phone. “I think I’m a bit too old for that, Skip.”

		“Nonsense, you’re hot,” he insisted. “And I bet you’re a great dancer. How about I pick you up at nine or so?”

		Carol felt another huge thrill shoot through her half-drunken body. She had enjoyed going dancing...‘back in the day’, as everyone said nowadays.

		“I don’t have anything appropriate to wear, I’m sure,” she protested, stalling for time to think this over some more.

		“Have you got a pair of tight jeans, ones that fit that long, tall, curvy body of yours like a glove?”

		She thought a minute and decided that she did have such a pair of jeans. But she didn’t answer him right away.

		He waited a few more seconds and then added, “Put them on, along with a tight top of some kind, and I’ll come by to get you at nine, okay?”

		Before she could answer, he spoke once more, saying, “Oh, and don’t bother with a bra this evening. I want to see those big knockers of yours bouncing around when we’re out on the dance floor together.”

		A fit of giggles overtook her as she imagined herself doing that, but again, she said nothing. He took that as acquiescence on her part and said, “I’ll see you at nine.”

		“Wait,” she blurted, all in a panic over her impromptu ‘date’ with a boy so young, “you don’t even know where I live.”

		“Yes, I do,” he answered smugly. “This is a landline, from your house, I’m guessing. I’ll just look your number up on the reverse directory on my smart phone. See you at nine.”

		The line suddenly went dead and she found herself listening to the dial tone.

		“Damn it, can he really do that?” She asked herself aloud, woefully ignorant of smart phone technology; her own cell phone was five years old and you had to flip it open to use it.

		She went over to the closet and began to scrounge through it looking for her jeans, just in case it turned out that he could do that!

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		Dancing The Night Away

		

		A brand new red Jaguar convertible pulled into the driveway of her house just at nine. Carol, who had been watching anxiously from the front window, finished her drink and set the empty glass down on the coffee table, her heart pounding with forbidden excitement over what she was about to do.

		She had on a pair of scandalously tight blue jeans that had shrunk in the wash a few months ago and which now fit her long body so snugly she had been intending to donate them to charity. She also wore a blue and green, long-sleeved blouse. The top fit her almost as tightly as the jeans did and—as per her handsome “date’s” request—she had no bra on underneath it!

		I never leave the house like this, braless, she reminded herself as she watched tall, lithe young Skip get out of the flashy convertible and saunter up the driveway.

		It felt so daring to have her large breasts free to jiggle around like this, and so unlike her!

		Skip took the front steps two at a time and rang the bell. Another huge, electric thrill shot through her, along with the knowledge that what she was about to do was…wrong! It as just wrong for her, a married woman, to go out with him at all, let alone dressed like this.

		“Oh, my sweet fucking Jesus,” she cursed under breath, “should I do this or not? I could always pretend I’m not home!”

		The front doorbell rang again, insistently. Drawing in a deep breath, she snatched up her cardigan sweater and her purse and crossed the living room to answer it.

		“God, you’re even more beautiful than I remembered,” he greeted her with a confident smile as she opened the door.

		And you’re even more handsome than I remembered, she thought, her eyes hungrily taking in the tall, muscular young man standing on her front porch, dressed so nicely in a tan sport coat and dark, chocolate-brown slacks. He also wore a tight, brown and white knit shirt, which showed off his strong upper-body and nice pecs, under the open coat.

		“Shall we go?” He asked the question as he presented his arm for her to take. “I’m guessing it was the late nineties or early two-thousands when you started high school, so I’m taking you to a place that specializes in playing retro music tonight.”

		She took his offered arm. After setting the alarm and locking the front door, Carol dropped her keys into her purse and off they went down the walkway, arm in arm.

		“This is some car, for a young pup like you to be driving,” she commented wryly as she got in.

		He shut the door and hurried around to the driver’s side as she took a scarf out from her purse and tied it over her hair. The top was down on this warm, early-September night and she knew it would be breezy, riding in the open convertible.

		“Porn pays well,” he said with a grin as he got in next to her and fastened his seat belt. “The shops are like money magnets.”

		He took the surface streets down to Santa Monica Boulevard, and then pulled the Jag over to the curb and put the top up just before getting on the Four-Oh-Five Freeway and heading south. Once on the freeway, the big car purred along as Skip wove in and out of traffic keeping the speedometer hovering at just under eighty.

		“Where are we going?” She asked him.

		“The place I’m taking you to is near where I live, in Marina Del Rey,” he told her. “Like I said, it’s a dance club where they specialize in playing only retro tunes. It’s called Memories.”

		Carol had never heard of it, but then that didn’t surprise her. She and Gerald never went out dancing anymore. They hadn’t done anything like that since they had first started dating, and that had been over seven years ago.

		Skip took the Venice Boulevard exit and hit the city streets once more. Just a few blocks from the off ramp, she saw a blue neon sign which spelled out Memories sitting atop a building that looked to have begun life as a small warehouse. Skip parked the big red Jag directly under a security light in the parking lot around back, got out, and came around to her side of the car, to hold the door open for her.

		“Such a gentleman,” she said teasingly, liking his good manners and feeling more comfortable around this charming, beautiful young man as the seconds ticked by.

		It being a relatively warm night, she elected to leave her sweater in the car as he helped her out of the low-slung car and closed the door, locking it and setting the alarm with his key fob. Keeping her hand in his, he led her around to the front of the club where there was no line on this slow-for-business Monday night.

		Skip paid the cover to a hulking doorman and they went inside. The music of her youth was blaring forth from unseen speakers as he found them a table near the large, half-full dance floor and pulled out a chair for her.

		A bored-looking young girl--who seemed to Carol to be too young to even be in a bar, let alone serving alcohol--came over and took their drink order. She stuck with Canadian on the rocks, with just a splash of water, and he had a dirty martini.

		“So, tell me about yourself,” he said to her, smiling.

		“Oh, there’s not much to tell, really,” she said, returning his smile. “I’m from Indiana originally. I’m twenty-nine, married, and you know where I live. My husband is traveling this week; he’s in Boise, Idaho, tonight and he’s totally aware of this little…‘date’ of ours, by the way.”

		The girl returned with their cocktails and Carol raised hers and took a little sip. She leaned toward him, across the small table and added, “As a matter of fact, it was more his idea than mine. He told me to go ahead and call you, since he was going to be out of town for most of the week.”

		Skip grinned and sampled his martini. “He sounds like a confident guy, to suggest something like that,” he commented.

		“Oh, he is,” she assured him, taking another drink. “My Gerald knows that I love him and that I’m not likely to leave him for some kid, no matter how sexy or great-looking he might be.”

		An even broader grin spread over Skip’s face. He said, “I’m glad to hear you think I’m sexy and handsome.”

		Carol laughed, enjoying flirting with this sure-of-himself, somewhat cocky young man immensely. She hadn’t done anything like this since college, and that seemed like eons ago!

		“Oh, you’re cute alright, and I think you know it,” she said to him. “I bet you’re hell-on-wheels with the college girls.”

		“I do okay, at USC, where I attend classes. I’m a junior this year.”

		“A junior, are you? That makes you barely twenty-one, unless you flunked a grade or skipped one along the way,” she guessed cannily.

		“I’m old enough to get into this place,” he countered, still grinning confidently, “and I’m old enough to interest a stunning woman like you in going out dancing with me.”

		Carol liked the fact that a real honey such as Skip thought of her as …“stunning”. But she didn’t tell him that.

		“Maybe the reason I’m going out with you is that I’m just curious as to why a handsome young guy like you wants to date an old married lady like me in the first place,” she said instead, taking another sip of her whiskey.

		“That’s easy,” he replied smoothly, “have you looked at yourself in the mirror lately, Carol? You’re gorgeous…and very sexy.”

		The line hung between them for long seconds. Carol was extremely pleased to hear that a hunky guy like Skip was so taken by the way she looked, at almost thirty, but she was still very nervous about being here like this, with him, out on what amounted to a…“date”.

		“Do you want to dance?” She asked him the question more for something to say than any real desire to get out on the big floor with him. “After all, that’s supposedly what we came here for.”

		“That, and for this,” he whispered, reaching over and taking the cocktail glass from her fingers and setting it on the table next to his as he got up and came around to her side of the table.

		She got to her feet as well and, instead of leading her out onto the dance floor, he unexpectedly swept her into his arms. Their lips met and Carol closed her eyes and just let the kiss happen. When his tongue tapped against her lips, demanding admission, she parted them and let him inside.

		Everything she thought she knew about herself seemed to fall away in that instant!

		This boy’s lips were soft, yet hungry for hers. She felt his passion, his animal need for her body clearly as they shared this kiss, and her response shocked her.

		God, but I want him! She realized incredulously. My…my pussy is so wet, and my nipples are standing out all the way underneath this tight blouse. Everyone in this club must be able to see how attracted I am to this handsome boy, even as dimly as this place is lit!

		Her hands seemed to have taken on a life of their own, stealing up to caress his dark hair as the forbidden kiss lingered on and on. Carol felt her breath growing short; she found her lungs to be starved for oxygen, but she didn’t want this magical moment to end—ever!

		Skip apparently was having his own trouble breathing, too. He broke off the torrid kiss abruptly, gasping for air.

		“Goddamn, but you’re hot!” He panted, looking deeply into her blue eyes with his sexy brown ones. “I knew you would be, somehow…but…wow, Carol; you take my breath away!”

		She was too overcome to say anything in response. She wanted more of his lips, more of that devilishly teasing tongue of his…more of everything.

		I’m not like this, Carol admonished herself, and I don’t cheat on my husband. At least, I never did before. I never wanted to…until now.

		What was different about this evening? Why did she feel so drawn to Skip and his hot, hunky young body?

		Was it because Gerald knew all about this date, that he had all but condoned it? She didn’t know, all she knew was she wanted this gorgeous boy as much as she had ever wanted anything in her entire life!

		I’d better get hold of myself; she admonished herself sternly, staring into his dreamy brown eyes; in real danger of getting lost in them, before I do something I’ll regret!

		“Let’s dance!” She blurted out the invitation, taking both his hands and tugging him toward the nearby floor, anxious to break whatever spell he seemed to be weaving about her.

		“Okay, beautiful, you’re on,” he rasped, following her out onto the dance floor’s tile surface.

		As they reached the edge of dance floor, the fast song that had been playing ended and a new one, a romantic ballad, replaced it. He put his arms around her and drew her in tightly against his chest.

		Oh, God, this is worse than him holding me just now; much worse!

		Suddenly, her cheek was against his; her breasts were crushed up against his hard pecs. She felt herself getting even wetter, and knew he could feel the pebbly nubs of her very erect nipples digging into his chest as she pressed her braless breasts against him and they began to shuffle their feet in time with the music.

		“God, you’re so nice to hold,” he breathed heavily, slipping his index finger under her chin, bringing her head up a little.

		He bent and kissed her again, and Carol felt her breasts jerk in unison against his chest, and knew he felt it, too. She moaned and opened her mouth for his questing tongue with no hesitation at all this time, reveling in the feel of it touching hers, caressing it as they kissed and moved about the floor.

		Carol was operating on automatic pilot by now. She pressed her big chest tighter onto his and ground her nipples against his shirt. He slid his hands down onto her ass cheeks, taking one in each big palm and squeezing them, and she made no effort to stop him.

		She felt his big cock get hard against the crotch of her tight jeans and wished for a crazy moment that it was inside her, instead of separated from her by his slacks and the denim of her pants. At that second, she knew she was going to go to end up in bed with Skip before the night was done.

		Oh, God, I want to, she admitted to herself for the first time, I want to feel him…fucking me!

		He gasped as she began to all but devour him out on the dance floor. She sucked at his tongue as though it was a stiff cock and she was dying to taste its hot load, to swallow all of that steamy, thick goo for him while he watched!

		The song ended and a faster one started. He reluctantly let her slide from his embrace, their eyes never leaving one another.

		Carol began to shimmy and shake for him, really tossing her unfettered breasts around under the tight blouse. A sly, seductive smile crept onto her lips as she wriggled her ass all around while he watched.

		“Goddamn, but you’re insanely hot!” He mimed, his voice lost in the loud music, but she understood him just fine.

		He began to strut his stuff as well and she quickly found that he was a great dancer. They moved together across the floor, shaking their booties in perfect accord with one another, as if they’d been dancing together all their lives.

		She was in seventh heaven, she had to admit. All her life, she had always loved to dance, but Gerald wasn’t much on the dance floor, so they didn’t go out dancing at all.

		Skip, on the other hand, was fantastic, so lithe and light on his feet. He quickly copied every move she threw at him, and her smile grew deeper.

		The song ended and he moved in closer to her, and whispered, “What do you say we have another drink, and get to know each other a little better?”

		Carol nodded and he took her hand and led her over to their table. When she started to sit back down, he put a hand on her shoulder and suggested, “Let’s move over to that booth, instead. It’ll be more private.”

		Wordlessly, she picked up her purse and followed him. The booth in question was also right on the dance floor, but it was much darker than the table out in the middle of the room had been.

		They slid into it and his arm snaked its way around her shoulders instantly. The same girl came over and took their order for another round.

		As soon as she was gone, he leaned over and kissed her again. Instead of resisting, she scooted in as close to him as she could get and put her arms around his neck as they made out like two high school kids.

		He’s so yummy, she thought to herself, God, he’s so hot to kiss and suck tongue with!

		The new round of drinks arrived and they didn’t even stop to acknowledge them. The girl just sat them on the table and left them to their impassioned make out session.

		When they finally broke apart a full minute and a half later, both were panting for breath once more and somewhat glassy-eyed. Carol reached for her drink and all but drained it in three big gulps.

		She was on fire for this boy, there was no denying that! Her pussy was so wet, it was downright embarrassing. And her nipples were jutting outward like a pair of brand new pencil erasers.

		I don’t give a damn, she thought defiantly, setting her empty glass back on the table, her eyes still drinking him in. I don’t care if he knows I want to…to fuck him. I want him to know!

		He finished his new drink almost as quickly as she had. Smiling down at her two prominently displayed nipples, he said, “Let’s have another one, and then hit the floor again, what do you say?”

		“Yes, I’d love that,” she replied, meeting his bold smile with one of her own, no longer the least bit ashamed of her hard nubs or his obvious interest in them.

		The cocktail waitress came back and picked up their empties and went to fetch them a new round. They just sat staring at each other, goofy smiles on their lips, their hands touching on the table top.

		Just before the new round arrived, he leaned in close and whispered in her ear, “Let’s dance some more, and then let’s go back to my place for a little nightcap. What do you say to that, gorgeous?”

		“I’d love to,” she murmured her heart pounding so hard it was threatening to jump right out her chest. “As a matter of fact…I’ve decided I’d like to spend the night with you…in your bed.”

		He sat back, surprised by her candor, grinning at his good luck. He nodded, “I’d love that, too.”

		The two drinks arrived and they took them and toasted one another. Clicking rims, they drained them and got up to dance.

		

		****

		

		It was after one in the morning. The two of them floated around the nearly deserted dance floor, her head resting on his shoulder.

		Carol had lost count of the number of drinks she had consumed, the dances they had shared. She just knew that this was one of the most memorable nights of her life, and that she had enjoyed every second of it so far.

		She was drunk, she knew that, too. And she was happy. God, but she was happy!

		“Let’s get out of here,” he whispered in her ear just then.

		Looking up at him as they danced their way into a small spotlight, she saw once again how handsome, how young he was. Before she could tell herself that he was too young for her, he bent and kissed her once more and all thoughts of denying her desire for him seemed to float away, like the notes of music surrounding them.

		He settled their bar tab with his credit card and guided her out to his Jag. They got in and he headed over toward Venice Avenue once more. They turned onto that street and followed it nearly to the ocean, and then he swung the Jag into a residential area.

		Skip stopped the car in front of a gated community; hit his remote, and the wrought iron gate rolled open. He pulled up before a Spanish-style two-story condo with a two-car garage. Pressing the other small remote on the top of his sun visor, he waited until the left door rolled up and they drove inside.

		The other stall was empty. Skip looked over at it with a smile and explained, “I have a roommate, by the name of Jeff, but he’s rarely here. He has a girlfriend, Tatiana, and he spends most nights over at her place.”

		“So, we have the house to ourselves?” Carol’s voice was quiet, tinged with nervousness, now that she was actually here, at his place and…committed to spending what was left of the night in his bed.

		“We sure do, beautiful; come on in, and let me show you around.”

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		Skip’s Place

		

		“May I offer you another cocktail?”

		She looked at him and shook her head. “I think I’ve already had plenty to drink.”

		Stepping closer, he took her in his arms once more. Just before their lips met, he whispered, “Me, too, all I want right now is you.”

		The kiss lasted a long time. Carol felt her nipples going hard against his chest once more as his tongue teased hers.

		I’m so wet, she told herself truthfully, unashamedly, as she shivered from sheer arousal in his arms.

		His cock felt stiff against her jeans again. She loved how long and thick it felt, too, once more imagining it deep inside her as they kissed.

		He stopped hugging her to his body briefly, so that he could shrug out of his sport coat and let it fall to the floor. His arms pulled her in tighter and she sighed with rising bliss.

		He said when he finally broke off this kiss, “Let’s go upstairs, why don’t we?”

		Skip breathed the invitation softly, almost panting with desire. “That’s where my bedroom is.”

		Wordlessly, she put her purse and her sweater on the coffee table, and let him take her by the right hand. He led her over to the staircase, where they climbed the carpeted risers together, soon reaching the top floor.

		“This way, it’s this one,” he said as he guided her through the open door and closed it behind them.

		The bed was a king, nicely made up, with a burgundy, crushed-velvet bedspread and matching throw covers, the big pillows spread out all along the ornately carved headboard. The room itself was neatly picked up, for a college kid’s place, with everything put away and no clothes lying about on the carpet; nor were there any stereotypical, unsightly rows of old, empty booze bottles lining the dresser.

		“You know how to pick up after yourself,” she complimented him, looking around; “I’m impressed.”

		“Three times a week maid service,” he admitted with a smirk. “Without them, I’m somewhat of a slob, I admit it. They were just here today.”

		“Rich boy,” she teased him, putting her arms back around his neck.

		“Let’s get these clothes off, shall we?” He asked the question just before their lips met again and a tremor of excitement rippled through her.

		During this kiss, his hands were all over her body, squeezing her big breasts through her top, kneading her ass cheeks, running up and down her back. He pulled her blouse out of her jeans and ran those hands over her once again, only this time they were able to slip quickly underneath the fabric of her top, stroking her back’s bare skin.

		An electric thrill coursed through her as he touched her naked skin in this intimate way for the first time. She felt her pussy contract, as her breasts clenched against his chest.

		He clearly felt that, too, moving his hands around to her front, leaning back a bit so that he could fumble with her buttons, undoing all of them as they continued the kiss. When he had the last one undone, he threw the two halves of the blouse open wide and pressed her naked breasts against his shirt front.

		She made no move to stop him, when seconds later, he stripped the blouse from her shoulders and pushed it downward, over her arms, until it floated down onto the carpet behind her. Now naked to the waist, she cuddled against him, her bare arms twining themselves around his neck once more, as she kissed him even more passionately than she had before.

		After another minute had passed, Skip backed away abruptly, breaking off the kiss, and staring down at her naked chest. He grinned and said, “God, what a great set of knockers you have, lady! I knew they’d be big, but they’re so pretty…so sexy!”

		She shivered as he let go of her and instead took a very erect nipple in each hand and began to roll them gently between his fingertips. A shockwave of sensation flowed down her spine and into her untouched clit, and she was forced to close her eyes for a moment, it felt so good.

		“Oh, man, these are so fine,” he sighed, letting go of her sensitive nubs for a second so that he could squeeze her whole breasts once again.

		Carol’s eyes rolled back into her head as the exquisite thrills pulsing through her chest mounted in intensity. She found herself all but begging, her voice hoarse with passion, “Kiss them for me. Suck my hot nipples!”

		He surprised her by not complying right away. Instead, he undid her jeans and hooked both thumbs in them and inside her panties as well, easing the tight garments downward, baring her butt and her mons in one smooth motion.

		“Fuck, what a pretty little pussy,” he breathed, staring raptly at her wet slit as it lay nestled in the middle of her lush blonde pelt.

		He forced the pants all the way down her legs and helped her step out of them as she kicked out of her shoes at the same time. She stood before him, clad now only in a pair of tiny ped socks.

		“Jesus, but you’re something,” he murmured, as he eased her down onto the nearby bed, stripping off the socks, leaving her utterly nude.

		She stared up at him, trembling with nervousness at being naked with this almost total stranger, as he straightened back up and yanked off his knit shirt and frantically got out of his slacks and shoes. Doffing his boxers, he bent at the waist once more and quickly removed his socks.

		“Oh, my God, it’s huge!” She gasped the words aloud as he again straightened back up and she beheld his erect cock for the first time.

		The thing was even thicker than Gerald’s fat member and on first glance; it looked to be almost twice as long! As Skip knelt down next to her on the bed, she realized with relief that his cock was only a few inches longer than the one she was used to: it wasn’t really double in size.

		But its still way bigger, she told herself. It is almost the same size as the vibrator he gave me!

		“Would you suck it a little for me?” He asked the question almost shyly; as if he was afraid she’d turn him down.

		“I don’t know that I can,” she said, glancing up at him with a bashful smile. “It’s a lot bigger than my husband’s…longer and slightly thicker, too.”

		He grinned at her and flopped down beside her on the bed, saying, “Tell me about him; I’m curious. Does he really know you’re here, with me tonight?”

		Skip’s massive cock was right up against her belly. The big head was actually touching her skin, and it felt so warm, so sexy!

		Taking the shaft tentatively in her hand, she made a fist and encircled it, her fingers not quite touching as she wrapped them around the huge stalk of male muscle, and idly began to smear his leaking pre-come against her skin. God, it felt so naughty, to be touching him like this!

		She looked up from toying with her new plaything and realized he was waiting for her to tell him about Gerald. Carol cleared her throat and began with a question. She asked him, “Do you know what a ‘hotwife’ is?”

		“Yeah, I do. It’s a wife who screws around with whomever she pleases, then runs home and tells her husband all about it.”

		“My husband, Gerald, wants me to become one of those,” she admitted, feeling his cock jerk slightly in her fist. “He thinks it would be…fun…for both of us.”

		“I can see what you’d get out of an arrangement like that,” he laughed softly, looking down at his prick in her hand as he spoke. “But I guess I don’t really understand why a guy would want to share a woman who looks the way you do with other guys.”

		The two of them stared at one another for long moments. Carol had to admit--she was feeling more comfortable, naked and in this bed, with Skip’s monster cock in her hand, as each second raced past.

		“Maybe he wants those other guys to realize what a honey he’s managed to land,” Skip mused thoughtfully, bringing his left hand up to her breasts, teasing her jutting nipples absently, just the way she was playing with his hard on.

		“Maybe that’s part of it,” she answered, subtly pushing her chest out. His fingers felt like heaven on her tits; her nipples were throbbing with excitement more than ever as she stroked his cock.

		All at once she broke into a big smile as she asked, “Do you really think I’m a…’honey’?”

		He grinned broadly and slipped his left hand from her breasts over her back, drawing her in closer as she whispered, “Fuck, yes, like I keep telling you, you’re gorgeous!”

		Carol leaned into him and kissed him eagerly. Her pussy was so wet, and his cock was so hard, and his tongue was felt so exciting inside her mouth!

		Almost before she knew it, she was breaking off the kiss breathlessly, only to bestow a flurry of sloppy, wet kisses on his neck, his upper chest as she slid downward. She paused at his manly nipples and licked them, copying a move she’d seen one of the porn actresses make in one of the movies she’d watched.

		Skip groaned and pressed her head in tighter, his hand grabbing at her long blonde hair. She lapped at the pebbly surfaces as she kissed them both hungrily. She’d never done this to a man’s chest before and she was finding it to be a huge turn on!

		“Oh, man, that’s it,” Skip sighed contentedly. “Suck ‘em; suck my nipples before you suck my cock!”

		Carol made an excited little growling noise and gobbled them up, her fist still moving gently up and down his cock as she did so. Skip had more hair on his chest than Gerald did, but she found that thrilling as well. It was great fun, finding the tiny nubs amid all that thick, black, curly hair and lavishing her oral attention on them.

		“Oh, fuck, baby, do it now,” he pleaded after another minute’s worth of her sucking and licking. “Suck my cock, please.”

		Beside herself with arousal, Carol moved downward obediently, kissing her way down his furry, flat belly until she reached his navel. She didn’t know what made her do it, but she pushed just the tip of her tongue into the small depression and tickled it as she kissed it.

		“Oh, Jesus, Jesus, but you’re a sexy bitch!” Skip sighed, running his fingers all through her hair as she started kissing her way downward once more.

		This is it, she realized as her mouth came even with his cock head, the shaft of his huge dick still held tightly in her fist, the moment of truth. Can I really do this?

		She didn’t have long to agonize over whether or not she could. Skip pushed outward with his hips and pulled her head in tight at the same moment.

		“Lick it, suck it,” he commanded.

		She did.

		Carol’s tongue came out to touch the hot flesh of his cock head for the first time and she realized she was all but lost--she loved it! She loved the way it felt, so smooth and warm and forbidden against her tongue. She loved the way it tasted, too; so manly and just slightly different than the way Gerald’s did!

		Her lips enveloped the thick knob slowly, her tongue never ceasing its obscene caress of the warm, slippery surface. Soon, all of the bulbous head was in her mouth, plus a few inches of the staff.

		“Oh, yeah,” Skip said, looking down at her, his brown eyes alight with passion. “There’s nothing like the sight of a beautiful woman slipping you into her mouth for the first time!”

		Something snapped inside of Carol as he said that and she plunged her mouth downward, swallowing as much of Skip’s cock as she could manage. She felt his prick knob right at her gag point, and slowly moved her mouth back upward, licking the delicious cylinder of hard muscle as she went.

		“That’s the way to blow me,” he whispered encouragingly. “God, you’re hot little cocksucker, aren’t you, Carol?”

		I am, she thought excitedly, toying with his large nut sac with just her fingernails as she sucked him, that’s what I am exactly—a hot little cocksucker for this beautiful boy’s pretty dick!

		Again and again, her mouth moved up and down on him. She took in a little more of his cock with each pass, until she was managing to get three-quarters of his at least nine inch dick in her mouth and throat, her tongue going crazy on his hot surface at the same time.

		Wait a minute, she thought, Gerald’s is a little longer than six inches, and I manage to get all of it inside my mouth whenever I suck him. I bet I can do better than this, if I really put my mind to it!

		Remembering the lessons she’d learned from watching all of those porn videos, she tilted her head back, like some sort of circus sword-sallower—just the way she’d seen the girls in those blue movies do it—and managed to take in more of him without gagging. She pressed her lips forward on the next downward pass and inhaled nearly all of him!

		“Oh, you hot little cunt…you know how to deep-throat a dick,” Skip whispered in amazement. “I’d have never thought it of a girl as prim and proper as you!”

		Deep-throating his big cock…that’s what I’m doing! Carol thought, thrilled. God, but this is fun! I just love being a bad girl!

		She went slightly berserk on his prick after that realization. Carol gobbled it up feverishly; she just couldn’t seem to get enough of it!

		All at once, she felt the gentle pressure of his palm against her forehead, halting her frantic head motion in mid-suck, and he sighed, “I really want to fuck you, Carol. I’ll let you give me a complete blowjob later, if you want, but right now, I want to fuck that hot little pussy of yours.”

		He turned her onto her back and got in between her legs. She lay there beneath him, chest heaving as she caught her breath, a glassy look in her eyes.

		Dear God, I was so…into it, she marveled, I really loved sucking his big cock!

		He mashed that huge dick head into her clit at that moment and Carol bucked involuntarily up off the bed. A mammoth wave of pre-come spasms engulfed her and she felt her pussy lips open and close.

		“Fuck me,” she demanded in a shaky voice. “Oh, God, shove that gigantic cock of yours into me and fuck me with it!”

		Skip did just that. Slowly, he pierced her slick opening. The hard, hot knob of flesh slid slowly down into her depths, followed by more thick, stoney male flesh than she knew exited until this moment.

		Oh, fuck, it’s stretching me open so wide! She whipped her head from side to side as she had the thought, but the long, thick staff just kept on coming!

		“Ugh! Oh, man, that’s all of it,” he gasped a few moments later as she felt his nut sac press against her butt cheeks. “God, sweetie, you’re so tight!”

		She felt pinned to the mattress by the enormous cock…but she realized that it didn’t really hurt! On the contrary, it was beginning to feel wonderful, driven so deep inside of her.

		He leaned down and kissed her just then, and a flood of excitement washed over her. She was doing it! She was actually fucking Skip and his huge cock; she was taking every last inch of it…and loving it!”

		His hips started to move in and out slowly and Carol thought she would lose her mind, it felt so great. Mewling and rubbing her big tits up against his hairy chest, she clung to him and kissed him back, illicit desire running wild throughout her adulterous body!

		God, this so hot, she thought. Gerald was so right…this being a hotwife is incredible!

		Skip let her get used to his size and girth for a few more strokes, and then he really began to fuck her. She gasped and hung on, as the big cock tore in and out of her pussy.

		It was a marvelous feeling! Being filled to the brim like this on every down-stroke--just like the few times when she had pushed the long vibrator into herself fully, as she was orgasming while she watched those dirty movies—this was sensational!

		“Oh, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” she gasped, pulling her mouth from his and panting for breath. “Oh, God, fuck me hard and make me come!”

		Skip grinned down at her and did as she asked. His cock flew up and down, reaming her tight pussy, slamming in and out of her like a piston flying up and down in a cylinder which had been machined to fit it perfectly.

		Her clit was on fire. Any second now, she was going to…

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” She suddenly screamed as the biggest orgasm she had ever imagined hurtled down upon her. “I…I’m coming!”

		“Oh, me, too, baby,” Skip gasped as her pussy went crazy around his gliding cock, milking it, squeezing it.

		A gush of something hot and gooey splashed into her, followed by a second, even bigger one. Carol saw stars and gripped his body as tightly as she could, grinding her exploding pussy against him frantically, seeking even more of his hot come.

		She wasn’t disappointed. Skip bellowed like a bull and drove himself into her deep and spewed out jet after jet of spunk.

		God, there’s so much of it! The thought struck her as her own climax raged on and on. He’s flooding me with that hot goo of his…and it feels divine!

		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		Second, Thirds, Fourths

		

		“God, that was incredible,” Carol sighed as Skip finally pulled his deflated cock out of her and rolled off her body.

		He went up onto one elbow on his side and leaned over her. A sexy smile played across his face as he said softly, “No, you were incredible, babe. It’s really true, I guess, what they say about married ladies; they do know how to fuck better than other girls!”

		Carol began to laugh at the sheer absurdity of that statement. At first she giggled, and then she guffawed—a most unlady-like bray of laughter—and finally she dissolved into a helpless fit of titters and snickers that was so frantic it actually brought tears to her eyes.

		Skip looked startled. When she regained her breath, he demanded, “What’s so funny?”

		She grinned up at him and brought a hand up behind his neck, dragging him downward for a kiss. Just before their lips met, she whispered, “You are, you young idiot. I never fucked anyone that well in my whole life before tonight!”

		Their kiss was ruined when he, too, began to laugh. She found his giggles to be contagious and began to chuckle again as well.

		They broke apart, both of them still chortling and laughing. Finally, he was able to pant, “Really…did you mean that?”

		She smiled at him and whispered softly as she ran her fingertips lovingly over his smooth cheek, “God, yes, you were magnificent!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, God it goes in so deep this way,” she sighed, looking back over her shoulder at Skip.

		She was on her hands and knees and he was kneeling on the mattress behind her in the classic “doggie” position. His big cock was as hard as before and it was pushed all the way into her come-filled pussy.

		God, these young guys don’t take any time at all to get ready to do it again!

		“Oh, yes, darling, just like that,” she murmured as he began to fuck her for the second time in fifteen minutes.

		His huge dick felt wonderful inside her, now that she was becoming used to his size. Skip reached around her and took a dangling breast in each hand and squeezed them as he balled her.

		Oh, holy fuck, this is amazing, she thought as he picked up the pace, finding her nipples and toying with them as he fucked her.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, oh, yes, do it!” She urged him onward with a low growl, tinged with utter lust. “Fuck me, fuck me hard again!”

		Skip made a tiny snorting sound and redoubled his efforts. Her whole body shook as he slammed into her again and again, his thighs smacking against hers as he took her as if he owned her!

		Oh, Jesus, this feels so good! She marveled. To just…fuck like this!

		His cock was gliding in and out of her super-slick pussy right over her clit. She whimpered at how nice that felt, her second orgasm of the night not far away.

		God, but this gorgeous kid can fuck! She thought to herself. He’s really fantastic with that huge dick of his!

		“Oh, I’m going to come again,” she sighed less than a minute later, feeling her belly tighten up the way it always did when she was going to orgasm really strongly.

		“Feel free, babe,” he grunted, driving his cock into her again and again, despite her gripping muscles. “The night is still young, and so am I!”

		Oh, fuck, I guess that’s true, she realized, just as the first pulses of orgasm raced through her pussy and up her spine.

		Skip seemed to sense it, and tugged harder at her nipples, increasing her pleasure so much she couldn’t stay silent. Carol threw back her head and screamed, “Oh, fuck, I’m going off again…and it’s such a big one!”

		She shivered as her climax gripped her. Tossing her head from side to side, she mewled and cooed and came so hard, as he continued to fuck her.

		“Oh, God, don’t stop,” she pleaded, her orgasm seeming to go on and on as he continued to plow his long, thick cock into her clasping folds. “Don’t ever stop fucking me!”

		Her young lover gasped, “I won’t, baby; this little pussy is too fine to ever stop fucking it!”

		Carol’s arms were shaking so badly that they finally collapsed under her weight. She went down onto her elbows, raising her hips upward, but Skip stayed right with her, going up a bit higher onto his knees, and kept pounding down into her.

		“Oh, oh, yes,” she moaned mindlessly. “Fuck me, please fuck me some more!”

		He did. The minutes ticked by and he was still ramming that pussy-stretching tool of his into her frantically.

		Jesus, Jesus, this guy is unbelievable, she thought as she felt yet another climax building within her. Doesn’t he ever get tired…isn’t this cock of his ever going shoot off again?

		“Come in me,” she suddenly begged, looking back at him over her shoulder, “Oh, God, I want to feel you come in me again, baby!”

		Skip nodded affirmatively, concentrating on fucking her, really bearing down. He was sweating lightly now. Beads of perspiration stood out on his forehead and across the top of that unbelievably sexy chest of his!

		All at once, his handsome face scowled and he shuddered, hard. “Oh, take it, you hot bitch…take another big load of my come!”

		A fireball of semen shot into her again and Carol started to come right along with him. God, there seemed to be even more this time than the first one!

		“Oh, oh, fuck, there so much,” she panted as it filled her. “Oh, shoot it deep; really give it to me, darling!”

		At least four more big splashes of spunk spattered into her as she moaned and climaxed exquisitely around his sliding hardness. Oh, fuck its good…its so good to come like this!

		

		****

		

		Carol came out of the bathroom. When she had sat down on the toilet to pee, an absolute deluge of Skip’s semen had rained down into the water beneath her. It had taken a full five minutes for her pussy to quit dripping out the thick, heavy white fluid!

		She sauntered over to the bed where Skip lay sprawled out, his head resting against the decorative pillows along the headboard and flopped onto her tummy between his spread legs. With a naughty little grin, she touched his ball sac with her fingernails and said, “Are these empty yet? They must be, judging from the amount of come that just oozed out of me.”

		He laughed and shook his head, saying “No such luck, babe. There’s still a lot more where that came from.”

		Coyly, she stopped teasing his nuts and instead started toying with his floppy dick. She murmured, “How about this big guy…isn’t he all done for the night?”

		“Why don’t you slip him in your mouth again, and see?”

		Ordinarily, Carol would have wrinkled up her nose at the idea of sucking on something that was clearly flaked with dried semen and her own internal juices. But that was a different Carol. That was prissy, prim, little shrinking violet Carol, who would have been too frightened to do any of the things that she had done thus far tonight.

		This was a brand new Carol; “hotwife” Carol. And that brazen bitch didn’t seem afraid to do anything!

		Dipping her head, she began to lick her way up and down the soft cock. She shuddered a little at the taste, and then decided that her pussy juice wasn’t half bad. Skip’s come, even in its dried-out form, was like pure nectar on her tongue!

		He moaned as she slipped his cock head in between her lips and began to suck it. She twirled her tongue around and around it and moved her head forward slowly, devouring his entire, limp prick and sucking noisily on it.

		“Oh, yeah, honey, that’s the way to do it,” he urged her, playing with her long hair. “Suck me until I’m hard enough to fuck that sweet little pussy of yours some more!”

		An illicit thrill shot through her as she imagined that; this long dick hard enough to penetrate her more-than-willing pussy again. She sucked harder, her lips moving up and down the now-clean shaft eagerly.

		As Skip got hard once more, it became more and more difficult to swallow all of him, but Carol gamely tried to keep his whole cock in her mouth and throat. At last, she pulled her lips of him, gasping for breath and grinning up at him.

		“Good try,” he said, grinning back.” You almost got it all that time. I bet you’re able to deep-throat me all the way the next time we get together.”

		“What makes you think there’s going to be a next time?”

		He reached down for her and brought her up to him, their lips meeting. His tongue explored the inside of her mouth once more; he didn’t seem to mind the taste of his own come mingled with her saliva.

		That struck Carol as being hotter than hot! She sucked at his tongue as he easily lifted her up onto his cock and she sank down onto it as they kissed.

		She began to fuck him, her hips rising and falling atop his buried prick. It felt like pure heaven up inside of her once more.

		“Oh, oh, God, you fill me up so much,” she purred as she broke off the kiss and rode him, cuddling into him, showering kisses on his neck and his shoulders.

		He laughed softly, “That’s why I’m sure there’s going to be a next time, baby. You like my big cock way too much to stay away!”

		Oh, damn, he’s probably right, she realized with a start, I love the way it feels inside me too much to not want to do this again and again!

		She pulled her head back and studied him as they fucked. He was really nice looking, she acknowledged. And his dick felt awesome.

		He grinned happily at her and tweaked her nipples as she rode up and down on his shaft. That felt so nice; it made her big tits jerk as one.

		But he’s so damned young! The guilt she felt about that still nagged at her slightly; fucking Skip like this was a bit like balling her little brother—if she’d had a little brother.

		As an only child, Carol had grown up without brothers or sisters. Sometimes she felt cheated by that. But now she was glad she didn’t have any siblings; at least she didn’t have to overcome the “fucking my younger brother” barrier for real.

		“Do you like anal?” He asked her from out of the blue at that moment, letting go of her nipples and instead running his hands over ass cheeks as they bounced up and down atop his cock.

		Carol shook her head that she didn’t and whispered, “No, I don’t do that.”

		“Yet,” he corrected her, teasing her anus with his fingertips, “you should say you don’t do that…yet, angel.”

		“Oh, no, you don’t, you young rogue,” she shot back, with a sly grin of her own, reaching behind her and moving her hand away from her bunghole. “Not so fast. I’m just not into that…I just told you!”

		He laughed again and moved his finger right back to where it had been, pulling her in for another hot kiss…

		

		****

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, oh, God, oh, God, it’s starting to feel so good all of a sudden!” Carol whimpered helplessly. “Why does it feel so good now?”

		Skip had two big fingers clear up her ass while she rode him frantically. His huge cock was still up her pussy, but he had lubed her anus up with a tube of some sort of super-slick sex gel he’d eased out from its hidden location under a nearby pillow as they had kissed.

		She’d made a half-hearted attempt to stop him, but to no avail. And now he was fingering her bottom in time with his big prick’s hot thrusts up into her gushing-wet quim, and her heart was pounding as she mentally relived all of those anal scenes she’d watched while she played with her vibrator and started to come like mad.

		“Oh, baby, are you sure you won’t let me slip it up there, and fuck your beautiful ass?” His voice was soft and seductive in her ear and she shivered and thought seriously about saying…“yes” and letting him do just that!

		The picture her mind’s eye drew for her was so vivid that she felt he was already doing it; that he was fucking her right in the ass, instead of the pussy! She moaned and started to come even harder, as he double-fucked her with his burrowing fingers and his gliding cock!

		“Oh, oh, God, oh, God,” she murmured, shaking all over as she came and came.

		She felt her anal canal sucking at his fingers, just like her pussy was sucking at his prick, in perfect time with its clasping tugs at him, and knew he felt it, too!

		Skip pressed his head back against the pillow and started to shoot up into her again. He made little satisfied, gurgling sounds as he filled with spunk and pushed his fingers deep up inside her butt!

		

		****

		

		They fell asleep, after that mutual orgasm. She had her head on his bare chest and his arms were wrapped around her.

		The lights were low when she awoke at five-thirty and saw that he was still asleep. She smiled at him.

		He was so handsome he was almost pretty…so impossibly young and so sexy! Carefully, she disengaged herself from him, not waking him up, and got off the bed.

		After using the bathroom to clean up once more, she padded back out into the bedroom. Skip’s cock was half hard as she stared at it, and covered again with a mixture of his dried come and hers.

		I think I’d like to suck it for him again, she thought mischievously. That should be a nice way to wake up…on the receiving end of a blowjob!

		Carol got back onto the bed without waking him and slid between his open legs. She bent her head and licked all around his glans, getting it good and wet, before she gently slid him into her mouth and began to suck.

		Skip moaned and stroked her hair. He didn’t seem quite awake yet as she stared up at him across his belly and chest, her lips gliding up and down his rapidly stiffening cock; he seemed to be still hovering between sleep and consciousness, in that hazy realm of waking dreams.

		She sucked him clean and swallowed another mouthful of girl jizz and semen, deciding that she kind of liked the taste of it after all. The stuff was tangy; but the thing she liked most about it was that it was so nasty—and she was rapidly learning that it felt wonderful to be really nasty sometimes!

		“Oh, fuck, Carol, you’re real!” His voice still sounded sleepy, not quite awake. “I thought at first that you were a wet dream!”

		Carol sucked harder and increased the pace of her lips up and down his now very hard staff. She had decided just now that this time she wasn’t going to stop. This time she was determined to suck him off all the way, and swallow his come for him while he watched her do it!

		Skip sighed and closed his eyes in utter ecstasy. He moaned softly, “Oh, God, babe, you do that so nice!”

		She realized again that she was really into sucking his cock. This morning the experience felt so gentle, so intimate; there was none of last night’s frenzy of lust about it.

		Carol wasn’t doing this to get his huge manhood hard enough to fuck her. She just felt like a woman who wanted to please her man, in this naughtiest of ways; and that in itself felt wonderful.

		Skip obviously thought so, too! After only a few minutes more of her tender sucking and tongue swipes, his large nut sac began to tighten, as did his grip on her long, blonde locks.

		“Ugh! Carol, honey, I’m going to come in a second,” he warned her, his voice taut with urgency.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she sighed, letting him know that it was alright; that she wanted him to come in her mouth this time!

		She tilted her head back and took as much of him as she could with each pass downward, loving the way he stretched her lips, her mouth; her whole throat open. His cock head was burying itself deep in her neck, and she flashed back to the short video she had watched at the sex shop, of the dungeon girl sucking the mammoth black cock. She wondered if her throat looked like that to Skip—was he watching his bloated prick tip make an obscene bulge in her throat right now?

		“C-Carol,” he gasped, his whole body going rigid, “Oh, fuck, get ready to swallow; here it comes!”

		How much can there be? She asked herself the question calmly, remembering the huge amount of come these big balls had pumped into her pussy last night. I mean, how much can one guy’s gonads manufacture?

		That was part of the reason Carol had chosen this morning to suck him off. She had pretty well drained Skip’s nuts last night, hadn’t she?

		The hefty cock head bucked in her mouth, just as she was going down on it again, and deposited a big load of semen on her tongue. She lapped at it curiously, wondering if Skip’s would taste much different than her husband’s.

		God, his is positively yummy, compared to that salty, sour stuff of Gerald’s! She decided--delighted by the lightness and the almost sweet quality of the heavy man-cream that filled her mouth.

		She tucked the wad of come into the back of her throat with her tongue and swallowed it, just as a second, even larger jet of semen spattered into her mouth, inundating it in thick, gooey spunk. Carol gulped it down and licked his cock head for more.

		Another huge gusher followed that one, and yet another, even larger one came right after that one! She shuddered at the sheer volume of the come she was swallowing and gamely forced it all down.

		Skip moaned and shivered under her tongue-swipes and sighed, “Oh, fuck, eat it. Eat every drop of my jizz, you hot bitch!”

		Carol felt a strong pulse in her clit as he called her a “hot bitch” and urged her to swallow it all! She snaked her right hand under her prone body and eased her middle finger into her pussy and began to masturbate furiously as she gulped down yet another geyser of hot come!

		

		****

		

		“Jesus, I won’t have to have breakfast, when I get home,” she commented wryly as she let his spent dick slip from her jism-covered lips a minute later. “You just fed me a hot protein shake that filled my tummy up to the brim, you young scamp!”

		He tousled her hair lovingly and beamed down at her, saying, “Well, you wanted it. You just looked so impossibly hot, sucking me this morning. Fuck, Carol, you really turn me on…what can I say?”

		She smiled back at him and licked her lips clean as he watched and dutifully downed another bit of his spunk. The nearly sweet taste of it still surprised her.

		“How come yours tastes so nice?” She asked the question curiously, as she slid back up and laid her head against his bare shoulder on the pillow.

		“The secret is that I drink lots of sweet citrus juice; orange, tangerine, even grapefruit…it doesn’t matter,” he said as he grinned over at her. “It makes your come taste great, compared to most guys’. I read that on the web somewhere, and the girls all tell me it’s true.”

		She felt a pang of jealousy as she imagined lots of hot young coeds in this bed, doing what she’d just done with that magnificent cock of his. Carol forced the envious feelings from her mind.

		I don’t have any claims on him, she told herself. After all, I belong to another man. I’m Gerald’s wife. I’m just another ship passing in the night, as far as this gorgeous young college stud is concerned.

		“You give a hell of a blowjob, lady,” he said teasingly to her just then, turning her onto her back. “Let me return the favor!”

		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

	
		Home Again

		

		Skip—her beautiful, sexy, studly young Skip—obviously knew a lot more about eating pussy than Gerald did, that was for sure! Carol still felt positively weak in the knees as she waited for the taxi down on the street, at the corner closest to the boy’s condo.

		Jesus, I came so hard, when he licked me off just now…it felt as if my whole head was exploding when I finally orgasmed!

		That was another difference in the way Skip ate pussy, as opposed to the way her husband performed the same act. With Skip just now, it had lasted so long; he had found a way to make the incredibly intense feelings his lips and tongue had generated linger and build to a shattering climax!

		She marveled as she replayed the exquisite pussy licking in her mind. Skip had really taken his time, kissing her so sweetly--pointedly ignoring the heavy traces of his own semen in her mouth as he did so—sucking and licking and tweaking her nipples until he had her writhing on the bed beneath him before sliding downward, to tease her clit with his tongue!

		The act itself had been indescribable. Skip really knew how to please a girl with his mouth and tongue—there was no denying that!

		The yellow cab rounded the corner just then and pulled over to the curb next to her. Carol opened the rear door said, “Holmby Hills, please,” and gave him the exact street address.

		Holy moly, did I ever come great? She thought again as she snuggled down into the seat of the cab as it took off for home. He’s such a hunk, and a real gentleman, too!

		She thought back to a few minutes ago, when he had adamantly demanded that he be allowed to drive her home. He had been so sweet!

		“But, babe, you’ve got to let me drive you,” he had insisted. “It’s only right, after the great time we had together. I can’t let you pay for a cab; it just wouldn’t be right.”

		Carol had laughed and called a taxi despite his best efforts. As she got off the phone with the cab company, she’d explained patiently to her young Galahad, “Everyone knows everyone on my block. All I’d need is to be seen getting out a screaming red, Jag convertible this early in the morning and giving the incredibly handsome young guy driving it a good by kiss. I’d never hear the end of the gossip that little scene would cause!”

		Skip had grinned and nodded that he understood now. Then he’d swept her into his arms, whispering in her ear, “Well, since we won’t be doing that in your driveway, how about a good by kiss right now?”

		She leaned back in the cab seat and smiled, remembering just how hot a kiss that parting one had been. It had been all she could do not to drag him back into that bed and fuck him some more!

		

		****

		

		The cab pulled up in front of her house and she got out and paid the cabbie. As he drove off, seventy-year old Agnes Gridley, her next door neighbor, called out to her, “Car trouble, dear?”

		“Yes, Agnes, I broke down over by the park this morning,” she lied cheerfully, waving to her nosy old neighbor as she did so. “I got up early and drove over to the park to take a long walk, but my car wouldn’t start when I went to drive home.”

		Agnes shook her head and counseled her, “You should stop buying those foreign cars, Carol. Get a Ford, like mine; they last forever, and they hardly ever break down!”

		Smiling, Carol stepped into the house and re-set the alarm after closing the front door. Agnes had an ancient Ford which did, indeed, still look new sitting in her garage

		It ought to look new, she thought; old Agnes rarely drives it anywhere. She makes her husband, Elmer, drive his pick up truck whenever they go shopping or to the doctor—the only two places they ever seem to go.

		“God, I’m exhausted,” Carol sighed aloud in the deserted front room, setting her purse down on the coffee table. “Fucking young guys is so tiring. They never seem to run down; they always want more pussy!”

		Chuckling giddily at that thought, delighted with the way she felt, she went into the bedroom and stripped off her clothes. She had loved every second of last night, and this morning, too, for that matter.

		The taste of Skip’s come still lingered vaguely in her mouth as she went into the bathroom and started the shower running. It was marvelous, and so was he!

		

		****

		

		Before she turned the covers down and drifted off into a much deserved round of sleep, she checked the answering machine. The messages from Gerald had started coming in at ten o’clock last night and kept on until four in the morning, according to the electronic “voice” of the machine.

		“Hey, darling, I guess you must have taken me up on my offer to have yourself a little fling!” That was the extent of the first one.

		On the next one, from around midnight, Gerald’s recorded voice sounded slightly uneasy: You…you’re not home yet? I guess your a…uh…‘date’ with that kid must be going pretty well.”

		Another message, left at two-thirty, was a little more panicked, “What, you’re still not home? Call me when you do get in…I don’t care what time it is!”

		At four o’clock in the morning, Gerald’s voice had come off sounding as tired as she felt right at the moment. He’d said, “I’m going to bed now. I’m beat. Call me in the morning and tell me everything you did last night, and I mean everything…please!”

		She giggled delightedly and shook her head. She couldn’t help it!

		“Poor Gerald,” she whispered aloud. “Be careful what you wish for, my dear. You just might get it!”

		Hopping under the covers nude, she got comfortable and almost immediately dozed off into a marvelously sound sleep…

		

		****

		

		The incessant ringing of the telephone awoke her at a quarter to twelve, later that morning. She sighed and reached over for it, plucking the receiver from its charger on the nightstand.

		“Carol, is that you?” Gerald’s voice sounded downright desperate.

		“Sure, who else would it be, darling?”

		“Uh, well…I thought you might have had…uh….overnight company,” he said, sounding relieved to find that she didn’t.

		“No, we went back to Skip’s place last night after going out dancing, silly,” she said airily, as if going over to a young dreamboat’s bachelor pad after a night of drinking, dancing, and carousing was perfectly normal behavior for her.

		“What…uh….happened then,” his voice went quiet and he sounded so nervous that he could faint dead away at any time.

		She smiled coyly and toyed with a long strand of her blonde hair as she answered him with deliberate vagueness, “Oh, this and that; I don’t want to tell you about it over the phone.”

		His voice was suddenly as excited as she had heard it in years as he demanded insistently, “What did you do, damn it? I want to know…I’m you’re husband, after all!”

		She laughed softly. God this was so much fun!

		“What do you think I did?”

		Gerald sounded as if he was about to blow a gasket as he bleated, “God damn, it tell me everything. I want to know all of the details!”

		A long moment of silence hung between them. Finally, in her sexiest voice, she whispered, “When you get home Thursday, darling. I’ll tell you all about it then, in person.”

		“Did you…?” His voice trailed off.

		“I did everything you might imagine, and a good deal more,” she said, and broke off the connection.

		God, she felt wonderful! Gerald called back right away, of course, but she ignored it, letting the answer machine pick up his message.

		Moments passed and she heard her cell phone ringing inside her purse in the living room. She let it ring until it stopped, a huge smile spreading over her face.

		Being a hotwife was more fun than she ever thought it would be. She found, as she drifted back to sleep, that she just loved it!

		

		****

		

		The message Gerald had left just after she’d hung up on him—when she finally got around to listening to it--was wheedling and very apologetic. He’d been tied up in his big meeting all morning and hadn’t had a chance to call until just before noon.

		He asked if she wouldn’t forgive him for seeming to ignore her for so long, after the “big night out” she’d had. Her contrite-sounding husband begged her to call him back with the details of her little…indiscretion, wouldn’t she?

		Carol decided that she wouldn’t. Let him stew for a while, she thought smugly, as she put on her make up and finished getting ready for the book club meeting that evening. After all, it was his idea for me to become a hotwife!

		Besides, my discretion wasn’t little, she thought happily, it was huge—just like Skip’s big cock!

		When she was satisfied that her make up was as perfect as she could make it, she went into the bedroom and got into the conservative outfit she had chosen for this evening. It was a cream-colored designer jacket and skirt ensemble which she had picked up on sale at Nordstrom recently. With it, she wore a new silk blouse that was light blue in color, and some accent jewelry that, while it wasn’t cheap, wasn’t really all that expensive.

		She thought the “look” was just right for an evening out with the girls. Satisfied with the way the new outfit looked on her long, elegant body, she picked up the carefully wrapped birthday gift for Hilda and turned out the lights in the bedroom and bathroom.

		

		****

		

		“Eeeeeeek, what’s this? Hilda shrieked with surprise as she withdrew the huge black dildo from its box, pretending not to know what it was!

		The surrounding women all laughed joyously and clapped her on the back. One of them, Nancy, said loudly, “For those lonely nights, when your husband is away!”

		Another girl, short, round Annette chortled, “Or when he’s being inattentive, the way all husbands are!”

		“Or just for fun,” another girl, Sally said, as she giggled impishly and blushed like an embarrassed schoolgirl.

		“That’s a lot of fun,” Nancy added knowingly, and they all howled with laughter once again.

		After the cake had been cut and the coffee poured, Nancy took Carol aside and said softly, “Way to go, honey. I didn’t think you had it in you. Tell me, did you order it online and have it mailed to your house or did you actually go into a shop and pick it out?”

		Carol was feeling empowered, after her night with Skip and talking to her husband on the phone today, teasing him unmercifully. It was going to take more than….Nancy and her smug little smirk to embarrass her now!

		“Why, I shopped in person for it, naturally, dear,” she answered smoothly, her eyes catching Nancy’s and holding them. “I wanted to make sure I got just the right one for our Hilda, now didn’t I?”

		Nancy sneered at her and asked cattily, “What would you know about dildos? I’ll bet you don’t even own one.”

		“I don’t,” Carol replied truthfully before adding, “but I have a vibrator; and it’s a big, thick one, too.”

		Nancy seemed flummoxed by that answer. She thought a moment and said, “Well, I guess you’d have to, being married to Gerald and all. He always struck me as a guy who might have a small dick.”

		Carol suddenly saw red. She didn’t like Nancy anyway—Carol always thought of the voluptuous young woman as a slut who had somehow managed to marry well—and now the bitch was insulting her husband and, in a backhanded way, Carol, as well!

		“Fuck you,” she hissed angrily under her breath, “Gerald has a very nice cock, I’ll have you know, as if it were any of your business!”

		The look of utter shock on Nancy’s face was priceless. Maybe that’s what prompted Carol to go on, somewhat more loudly and say, “And my boyfriend has an awesome dick as well!”

		“You have a boyfriend?” Nancy asked loud enough for all the other women present in the room to hear her.

		Furious with herself for losing her temper that way and blurting out that Skip had a really impressive cock, Carol bit her tongue and said nothing further. She glared at Nancy and went to get herself another cup of coffee, fighting off the temptation to flee the party altogether in shame.

		Instead, she poured herself a mug of the steamy brew and faded into the background, hoping Nancy would leave her alone for the rest of the evening. Carol kept chiding herself over and over again for flying off the handle that way.

		Why do I let that woman get under my skin so? She asked herself the question and sipped her coffee, determined not leave right away. I’ll be damned if I let that bitch run me off in tears!

		Just as the party was wrapping up, Jodie Fisher sidled up to her and whispered with a conspiratorial smile, “I have a boyfriend, too. Don’t tell anyone!”

		She gave her a stunned look and nodded that she wouldn’t. Jodie was quite a bit older than Carol, nearly forty, she supposed, and while not unattractive, the short, solidly-built woman was no one’s idea of a knockout.

		“Well, good for you, Jodie,” she said at last, in as non-judgmental a tone as she could manage.

		“Tom has all but lost interest, so I got myself a younger guy to play around with,” Jodie whispered proudly. “He seems very interested, if you know what I mean!”

		Carol flashed a big smile her way and said, “I do at that. Gerald is still interested, believe me, but he’s out of town on business almost every week. He said it would be okay if I found someone to…uh…help take up the slack while he’s gone.”

		She leaned closer and whispered, “Don’t you tell anyone, either.”

		“I won’t, you can count on me,” Jodie murmured, looking at Carol with brand new eyes, as if she was seeing her for the first time. “I think that’s so cool. I wish Tom would be as considerate.”

		“Well, what can I say? My Gerald is a real sweetie.”

		After once again swearing each other to secrecy, the two women drifted apart. The party stared to break up just after that, but having nowhere to be except home alone in her big empty house, Carol stayed behind and helped Hilda clean up the living room.

		The older woman eyed the dildo with a smile and confided in Carol, who was readying herself to leave, “That’s a really nice one. I have several of these already, along with a couple of different vibrators. But none of them is this big. It looks great, thanks again for getting it for me!”

		You could have knocked Carol over with a feather. She looked at Hilda—thin, granny-like Hilda, the mild-mannered mouse of a librarian—and tried to picture the older woman jamming the huge black faux cock up her pussy.

		She quickly found she couldn’t imagine it. She just couldn’t!

		“It might be a bit long for me, but I bet I can get most of it inside,” Hilda said, still smiling at the present. “How about you, dear, do you prefer a big one or a normal sized one?”

		“Uh, I can go either way, to tell you the truth,” Carol blurted, snatching up her coat and heading for the front door. “Enjoy.”

		She burst out laughing as she went down the walkway toward her car. It was just too funny, imagining old Hilda “Jilling” off her ancient pussy with the towering black rubber cock!

		Still giggling as she got inside her Audi, she started for home. Her conversations with Jodi and Hilda kept replaying in her mind as she drove.

		“I guess everyone has hidden kinks, when it comes to sex,” she mused aloud.

		Maybe her fascination with young Skip wasn’t so weird after all. She’d have to think about that, in light of what she’d heard tonight!

		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

	
		Skip’s Place, Again

		

		Carol was again startled awake by the noise of the phone ringing. She glanced over at the clock and saw that it was after nine in the morning.

		It’s time I was getting up anyway, she told herself, stretching before reaching for the wireless handset. What time was it when I finally got to sleep last night?

		She had watched those videos again after getting back from Hilda’s, several of them, while teasing her clit with the vibrator. It must have been sometime after midnight when sleep finally overcame her.

		Reaching for the phone, she wondered what she was going to tell Gerald; that was no doubt who was calling her. If she remembered his itinerary correctly, he was at the Boise airport about now, getting ready to board his flight down to Salt Lake City. He probably wanted to beg her to tell him more about the other night, at Skip’s place!

		“Yes, this is Carol, may I help you?” She breathed into the phone, using her sexiest voice, wanting to tease her horny husband just a little more.

		“God, yes, you can help me,” Skip answered her in a mock-growl; “you can drive right over to my place this afternoon and hop into bed with me again, gorgeous!”

		Carol grinned and asked, “Oh, and why would I want to do that?”

		“I’ll have something big and hard to offer you, if you do,” he murmured. “I can promise you that.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that does sound pretty enticing, after all, now that I think about it,” she said, flirting shamelessly with the cocky youngster. “What time did you have in mind?”

		“My afternoon lab got cancelled, so I’ll be back at my place at…say, four o’clock? I’ll cook dinner for you.”

		“Ooh, so pretty and he can cook, too!” She teased him unmercifully.

		“I’ll have you know that I’m considered great in the kitchen.”

		She sighed and whispered, “You sure are great in the bedroom, sweetie, and that’s where it really counts—take it from me.”

		His excited voice came through the line, asking, “You’ll be here, then?”

		Her pussy was starting to get wet at the mere thought of seeing her handsome young lover again. Just the mental image of those strong arms, plus that handsome face, not to mention his unbelievable cock was enough to make her nipples hard as well.

		“I will,” she said simply, deciding that she really wanted to fuck Skip again. “See you at four.”

		“Call me on your cell phone when you get here and I’ll step out into the driveway and buzz the gate open for you. There’s some guest parking spaces right next to my garage.”

		The line went dead and she hung up the phone, smiling. She considered getting up, and then thought better of it. A few more hours of sleep sounded about right. After all, a girl who was going to get fucked, and fucked hard, all afternoon and well into the night—if she knew her darling Skip—needed her rest!

		

		****

		

		“Going to get fucked,” she sung under her breath to the tune playing on her radio. “Oh, God, but I’m going to get fucked!”

		Carol laughed at her own foolishness. She felt so happy, so carefree; she couldn’t help it!

		She swung down off of the Four-Oh-Five Freeway at the Venice Boulevard exit and hit the city streets. She got slightly turned around--it being broad daylight and the last time she had been to Skip’s place it had been pitch black, and she hadn’t been driving—but eventually she stumbled onto the right street and saw his condo complex up ahead.

		Carol nosed her Audi into the driveway and took out her cell phone. She called Skip and he answered on the first ring.

		The gate opened and she took a right, drove down two buildings, and found an open spot right next to his garage. She looked around for him but didn’t see him.

		Finally deciding that he must have gone back up to his unit, she locked the car, climbed the three steps leading up to his front door, and rang the bell. The door opened right away and an incredibly nice-looking, very buffed black guy clad only in a big bath towel stood staring at her intently.

		“Uh, I’m sorry, I must have the wrong condo,” she stammered, gazing up at the ebony muscleman.

		A smile as bright as a summer’s day lit up his face, and two rows of perfect white teeth sparkled at her as he answered, “No, this is the place, alright. I’m Jeff, Skip’s roommate, and you must be Carol.”

		She smiled back at him and shook his extended hand. He stood out of her way and opened the door wider, so that she could step past him into the front room.

		“God damn, Skip was telling the truth, for once,” Jeff said in his sexy baritone voice as he closed the door and locked it. “You are really as good looking as he bragged you were!”

		She blushed and stepped away him, moving further into the big living room. Turning back to face him again, she said, “He didn’t tell me how nice looking you were, either, I’m afraid. Your roommate didn’t tell me much about you at all, as a matter of fact; just that your name was Jeff and you had a steady girlfriend and that you were gone, over at her place, most of the time.”

		“Well, that’s Skip for you,” replied Jeff airily, with a dismissive wave of his hand. “He doesn’t talk about anyone but himself if he can help it.”

		“Hey, I heard that,” Skip said, coming into the room from the dining room, sipping a cocktail.

		“Man, its true and you know it,” said Jeff with a disarming grin. “Your favorite subject is the great Skip Larson and what a stud he is.”

		Skip shrugged and answered, “When you’ve got a great topic of conversation, why change it?”

		The two of them chuckled and then turned their attention back to Carol. Skip said, “Since you’ve already met Jefferson Davis, here, I won’t bother to introduce you.”

		Carol fought to keep her mouth from dropping open. She stammered, “Your parents actually named you ‘Jefferson’, when your family name is Davis?”

		The hunky black man laughed good-naturedly and explained, “My daddy is somewhat of a joker, I guess. He thought giving his son that first name would be a hoot.”

		Jeff shook his head ruefully at the thoughtlessness of that poor decision by his father and continued, “I’m originally from the deep south, rural Georgia. No one else, black or white, thought it was funny back there. Trust me; I got into plenty of fist-fights as a kid, growing up with that moniker.”

		Carol stood smiling at the tall, muscular young man. He was gorgeous; the ebony flip-side of his roomie. The sight of the two of them together almost stole her breath away.

		“Well, don’t you have somewhere else to be, Jefferson?” Skip suggested pointedly.

		“Nah, not really,” Jeff said, still smiling at Carol. “I told Tatiana that I might be dropping by her place this afternoon, but I didn’t promise.”

		“Oh, I thought you were going over there for sure,” Skip answered, his voice growing a bit testier. “I invited Carol over to spend the evening with me; I’m cooking dinner.”

		Jeff turned and grinned at Skip and asked, “Why don’t you make enough for three? I suddenly have this huge urge to stay home tonight.”

		He once again focused his attention on Carol and asked gallantly, “Would you like a drink? Old Skip, here, lacks manners, when it comes to entertaining guests.”

		“I’d love one,” she answered, beaming at him. “Do you happen to have any Canadian whiskey?”

		

		****

		

		Carol got up off the couch and paced around the living room nervously. She strained her ears, trying to overhear what was being said in the kitchen between the two roommates.

		The last hour had been underlain with unspoken tension. Ostensively, the conversation had been about Jeff’s growing up in Georgia, coming out to USC on a basketball scholarship, interspersed with tales of Skip’s younger years in Beverly Hills, growing up a rich boy, made wealthy by his father’s lucrative string of porn shops.

		Carol had contributed a few stories from her own youth, spent in rural Indiana, where she had been raised by her widowed grandfather, who had been a farmer as well as a lay preacher at a small, nondenominational church in Kermit, Indiana, a town so small it didn’t even show up on most maps of the state. Hers had been an excruciatingly boring childhood, spent under the watchful eye of her kind but no-nonsense gramps. She could hardly wait to board the plane for California, after winning a scholastic scholarship to UCLA.

		Slightly nervous about the extended absence of her two hosts, she crept closer to the doorway in the dining room which led into the kitchen. The boys were taking an awfully long time in making their third cocktail of the afternoon.

		“I’m not sharing her with you, and that’s final,” Skip’s somewhat angry-sounding voice announced from inside the kitchen.

		“Aw, man, don’t be that way,” Jeff cajoled him. “Didn’t Tat give you a nice blowjob the last time she slept over, while she was fucking me?”

		“That’s different,” Skip insisted stubbornly. “Tat’s a real sweetie. She always gives me at least a blowjob when she stays here overnight!”

		“Hey, Tatiana and I love each other,” Jeff countered. “Man, I’m likely to marry that girl when we graduate next year. Doesn’t my future wife sucking you off all the time count for something?”

		“Yeah, well you’re not married yet, dude,” Skip retorted. “And even if you were, I wouldn’t trade a few nights in bed with your wife for a night with my little ‘hotwife’, pal. Carol is private stock; now let that be the end of it!”

		Carol’s jaw dropped open as she realized what it was that they were discussing! The thought of her being in bed with Skip and Jeff at the same time, with them passing her back and forth like some sort of sex doll, to be used for their pleasure, sent shivers up and down her spine!

		God, that’s so sleazy, she thought on the one hand. But it sounds kind of…hot, at the same time!

		She was proud when Skip called her his little…‘hotwife’. She was coming to love being thought of as one of those!

		And she was glad, sort of, that he hadn’t agreed to share her. At least he respected her that much. He hadn’t just handed her off to sexy Jeff when he’d asked for her.

		That was good, right? She wasn’t just some piece of meat to Skip, after all!

		At the same time, she had to concede that she was kind of disappointed. I really hate to admit it, but the idea of being in a three-way with Skip and Jeff really turns me on, in some ways!

		She had never had sex with a black man before. And, like all white girls, she sort of wondered what that might be like!

		And she had certainly never been involved in a three-way tryst before. Images of that gangbang video flashed through her mind ands he felt her clit tingle with lurid excitement at just the notion of being…doubled by the two hunky roommates!

		“Why don’t we ask Carol?” Jeff demanded loudly at that moment. “Let’s see what she thinks, man. After all, it’s her pussy we’re arguing over!”

		Jesus, how naughty is that? She thought, hurrying back into the living room and sitting down once more on the couch. Asking me if I want to be their…fucktoy for the night, for want of a better word!

		The two young men trooped back out into the living room. Skip was dressed casually in an old pair of walking shorts and a tank top, and his roommate was still covered only by the big bath towel tied around his trim waist.

		He sat on down in one of the easy chairs across the room while Skip sat next to her on the couch. He handed her a fresh drink and cleared his throat.

		Carol had trouble concentrating on what he was saying. Jeff had spread his legs when he sat down, and his cock and balls were clearly visible under the towel, for her to feast her eyes upon!

		God, he’s massive! The thought tumbled through her brain as she stared unabashedly at his lengthy, super-thick black cock, and his tangerine-sized balls. Skip is huge, but Jeff must be two inches or so longer, and even bigger around!

		“…and so we were wondering, I mean Jeff, mostly, was wondering,” Skip was stammering.

		“Huh? What did you say?” She asked, tearing her eyes away from Jeff’s naked genitals and looking over at Skip questioningly.

		“Well, I mean to say…” his voice died away.

		He was actually blushing. Her cool, sophisticated Skip was blushing like a nervous first grader!

		“What he means is,” Jeff blurted from across the room, “you’re one of the prettiest women I’ve ever seen. And Skip tells me that you’re red hot in bed.”

		She glanced over at Jeff and he was grinning sheepishly, clearly just as nervous as his friend was. Jeff shrugged and added, “It’s not like we haven’t done this before, with a couple of chicks; so how about it, pretty mama, how about doing both of us tonight?”

		“Me…in bed with both of you,” she asked wryly, “at the same time?”

		“Uh, well…yeah,” Skip said hesitantly, as if English weren’t his native language, “that’s what we’re asking…yeah.”

		Her nipples were standing at attention already, and her pussy felt as wet as it could be as she pretended to think their offer over. She gulped down her drink, struggling to keep her hand from shaking and thus rattling the ice as she put it down on the coffee table.

		“I say…‘yes’,” she surprised herself with her own boldness, answering softly, her mouth gradually morphing into a big grin. “I thought you two would never ask!”

		In what seemed like moments, they were upstairs, inside the familiar confines of Skip’s bedroom. Jeff, of course, was naked almost instantly, being clad only in the towel.

		Together, the two horny college boys had her stripped as well in mere seconds. She hadn’t worn much clothing tonight, knowing she was going to be naked with Skip soon after she got here, so it didn’t take long to get her as nude as Jeff.

		And Skip didn’t waste any time in shedding his clothes, either. It turned out that he had gone “commando” under the shorts and he rapidly pulled his tank top over his head as well, baring his delicious body to her stare.

		Fuck, they’re both so gorgeous! She marveled at how buffed and ripped they were when she saw them together. And their cocks…those had to be seen to be believed!

		“See something you like, baby?” Skip said teasingly, noting the way she was staring longingly at his stiffening dick.

		“She might hurt her eyes, looking for that tiny little thing,” Jeff chided him.

		His mammoth black prick jutted outward from under his six-pack abs. She shuddered as she glanced at it; the thing was already nearly hard, and it had to be at least eleven inches long and even thicker than Skip’s pussy-wrecker of a cock!

		“This gorgeous lady wants a real dick, whitebread, a big black one,” Jeff snorted derisively, waggling his ebony monster in her direction, “not a puny little white one, like one you’ve got there.”

		Skip laughed as he stroked his dick confidently to full erection. He shook his head, “Carol appreciates quality, not quantity, you fucking ape. She went crazy over my cock the other night, didn’t you, babe?”

		She stared from one enormous penis to the other and the two owners began to laugh. Skip told her, “Don’t mind us, honey, we like to rag on each other all the time. You get to enjoy both our cocks tonight…as much as you want!”

		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

	
		Enjoying Them Both—All Night Long

		

		Carol found that she did want both of them, and right away! She smiled and sat down on the edge of the bed, motioning for them to come closer.

		“So big, so beautiful,” she breathed excitedly, touching Jeff’s huge black cock for the first time with her left hand as she caressed Skip’s towering hardness with her right.

		Her tongue shot out to lap at the twin heads, sending a delicious shudder through all three of them. Jeff looked over at Skip and sighed, “Man, you were right about her. She’s so fucking sexy it hurts!”

		Carol smiled at his comment and the way it made her feel and continued to lick his cock head all around. She shifted her attention to Skip’s, asking herself if there was any difference in the taste between the black one and the white one.

		Not really, she decided, they both taste wonderful, and I want to suck them!

		She went back to Jeff’s dick and plopped the massive head into her mouth and did just that, her tongue circling and teasing at the same time. He groaned and put a big hand on the back of her head and urged her lips forward.

		“Oh, suck it, baby,” he murmured, his eyes closing halfway. “Suck my big black cock!”

		Carol made a little gurgling sound of compliance and began to do just that. She forced as much of the mammoth hard on as she could manage into her lips and throat, tilting her head back as she did so.

		“Oh, fuck, she’s good,” Jeff sighed. “Look at her, man, she’s got almost all of it!”

		A spasm of pre-come arousal coursed through Carol as she heard him going wild over her newfound cocksucking skills. She looked down and saw that he was right—only a couple of inches of the gleaming black rod of flesh remained outside her nursing lips on her next pass!

		Gasping for breath, she drew her mouth away completely on her next withdrawal and turned to Skip. Her eyes glittering with excitement, she licked him and gazed up at his handsome face.

		“Mustn’t neglect my darling Skip,” she said teasingly, still panting for breath. “His cock is much too beautiful to ignore.”

		With that, she proceeded to inhale his fat dick, all the way down to his pubic hair! Her tongue swirled around it and he moaned.

		“Fuck, look at her, dude,” Skip hissed, elbowing Jeff. “She’s got all of me in her mouth!”

		It was true. She had taken his entire huge prick into her mouth and throat, just as he’d predicted she would be able to do the next time they got together for sex!

		It suddenly seems so easy, now that I’ve got Jeff’s to deal with, too, she told herself as she sucked him. Skip’s is big, but not as big as his roomie’s.

		After another minute or two of sucking Skip, she went back to Jeff. The two college boys smiled down at her, lost in the moment.

		“Man, she’s a great little cocksucker,” Jeff marveled aloud.

		“You can say that again,” Skip agreed eagerly, watching her expertly blow his friend.

		A thought seemed to strike him and he glanced over at Jeff, saying, “Wait until you feel how slick and snug her little pussy is, man. She’s an unbelievably great fuck!”

		A fresh tremor of excitement rippled through Carol’s body as she heard him rave about what a hot piece of ass she was. Jeff’s cock bucked inside her mouth, and she thought for a moment that he was coming.

		But he was just aroused at the notion of fucking her, as it turned out. He pulled his dick out of her mouth and suggested to Skip, “She can go on sucking your cock while I fuck her, dude. Let’s spit-roast this sweet bitch!”

		Carol didn’t know that she wanted to be…“spit-roasted”, whatever that was! She was unfamiliar with the term.

		But it seemed she didn’t have much choice in the matter. In mere seconds, four strong male hands were lifting her up, pushing her back onto the bed, getting her up on her hands and knees right in the middle of it.

		“Just like this, little mama,” Jeff urged her, reaching around from in back, urging her down onto her elbows instead of her hands, lowering her head so that it was directly in line with the kneeling Skip’s cock head.

		She barely had time to open her mouth for him as he nudged his prick against her lips and pushed inside. At the same instant, she felt Jeff’s super-huge cock head rubbing up and down her juicy lips from in back.

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” She let out a long, low moan as he slipped inside of her for the first time and started to fill her pussy with inch after inch of steely black cock!

		The gorgeous boy’s dick seemed never-ending as it fed down into her depths. Jeff passed the point where Skip’s cock had bottomed out last time—the most dick she had ever experienced in her life—and kept right on going.

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm,” she sighed helplessly around Skip’s gliding cock.

		There’s so much of it! She thought, on the edge of panic. God, isn’t he ever going to run out of hard prick to shove into me?

		“Oh, man, you were speaking truth, dude,” Jeff’s deep baritone said at that moment, as she felt his balls come to rest against her ass cheeks. “Fucking this little mama is something else again!”

		“Isn’t she tight?” Skip grunted, fucking Carol’s mouth as if it was a cunt, his nuts swinging against her chin as he reached the very back of her throat with each thrust. “That little pussy of hers is so warm and slick!”

		“Oh, yeah, it is,” Jeff agreed; sliding his gargantuan cock nearly out of her and feeding it slowly back inside all the way. “She is one hot fuck, no doubt about it.”

		Now Carol knew what the term “spit-roasted” referred to, alright. She felt as if she was now being impaled on one long cock; the two college boys’ hard male flesh seemed to be totally filling her, from one end to the other.

		And she loved it! Jeff’s prick was picking up speed, now that her pussy was adjusting to its outrageous size and girth. And Skip was really reaming out her mouth and throat with his own pussy-stretcher of a cock!

		She mewled and cooed and sighed out her pleasure at being used in this way. It felt sensational, as far as she was concerned, to be owned by the two monster dicks like this; to be completely claimed by them, front and rear, at the same time.

		“Oh, man, what a phenomenal piece of ass she is,” Jeff panted, fucking her flat out now, his oversized cock flying in and out of her.

		Carol felt her tummy flutter as it tightened. She knew what that meant: she was going to come, hard!

		She made a tiny whining sound around Skip’s cock and began to shiver all over. Jeff seemed to know what that meant as well, and started banging his dick into her as far as it would reach, just as forcefully as he could.

		Stars exploded behind Carol’s eyes and her pussy clamped down tight around the boy’s hammering prick. She sucked hard on Skip’s cock and groaned ecstatically as she came and came!

		To her utter shock, neither of the boys followed suit. They just continued to fuck her, in the pussy and the mouth, while she shook and moaned and climaxed around Jeff’s driving dick.

		“Fuck, but this little honey comes nice,” Jeff wheezed; his cock still hard within her cunny when she finally stopped quivering and mewling.

		“I told you,” Skip chortled, still mashing his prick deep into her throat. “This one comes like a house afire, once she gets going.”

		Jeff slowly dragged his cock out of her pussy lips, saying, “Let’s switch for a while. She can suck me while you fuck her.”

		Carol almost protested when she felt Skip’s hard on vanish from her fervent oral embrace. She wanted it back; she wanted to suck it some more!

		The two roommates were quick about trading places, however, and Jeff’s big black cock was right in front of her lips. It was all shiny with her pussy lube and come.

		She didn’t even hesitate; she just sucked it in eagerly, licking it clean with her tongue. He moaned at how great that felt and began to fuck her face, just as Skip had been doing.

		“Man, she’s so fucking juicy,” Skip sighed as he buried his dick in her pussy. “Are you sure you didn’t come in her, dude?”

		“Naw, that’s just her jizz,” he assured his friend. “This little sweetie’s cunt really boils over, when she comes.”

		Skip began to fuck her pussy as frantically as Jeff had, and Jeff’s prick tasted like heaven in her mouth. She swallowed a big mouthful of his pre-come and her own quim juice and marveled at how sweet it was.

		God, my pussy must taste wonderful, she told herself, no wonder guys want to eat us girls so much...our pussies are so sweet and good to lick!

		Skip’s swollen dick felt marvelous in her pussy, too. He was really giving it to her, just the way his partner had. His cock was gliding in and out across her enlarged clit with each penetration and withdrawal, sending tiny shockwaves of sensation through her whole lower body.

		This is fantastic, she thought, this is just the way I want to be fucked tonight; hard and deep, by not just one but two huge dicks at the same time…

		

		****

		

		Her youthful, seemingly indefatigable lovers made her come twice more before they finally went off inside her for the first time. Skip was in her mouth again and Jeff was balling her pussy like a crazy man when it finally happened.

		All at once, she felt his powerful fingers digging into her ass cheeks as he fucked her. His deep voice sounded suddenly unsteady as he gasped, “Oh, baby, here it comes. I’m going to cream this hot little cunt of yours!”

		That alone is enough to send Carol’s clit spiraling over the edge. She moaned and began to orgasm again, too.

		An incredibly large splash of semen coated her inner-sheath and oozed down onto her clit. She gasped around Skip’s gliding cock and her moans vibrated it something fierce as she sucked it.

		“Oh, fuck, baby, that’s too much for me to take,” he blurted, burying his rigid dick in her throat, “I’m coming, too. Get ready to swallow for your life!”

		A second deluge of spunk engulfed her, as big as the one Jeff just deposited in her cunt. This one slid down her throat, right into her tummy.

		Oh, there’s so much of it! She thought; swallowing--as Skip had said--for her life as a second, and then a third flood of hot male goo filled her mouth, as a similar torrent was being pumped into her womb simultaneously…

		

		****

		

		“Boy, Carol, you’re really downing those whiskeys tonight,” Skip commented as he watched her glug down the drink in her hand.

		“No comments from the observation deck,” she flashed him a mock glare, “after all you’re supposed to be the one cooking dinner tonight.”

		The two college boys grinned at her like a pair of Cheshire cats. They were perched on stools at the kitchen counter, sipping cocktails while they watched her stirring the big bowl, in between drinks of whiskey.

		“But you’re so much better in the kitchen than I am,” he protested innocently. “All of that bull about me being a great cook was only so much hot air, designed to talk you into coming over this afternoon.”

		All three of them were dressed only in bathrobes. Skip and Jeff had on their own robes, and Carol was wearing a flimsy pink thing Skip had fished from the closet upstairs, explaining that it was for…“overnight guests of the female persuasion”.

		Idly, Carol wondered just how many coeds had worn this ugly robe before her. Dozens, most likely, she thought wryly.

		“Skip isn’t bad in the kitchen,” Jeff defended his roommate. “He’s certainly a lot better than I am.”

		“Be quiet and hand me that butter,” Carol commanded him. “This is almost ready for the oven.”

		

		****

		

		“Wow, that was really primo,” Skip sighed as the last of the tasty meal she had prepared for them vanished down his throat, and so much better than I could have ever done.”

		“That’s true,” Jeff agreed, dividing the last of the wine evenly between the three of them. “I lied earlier, when I said my man, here, wasn’t bad behind the stove. Actually, to tell the truth, he sucks.”

		They all laughed and sipped the wine. Carol shook her head.

		The two of them are like little boys, in so many ways, she thought. They may be great in bed, with those two huge cocks, but they’d be so helpless without their maid service and someone to make their meals for them.

		She finished her wine and asked herself when men made the leap from being grown up little boys to being real men. Then, remembering some of Gerald’s little foibles over the years, she answered her own question: in some ways, they never do, I guess.

		“Let’s go back upstairs now,” suggested Skip brightly, with a small leer toward her open robe, which revealed more than half of her big, naked breasts.

		“Yeah, that sounds like a great idea,” seconded Jeff, staring intently at her cleavage, too.

		“Oh, and just who do you think is going to clear the table and put the dishes in the dishwasher?

		Skip got up from the table and took her left forearm while Jeff got up and grabbed her right one. The grinning rich boy said, “Let’s leave them for the maid in the morning. We have other, more pressing business back upstairs.”

		Carol gave up, smiling at their anxiousness. She was just as eager to fuck them some more as they were to get her back into bed, but she didn’t let on that she was.

		The two juvenile delinquents wrestled her upstairs and stripped off her robe. They laid her back on the bed and shrugged out of their own robes.

		Both of them were half hard already, as they gazed down at her naked body hungrily. She smiled up at them and opened her legs, letting them feast their eyes on her pinkness.

		“Oh, man do I ever want some more that,” breathed Jeff, his stare never wavering.

		“Me, too, my man,” agreed Skip, kneeling his way onto the mattress beside her, “what are we waiting for?”

		Before Carol knew what hit her, they were taking turns kissing her, fondling her tits. She was encased in firm, young male flesh, and the boys were sucking her tongue, kissing her nipples, and touching her clit.

		Oh, God, this is so heavenly! She told herself, luxuriating in the feeling of being totally enmeshed in muscular arms, chests, and lips.

		In no time at all, they had her panting for more, and the two young men eagerly gave it to her. She nearly swooned when they both sucked her nipples in unison, while toying with her clit and squeezing her butt cheeks at the same time!

		Carol closed her eyes and pulled their heads closer, jamming her big tits against their nursing lips, reveling in the way they lapped at her sensitive nubs as they sucked them. She sighed and opened her legs still further, so that her twin lovers could sink their fingers into her wet gash as much as they wanted, teasing her clit as they did so.

		“Oh, it feels so great,” she sighed as they moved lower, kissing and licking her bare skin as they went.

		“Oh, do that, please,” she begged as Skip sunk his lively young tongue into her pussy all the way and Jeff started kissing her ass cheeks, nipping at them lightly with his sharp teeth as he did so.

		They had turned her over onto one side. All at once, Jeff’s tongue slithered its way into her asshole while Skip was eating her. A fireball of orgasmic fury engulfed her and she lay quivering between them in utter ecstasy!

		“That’s right, fuck me,” she crooned as the boys repositioned her minutes later on the big bed.

		Jeff was easing his big cock into her more-than-ready pussy and Skip was on his knees, feeding his engorged dick into her lips while his friend fucked her. She felt as if she was spiraling upward toward the clouds once more; Skip’s cock tasted delicious and Jeff’s felt like pure bliss as it plowed up and down in her tight cunt.

		When the huge black man shot a streamer of lube into her ass while he reamed her pussy and followed it with a finger, Carol didn’t even protest. It felt wonderful to be double stimulated in this way, while Skip fucked her mouth and throat!

		It wasn’t until minutes later, when Jeff had flipped over onto his back, pulling her into a sitting position atop his huge dick that she realized what they intended to do to her. Skip’s cock was no longer in her mouth; he was behind her, gently pushing her torso down onto Jeff’s chest.

		“Nooooooo, not both of you at once,” she whined as she broke off the kiss with Jeff and looked worriedly back over her shoulder.

		“Shhhhhh, quiet now, babe, I won’t hurt you, I promise,” Skip assured her as rubbed the head of his erection all up and down her well-lubed ass crack.

		Carol sucked in her breath as Skip’s huge cock head nudged up against her tiny anal star. She whimpered, but he paid no attention, forcing his thick knob past her protesting sphincter muscles and into her most intimate of holes!

		The penetration stretched her so much that she yanked her lips away from Jeff in mid-kiss and bellowed, “Oh, oh, fuck, its so damned biiiiiiiiiig!”

		Skip eased the rest into her. She shuddered as she felt his nut sack come to rest against her jacked-open ass cheeks.

		“We’ll give you as long as you need to get used to it,” Skip offered in a quiet whisperer, as he reached under her and took a nipple in each hand.

		“Oh, oh, fuuuuuccckkkkk,” she let out the word in a long, throaty moan and held on for dear life.

		For what seemed like an hour, the two men kept perfectly still, except for Skip’s steady pressure on her nipples. Slowly, ever so slowly, Carol felt her ass stretch to accept the cock that had entered it.

		Jeff seemed to sense this as well. He rocked his hips up and back gently, mashing his hardness up against her clit.

		Another low moan escaped her lips, only not of pain this time. It was starting to feel okay!

		She had to admit, for two such young and brash guys, Skip and Jeff were proving to be very gentle and tender with her. For long moments, they waited.

		“It…it doesn’t hurt anymore,” she murmured at last.

		Jeff increased his rocking motion, and a few inches of his buried cock slid up and down inside her once more. That actually felt pretty good.

		Slowly, he increased the pace of the strokes, as well as their length. Carol barely even noticed when Skip joined in, starting to fuck her in the ass.

		All she knew was that in a few more minutes, she felt wonderful. Her tits were throbbing in Skip’s hands and the rest of her—well; the rest of her was pulsing in perfect time with her nipples!

		“Fuck me,” she heard herself whisper aloud. “Oh, God, you two young devils, fuck me; fuck me in both holes at once!”

		This is mind-boggling, she told herself as she started to shiver with excitement, I’m actually doing it--I’m fucking both of their huge cocks at the same time!

		Soon, her ass was flying up and down, drilling both super-thick pricks deep into her ass and pussy simultaneously. Her eyes were closed. She was in the zone; the fuck zone…and it was sheer paradise!

		“Oh, man, I gotta’ come,” Jeff sighed after another couple of minutes, “this little mama fucks like an angel! I can’t hold back!”

		She felt a big streamer of hot come rocket up into her pussy. Carol trembled, poised on the brink of an incredibly intense orgasm herself.

		Skip groaned and his cock jumped inside the tight grip of her ass. Another gusher of hot man cream inundated her bowels and she started to climax, too!

		“Oh, oh, God, my asshole is coming, along with my pussy!” The words exploded from her in a scream of pure ecstasy.

		The spasms gripping her entire body were so strong that she feared she’d pass out…

		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

	
		The Next Morning

		

		Carol made sure the garage door was all the way back down before she emerged from her Audi. She knew busybody Agnes from next door would wonder—if she were to see her get out of her car--why a woman as young as Carol was walking so stiffly, her shuffling hips mimicking ancient Agnes’s own gait.

		My asshole is probably ruined; she told herself bleakly as she closed the car door and shuffled her way inside the house.

		“I never should have consented to that last double, especially with Jeff being the one in my ass!” She chided herself aloud, dropping her car keys and purse on the kitchen table and limping her way on into the master bedroom.

		Listlessly, still moving like an old woman, she shrugged out of her few clothes and tossed them into the hamper. She went into the bathroom and, instead of starting the shower as she normally would have; she ran hot water into the bathtub.

		When it was full enough, she gingerly bent at the waist and retrieved the seldom-used box of Epsom salts from of the rear of the cabinet under the sink and added the prescribed amount to the water. Thinking better of it, she dumped in some more and put the box down on the counter.

		“Oh, fuck, but that’s hot!”

		Her words rang out in the empty bathroom as she settled carefully down into the bath. The treated water felt fiery against her tortured anus, but then everything did!

		Carol leaned back and let the heat and the healing elixir formed by the Epsom salt work. She flashed back to last night and this morning.

		She had come so hard the first time she’d let them double-fuck her, that she hadn’t said no when they wanted to do it again. Her ass had felt slightly stretched out, but okay.

		That third time, early this morning, when Jeff had taken her rectally for the first time, his huge cock had pushed her beyond her limits; she knew that now. The thin membrane separating her two young lovers’ dicks as they had dual-penetrated her had felt as if it might pop at any second, once they really got into fucking their enormous pricks into her. She had to admit, she had passed out--she had come so hard that last time--when they both erupted into her.

		But at what price, she asked herself listlessly as she lay reclined in her bathtub.

		Am I really ruined? Is my ass stretched beyond repair?

		Carol felt something oozing out of her violated anus and looked down into the hazy water. A big gout of semen—was it Skip’s or Jeff’s, she wondered idly?—floated out of her distended asshole.

		She sighed and thought, I guess that’s going to be happening for the next day or so. God, those guys really blasted me full of that stuff, in both holes!

		Picking up a bar of soap, she cleansed her body quickly and let the water out of the tub. Standing up, she drew a towel from the rack and dried herself.

		Am I hungry, she asked the question of her tired mind?

		Not really, she decided, with a wry little smile. Even though Jeff and Skip had shot a ton of come into her in both her holes last night, they had still managed to blast another substantial amount into her mouth as she knelt in the bedroom and sucked both of them off, just before she had taken her leave of them a half hour or so ago.

		Her anus didn’t burn as much as it did before her bath, she noticed as she stepped out of the tub. Encouraged by that, she opened a drawer and got out a big tube of aloe-based lotion and shot a big wad of it up her ass, smoothing it around inside of herself with her fingertip.

		She winced slightly as she penetrated her butt with her finger and again as she pulled it free. But the lotion felt good up inside her well-fucked ass, just the same.

		“Maybe I’ll feel even better after I sleep,” she said aloud, heading for the bedroom.

		Just before she got settled under the covers, still completely nude, she noticed the answer machine light blinking. Stifling a yawn, she hit the “play” button and listened to two messages which turned out to be from Gerald.

		The first was from ten o’clock last night: “Hey, where are you, babe? I just thought I’d call and talk a little before turning in. Call me when you get home. It doesn’t matter what time it is.”

		The second had come in at three in the morning. Gerald’s normally “up” voice sounded restrained, worried, as he said, “You must be at that kid’s place again. You’ve got to tell me about everything you did there when I get home Thursday evening. I’ve got to know!”

		Are you really ready to hear it all, my love? It was her last thought before drifting off to sleep.

		

		****

		

		“Damn, he’s going to be home any minute,” Carol whispered aloud as she woke up with a start and looked at the clock beside the bed.

		It was four-forty-five, much later than she had intended to sleep. Gerald would be walking through that door any second now!

		Do I want to get up and put on some lingerie? She asked herself the question in a mild panic, her mind still racing. Maybe I should slip into something sexy, something alluring.

		She asked herself, what’s more sexy than naked?

		It turned out to be all academic, anyway; just then she heard Gerald’s shoes on the kitchen linoleum and the door leading into the garage close. In mere seconds, he was standing in the bedroom door, suitcase handle in his hand.

		“Are we alone?” It was all he asked, looking pointedly at the bathroom.

		“Of course, darling,” she answered with a tiny smile, trying to assess his mood, knowing that his question had to do with Skip or any other man she might have dragged home last night to have illicit sex with.

		Was he angry she hadn’t called him back, with the details of her cheating behavior? Or, she thought nervously, had he decided that he didn’t really like being married to a…“hotwife”, who really couldn’t be trusted not the cheat on him, now that he found that he was, indeed, married to just such a woman?

		He broke into a relieved smile at the news they were alone and Carol’s heart lifted. Her own smile grew bigger as well and she threw off the covers and got out of bed.

		“You stay right here, handsome,” she commanded him, going up onto her tiptoes to give him a hot, naked kiss. “I’ve got to pee something fierce, and then I want to hear all about your trip.”

		She practically ran into the bathroom, closing the door behind her. Carol hadn’t been lying about having to use the toilet. She sat down and expelled a huge amount of urine over the next minute or so.

		Then she carefully wiped off her pussy lips and flushed the toilet. Stopping at the mirror, she checked out her face and hair, decided they would do, and opened the bathroom door once again.

		The suitcase was over by the closet’s mirrored doors and the sport coat, shirt, and slacks her husband had been wearing were tossed onto the chair that sat not far from it. His shoes and socks were there too, on the carpet nearby, along with his boxers!

		“Come and get in this bed with me and tell me what you’ve been up to, my dear,” he demanded, beaming at her from under the covers. “That’s much more interesting than what happened in Boise, or Salt Lake City.”

		Her big smile returning, she sauntered over to the bed, her big, loose breasts rolling slowly across her bare chest and did as he asked. She noticed, as she peeled back the bed clothes, that his cock was already rigid, and standing at attention.

		He must really like seeing me naked, she thought, then realized, no, that’s not why he’s so hard…he’s been fantasizing about me and Skip. My poor Gerald is stiff because he’s been picturing me with another man!

		“Well, I know someone who’s glad to be home,” she purred, reaching under the covers and finding his hard length.

		“Tell me,” he urged her, his eyes shining with arousal, “tell me everything you did while I was away!”

		

		****

		

		“…and then I did this to him, until he came in my mouth,” she whispered, licking all around Gerald’s super-swollen cock head teasingly, and then sucking the whole shaft into her mouth and bobbing her head up and down it.

		“Ungh, oh, God,” he wheezed helplessly, sprawled out on the bed on his back.

		“I swallowed it all for him, of course,” she murmured, staring directly into his dark eyes with her blue ones as she let him slip from her lips. “It was delicious, I have to tell you…and it felt so naughty, sucking his cock like that right after he’d fucked me!”

		Carol’s husband moaned and started to come as well when she dipped her head and took him into her mouth again. She smiled and gulped it all down for him.

		It wasn’t as tasty as young Skip’s had been that Tuesday morning—Gerald’s being much more salty and sour-tasting—but she relished swallowing it anyway, while he watched and muttered over and over again what a hot little cunt he had married!

		She laid her head on his tummy and rested for a minute, after he finally stopped coming. Licking her lips clean, she slowly moved up his reclining body, until her golden mane lay shining against his chest and her face was next to his on the pillow.

		“And that was Monday night, and Tuesday morning,” she said, smiling over at him.

		He grinned happily back at her and asked, “What did you do Tuesday, you naughty girl?”

		Carol shrugged and replied, “It was sort of dull, compared to Monday if you want to know the truth, darling. I went to my book discussion group and gave the black dildo I bought to Hilda. It was a big hit; we all laughed like crazy when she opened it.

		She paused for a beat or two and then added, “The most exciting thing that happened that night was when I came home and got out my vibrator and a couple of those movies and…‘entertained’ myself until two or so.”

		“What about yesterday, Wednesday?” He pressed her eagerly for an answer. “You weren’t home last night when I called, even though it was late. You didn’t come home all night, did you?”

		She grinned at him tauntingly and shook her head that she hadn’t. Whispering, she said, “No, Skip called yesterday morning. I thought for sure it was you, when I first answered it.”

		Gerald perked right up. He asked quietly, his eyes alive with interest, “What did he want?”

		Carol giggled naughtily and murmured, “I think they call it a ‘booty-call’. He wanted for me to come over to his condo yesterday afternoon and …fuck him again!”

		Her husband’s recently deflated dick began to stir abruptly to life. He asked her softly, his voice excited and demanding, “And did you? Did you go over there and fuck him again, darling?”

		She nodded proudly that she had. Snuggling in closer to him, she whispered, “But his roommate was home this time, too. He’s a tall, really handsome, really muscular young black kid.”

		After letting him chew on that image mentally for a long moment, she added, “He has an eleven inch cock, and it’s even thicker than yours or Skip’s!”

		Gerald groaned and his prick got harder. He looked at her and stammered anxiously, “H-How do you know that?”

		She waited, teasing him for a moment longer, when she finally answered, “Because I ended up fucking him, too. As a matter of fact, they both did it to me at the same time.”

		Gerald looked as though he was having a heart seizure. His whole body shivered and his prick went as hard as Carol had ever seen it as he gasped out the question, “Both of them…at the same time?”

		Carol’s eyes shined with an unholy excitement as she admitted, “Yes, lover, at the same time. First I sucked those huge cocks of theirs, and got them really, really hard, and then one of them slipped his stiff prick into me from behind while I sucked off his roommate.”

		Poor Gerald about came as he imagined that! She could tell from just looking at him that he was close.

		She teased his chest fur with her fingertips and murmured so softly that he could barely hear her, even though her lips were just inches away from his ear, “And then I let them fuck me in the ass and in the pussy at the same time. I think they call that a D.P.—a double penetration.”

		Her husband’s eyes rolled back in his head and his dick jerked uncontrollably. For a moment, she was sure that he was going shoot off a geyser of come without his cock even being touched.

		But, somehow, he kept his head enough not to do so. He groaned with the effort and settled down, asking, “Which one…you know…was in your butt?”

		She rolled over onto her tummy and got up onto her knees. Just before she slipped her super-wet slit down onto his dick she leaned forward and sighed softly, “Both of them, darling. I let both of those horny college boys fuck my little asshole. They traded off…”

		Gerald’s moan was cut off by her lips as she mounted him. The two of them clung together, with him thrust deep inside of her and her mouth pressed tightly against his.

		Her tongue lapped at him greedily and her cunt began to throb as it clasped at his buried manhood. He gave up and flooded her with a ton of spunk which spewed up into her and oozed back out to bathe his nuts in its hot flow. The first touch of the hot liquid sent her clit into spasms of release as well.

		They came together, locked in lust, both of them imagining her riding those two huge cocks, one black and the other white. Carol thought it might have been the best mutual orgasm in their seven years together!

		

		****

		

		“When are you going to see them again, pet,” he whispered as he scrubbed her back it the shower minutes later.

		“I don’t know that I am,” she looked back over her shoulder at him, teasing him, her dancing blue eyes full of mischief. “Do you want me to?”

		Gerald shuddered in pure ecstasy and rubbed his once more stiff cock against her ass cleft as he growled, “Fuck, yes, you should see them again!”

		Laughing softly, she turned and took his hard on in her palm. Working the skin up and back she leaned into him for a kiss and demanded, “Oh, and just what should I do with that pair horny young guys, when I do see them?”

		His dick was alive in her grasp. Their kiss was beyond passionate—it was incendiary in its heat and shared lust.

		“Fuck them,” he gasped for air a minute later, when they finally broke apart, the shower cascading down over them, “suck them off…do it all with them. And then come home and tell me all about it, you hot bitch, you!”

		She grinned up at him and whispered, “I am a hot bitch! I’m hot for young cock…lots of young, hard cock. It doesn’t matter whether its black or white, as long as it’s thick and firm, does it, darling?”

		“No, fuck, no,” he sighed as she stroked him, “just as long as it’s huge and hard!”

		

		****

		

		“I shouldn’t let you do this,” she said, looking back over her shoulder at him. “I’m still really sore back there, after those two boys fucked me in the ass so hard just last night!”

		Gerald was kneeling behind her on the bed, trembling with excitement. His hard cock was shiny with sex-lube and was poised at the tiny entrance to her asshole, which had been lubed up as well.

		“Please, darling, I’ll be gentle, I swear!”

		“Be sure you play with my clit, too,” she admonished him just before he penetrated her ass for the first time ever.

		Gerald pushed ahead insistently and finally, his wife’s anus flowered open and took his fat tip inside. He shuddered anew and sighed, “Oh, damn, Carol, you’re so tight back here. It feels so snug and slippery around my dick!”

		Carol whined and dug her fingernails into the sheets as he took her for the first time ever in this nastiest of ways. It hurt…even after the aloe and the lube, her asshole burned as if it were on fire as he pushed all the way inside her!

		“Oh, fuck, play with my clit, please!” She begged him in a rising voice as he began to ball her back there.

		“Here, is this better, my love?”

		His fingers nudged her clit and a tiny spasm of pleasure radiated through her lower body, overshadowed by the steady pangs of discomfort she was experiencing. She gasped and said, “More, do it harder, really play with it while you fuck me. And tug on my nipples with your other hand, too!

		Gerald complied and a wave of pleasure joined the twinges of pain. She sighed and urged him on.

		“Oh, yes, that’s right, darling,” Carol groaned. “Twist my nipples hard and pummel my clit with your fingertip. And fuck me. Fuck me…right in the ass!”

		Again, he shuddered in ecstasy and did just that. He worked his thick cock in and out of her slippery back door faster and faster, driving it inside her as deeply as it would go.

		“Damn, it’s so good,” he marveled, his breath coming in pants and gasps. “Your little butt looks so hot, with my big cock going in and out of it!”

		Despite the pain she was feeling, Carol sighed and shivered as well. She loved doing this for her beloved Gerald, giving him a tiny sample of what Skip and Jeff had gotten.

		“Oh, fuck me,” she crooned, reveling in his thrusts, even though they hurt. “Fuck me right in the ass, honey!”

		“Yeah,” he wheezed, “God, but you’re hot and tight back here. Your ass is so great to fuck, baby. I love it!”

		Carol loved it, too. True, it hurt right now because she was still sore, but she found that she, somewhat perversely, enjoyed the pain.

		Oh, fuck me, she chanted to herself, fuck me hard, right up the ass, darling!

		

		****

		

		“There, is that better, pet?”

		After he had come inside her ass while roaring out his pleasure, they had slowly pulled apart. Carol had had tears in her eyes, but a smile on her face.

		She loved pleasing Gerald. That almost made up for the sharp discomfort she was experiencing right now.

		He had just finished loading up her aching butt with the aloe lotion. Patting her ass cheeks lovingly, he sighed.

		“You were magnificent, dear,” he complimented her, spooning in close to her as she lay on her side.

		Looking back over her shoulder, she chided him gently, “You bad boy. You said you’d go slow and not hurt me!’

		Looking very chagrined, he whispered, “You were so hot, taking it that way for me. I got to thinking about those two young guys doing it to you, and I just couldn’t seem to hold back. I’m sorry, my love.”

		She reached back and patted his cheek lovingly, murmuring, “Its okay, I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

	
		What’s Next?

		

		Gerald enjoyed her ass several more times over the next few days. He fucked her pussy, too, and she sucked him off and swallowed his come for him a few more times as well.

		He just couldn’t seem to get enough of his newly-minted hotwife’s body, and she didn’t mind a bit! As a matter of fact, she loved it.

		Carol couldn’t remember them making love so often, in so many different ways, so spectacularly…ever! She felt as if she was floating on air by the time Sunday morning rolled around.

		“What are you going to do when I’m away this time, as if I didn’t know?”

		She flashed a naughty grin his way and said with mock shyness, “Oh, I don’t know...I thought I might call Skip again, darling, if it’s alright with you, that is.”

		He stopped packing, turned and scooped her into his arms. Just before their lips met for a hot kiss, he murmured, “See that you do just that. And tell me all about it when I get back Tuesday evening.”

		You don’t have to worry about that, darling, she thought to herself smugly, my ass feels normal again and so does my pussy…except for feeling extra-horny, when I think about Skip and Jeff and those two huge dicks of theirs, that is!

		“Call me when you get to Boise this afternoon,” she said as they broke apart.

		“I will, never fear,” he told her, returning to his packing. “If the big meeting weren’t at nine in the morning tomorrow, I wouldn’t be flying out on a Sunday.”

		“Good luck on closing this deal,” she said encouragingly. “It sounds like it’s going wonderfully so far.”

		He looked up at her and said, “If I get this one, I’ll be selling off some of the smaller properties, to consolidate my funds into ready cash. That will allow me to make still more property investments. I might not have to travel so often, if that happens. Won’t that be great?”

		A flash of disappointment flitted across Carol’s mind, but she did her best to hide her negative reaction from Gerald. If he didn’t go out of town so often…what would that do to her burgeoning new career as a hotwife?

		He seemed to read her thoughts and said reassuringly, “Don’t worry. I’ll still want you to go out and play, even if I’m home at night more often now. You can just tell me all about it sooner, when you get back the next morning.”

		A huge thrill shot through her as she imagined that; straggling home from Skip or some other guy’s place, her ass and pussy loaded with come and Gerald waiting for her, naked, in bed demanding to hear all of the details! God help her, but that sounded so very…hot!

		“I’m glad this is just a quick trip,” Gerald said brightly. “Unless the negotiations hit a snag, and I have to stay through Wednesday to get the deal closed, I’ll be home Tuesday night this week.”

		“That sounds wonderful to me,” Carol said. “I hope things go swimmingly and you’re home early, as planned.”

		She shot him a saucy look and finished with, “I should have some more spicy details for you by then, provided Skip isn’t busy.”

		Gerald laughed and said, “Nobody is that busy, pet. No man in his right mind is going to turn down a night in the sack with you, never fear.”

		“Oh, you’re so sweet,” she cooed at him, patting him on the cheek. “I wish we had time for another session in bed before you leave for the airport.”

		“So do I, my love, but I wouldn’t want to miss my plane. There aren’t that many flights into a one-horse town like Boise, so I don’t want to miss my connecting flight in Seattle, now do I?”

		She nodded that he didn’t, and kissed him adoringly on the cheek. He was out of the house and on his way to the airport in mere minutes, and she began to think about Skip, and his big cock…

		

		****

		

		“Hey, what you doin’ tonight, baby?” Her voice was a soft purr over the phone.

		Skip said, “Nothing that wouldn’t be a whole lot better with you here, doing it with me, beautiful. Is your old man out of town again?”

		“He is,” she confirmed, “and he said to call you right away, when he left just now.”

		“God, I love that guy,” Skip commented with a whistle of sheer admiration. “What time can you come over?”

		“I have to check in with him when he gets to Boise,” she told him. “That ought to be around six o’clock tonight. How about I come over right after that and spend the night?”

		“Hell, yes,” Skip growled lustily, “get your sweet little ass over here as soon as you can, babe!”

		Carol giggled at his obvious excitement and said, “See you later, honey.”

		She hung up and went in the bathroom to put a new coat of red polish on her nails and add a dollop of perfume behind her left ear. Her pussy was getting wet already, at just the thought of Skip’s hot body and of his big cock sliding into her cunt once more.

		“I wonder if Jeff is going to be home tonight?” She whispered the thought aloud, her nipples spiking at the mere notion of the two of the two college boys touching her…kissing her…fucking her again within the next few hours!

		

		****

		

		She’d doubted they would leave the condo on a Sunday evening, so she had dressed accordingly. Carol wore only a pair of designer jeans and a loose red, vee-necked sweater with not a stitch of underwear beneath either of them as she prepared for the short drive over to her young lover’s place. From her limited experience as a hotwife, she found that underwear only got in the way when Skip “booty-called” her!

		“Wait…I actually ‘booty-called’ him this time!” said aloud, amazed at her brassiness. “God, what a little slut I’m becoming!”

		She giggled like a delighted little girl and turned out the bedroom lights as she left the room. Scooping up a coat and her purse, she went into the kitchen, and set the house alarm system as she stepped out into the garage.

		The drive over to Skip’s condo took a surprising forty minutes. For some reason, there seemed to be a lot of traffic tonight.

		Once she arrived and the big gate rolled back to admit her car, she found the spot she had parked in last time, next to his garage, open and slid the Audi into it. Locking up, she went up the steps quickly and rang the doorbell. This time, Skip, not Jeff answered it, his face beaming.

		“Get in here and get out of those clothes,” he rasped at her, taking her hand and escorting her into the living room.

		He locked the front door and they headed directly upstairs, for his bedroom. There was no offer of drinks this time: they both knew what she was here for, and they were equally anxious to get naked and in that big bed together!

		“I take it Jeff won’t be joining us this evening?” Carol said as she stripped down to nothing in seconds.

		“I doubt it,” he answered while he did the same, “he’s out somewhere with Tatiana.”

		“Ooh, there’s that big boy I love so much,” she cooed as his cock and balls came into view.

		Sitting down naked on the edge of the bed, she reached for it and drew him in by his still flaccid cock and began to suck. He grinned down at her encouragingly and guided her head in and out on his rapidly hardening, thick tube of male flesh.

		

		****

		

		They were just getting down to business when there was a light rapping on the closed bedroom door. Skip looked up from Carol’s erect nipples—which he had been busily going after—and murmured in surprise and disappointment, “What the fuck?”

		The two lovers looked at each other blankly. Skip asked her as he got to his feet and threw on his bathrobe, “I did lock the front door, didn’t I? No one else has a key to it except Jeff and the building manager.”

		Cracking the door open just a hair, he blurted out in utter surprise, “Tat, what the hell are you doing here?”

		“Jeff is downstairs, making us a round of drinks,” Tatiana explained, in a honeyed voice that was lightly tinged with a lingering Russian accent. “Is she here, the girl that Jeff told me about?”

		The door suddenly opened wide and Tatiana Sokolov stepped into the room. She was a short girl but she had a spectacular build--along with a face that was heart-stoppingly beautiful--dark, sable-colored hair, huge brown eyes, and a pair of soft, sensual lips completed the package. Her pert little nose was perfection itself, and Carol wondered somewhat jealously if such symmetry was natural or the product of some expensive plastic surgeon’s best efforts.

		“Hey, you must be this Carol woman Jeff keeps raving about,” Tatiana said boldly, eyeing what she could see of Carol, who had automatically dived under the covers when the door had first been opened and had the sheet pulled up nearly to her chin.

		“Geez, he wasn’t kidding,” Tatiana mused aloud, coming around the bed and sitting down on the edge of it, right next to Carol.

		“You’re a fucking knockout, blondie,” she shook her head in wonder and smiled broadly as she reached for the sheet.

		She yanked it out of a very surprised Carol’s hands and drew it downward, baring both breasts. The Russian girl’s eyes lit up and her smile got even bigger.

		“God, what nice set of titties,” she exclaimed, examining Carol’s chest critically, “firm but so round and pretty!”

		Before Carol could recover from her shock at the girl’s actions, Tatiana yanked the sheet all the way off and dropped it around her feet. Tatiana’s big brown eyes went even wider and she said, “So much hair, my God, girl, what’s all this blonde fur doing down here?”

		Carol merely blinked and searched for an appropriate response to such an unexpected question. She groomed, after all! It wasn’t as if she thought of herself as being overly…hairy!

		Tatiana looked up from her pussy to her startled face and said softly, “I’m sorry. That was rude. It’s just that most of the girls I know are like me—they wax everything bare. I’m not used to seeing a bush like this on a woman as young as you are!”

		A jumble of thoughts reeled through Carol’s mind, all at once. She liked the fact that this sensational-looking, somewhat brash girl—who was no more than twenty-one or two, in Carol’s estimation--thought that she looked young. Of course she was utterly shocked by the younger woman’s brazen behavior in stripping the sheet away. And she was somewhat surprised to learn that Jeff had mentioned the other evening’s little three-way…tryst between Carol and Skip and himself to his girlfriend at all!

		As if to confirm once again that he had, Tatiana grinned and said, “Jeff said you were red hot in bed, crazy wild, and ready for anything.”

		A light seemed to switch on in the Russian girl’s eyes as she leaned closer to Carol and whispered, “Me, too. I’m that way as well. There’s nothing I won’t try at least once.”

		Those pouty, sensual full lips hovered near Carol’s as Tatiana, whispered the question, “Do you like…girls, too? I do. They’re so soft and cuddly and fun to be in bed with!”

		The breath froze in Carol’s lungs and she had trouble catching a breath. Tatiana leaned still closer, until her lips were right in front of Carol’s and sighed, “God, you’re so fucking pretty. Come here, baby, and give me little kiss, won’t you?”

		Tatiana’s mouth touched hers and an electric shock seemed to run through Carol’s naked body. All of the daydreams she’d had about this moment over the years flashed through her mind in an instant.

		Now it was finally happening--another girl was actually kissing her hungrily, passionately!

		Carol shocked herself by ignoring Skip’s presence in the room completely. Instead, she went with her instincts and slipped her right hand behind Tatiana’s head as they kissed. Pulling her in tighter, running her fingers through the other girl’s long, gorgeous brown hair.

		Tatiana’s tongue begged for admittance, and Carol found her mouth flying open to welcome it inside. The wriggly little pink snake touched hers and another; even larger electric current seemed to flow through her naked body.

		“Hey, man, what’s happening…” Jeff’s voice trailed off as he got all the way into the room, carrying a tray of drinks.

		Carol looked at him out the corner of her eye, and then went back to kissing Tatiana.

		“Holy fuck, dude, look at them going after one another!” The surprised black baritone murmured.

		Carol’s pulse was pounding; Tatiana was so gorgeous, so sexy, and doing this in front of Jeff and Skip somehow made it even more exciting!

		Just then, Tatiana broke off the kiss, panting, “Let me get naked, too, darling! I want to love you; Oh, God, I’m dying to lick that beautiful, hairy pussy of yours!”

		Another huge jolt of pre-come fury reverberated through Carol as her new lover pulled away so that she could tug off her sweater. Tatiana wore nothing underneath the heavy garment and Carol saw the other girl’s naked breasts revealed in all their glory for the first time.

		They’re perfect, just like the rest of her! She thought as she looked at the exquisitely-shaped mounds of female flesh bobbling so enticingly right in front of her nose as Tatiana undid her jeans and wiggled out of them, along with her sheer thong panties.

		Ooh, she wasn’t kidding, Carol thought, enraptured at the sight of Tatiana’s cute little pussy slit, so pink and as bare as that of a two year old girl.

		The impulsive coed was just as naked as Carol in a few more seconds and then she was scooting into the bed next to her. Carol sighed as naked flesh touched naked flesh and Tatiana’s arms encircled her.

		“Well, don’t just stand there,” Tatiana turned and admonished the two voyeuristic males staring, slack-jawed, at them. “One of you can fuck me, while I make love to this ravishing creature!”

		Skip’s cock was now brick-hard once more and he eagerly doffed the bathrobe he had thrown on to answer the bedroom door and came around the bed to kneel behind Tatiana. He glanced over at Jeff and raised his eyebrows quizzically.

		“Knock yourself out, buddy,” the big man said, setting down his tray of cocktails on a nearby dresser and starting to hurry out of his clothes, his eyes never leaving his girlfriend, who was once again locked in a torrid kiss with Carol.

		He seemed to guess that Tatiana would make out with her new conquest just long enough to get her all hot and bothered again—which didn’t take long—before moving her mouth downward, and onto Carol’s very erect nipples

		It happened all at once: Skip’s big dick slid into Tatiana’s wet pussy just as Carol’s left nipple slid between the lovely Russian girl’s lips. The two of them groaned and Carol shuddered beneath them, so aroused she could barely believe it.

		Oh, fuck, this is so hot; she told her disbelieving mind again and again, this is an orgy. Me, Carol Findley, in the middle of a sex orgy...and I love it!

		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

	
		Carol’s First Orgy

		

		Jeff wasted no time in shedding his clothes. His huge black cock was already better than half hard as he knelt his way onto the bed and knee-walked over to Tatiana and Carol.

		His girlfriend stopped sucking Carol’s tits just long enough to smile up at him and say, “Hi, baby, glad you could join us.”

		She leaned toward him and ran her lively little tongue all around his cock head, wetting it with her shiny saliva. Turning back to Carol, she asked, “Do you want to suck it, while I eat you, darling?”

		Tatiana’s accent made the word “darling” sound like “darlink” and Carol grinned, finding it so cute. She eyed the mighty cock and felt a massive, illicit thrill course through her as she sighed, “God, yes, I want to suck it!”

		Smiling, the young Russian temptress reached out and grabbed Jeff’s prick as he moved up a bit higher on the mattress, until his cock head was even with Carol’s lips. Then Tatiana--naughty, wonderful, sexy little Tatiana—fed the gleaming knob of male meat into Carol’s mouth, and went back to sucking her tits.

		The whole situation made Carol lose control totally. She slid as much of Tatiana’s black boyfriend’s huge cock into her mouth as she could get inside, while the little Russian flitted from breast to breast, sucking and teasing them with her tongue.

		All the while, Skip had to be really drilling Tatiana, because her whole small body was moving with each hot thrust into her pussy. Her lips were jolted off Carol’s nubs again and again as he fucked her but, somehow, that just made it all the more exciting when Tatiana’s eager mouth once again engulfed the erect pink spears!

		Suck ‘em; bite them a little, Carol wanted to urge her, but her mouth was too full of prick to make a coherent sound. She merely moaned and gasped around Jeff’s towering manhood as he pumped in and out of her sucking lips.

		And then Tatiana’s head began to move downward. The excited girl kissed Carol’s taut tummy as her body inexorably slipped down the mewling, panting blonde’s toward her ultimate goal.

		“Oh, what a cute little pussy; it’s nearly lost amid all this hair!” Tatiana’s voice was soft and full of desire as stared longingly at the pink slit, now shiny with lubricant.

		She parted the folds with her fingertips and touched Carol’s clit with her tongue. An indescribable, electric thrill shot up Carol’s spine and she turned her head to face Jeff’s body and inhaled his cock as he fed it into her lips this time.

		“Holy fuck, man, she’s really suckin’ me, now that you’re lickin’ her pussy, Tat!”

		Skip chortled and said, “You ought to feel Tat’s cunt, dude. It’s fluttering all around my dick as I’m fucking her! This little girl of yours just loves sucking cunt, man!”

		Not as much as I love the way she sucks it, Carol thought as the younger girl’s tongue and lips went crazy on her pussy.

		Tatiana’s sweet mouth and tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, licking her clit just so, sucking out her gushing juice and noisily swallowing it, and delving deep inside the pink walls, wriggling like an entrapped eel!

		Oh, God, what they say is true…no one know how to eat pussy as well as another woman, Carol thought to herself. She’s got me so excited already…so ready to come!

		Tatiana seemed to sense this. She redoubled her efforts on Carol’s pussy and clit, despite Skip picking up the pace as he fucked her.

		“Oh, man, I can’t last much longer,” he grunted to no one in particular. “I’m gonna’ come right in this tight little cunt!”

		Jeff only sighed and started fucking Carol’s mouth and throat deeper and faster. He groaned, “Fuck, dude, her tongue is all over my cock head. Jesus, I can’t last much longer, either!”

		Carol whined. She wanted it! She wanted to swallow Jeff’s come, just like she wanted to get her pussy off on Tatiana’s magical tongue!

		The four of them clung together, seemingly suspended in time, their orgasms just out of reach. Then Skip made a sound way in the back of his throat and drove his big cock all the way into Tatiana’s pussy while gripping her twin ass mounds hard.

		“I’m coming,” he gasped. “I’m coming in your girl’s twat, man!”

		Jeff grinned and then shuddered. The first huge wad of his semen coated Carol’s mouth and throat while she swallowed frantically, trying to keep from drowning.

		“Oh, fuck, I’m creamin’ your lady’s mouth, dude. And it feels so fine!”

		A mammoth orgasm tore through Carol’s pussy and reverberated up her backbone as the boy emptied his large nuts into her throat. She gurgled, too busy swallowing to make any other sound, and went off hard around Tatiana’s gliding tongue.

		The Russian girl murmured up into Carol’s pussy that she was coming, too. The words were barely understandable, muted as they were by the soft, gleaming pink flesh which surrounded her mouth.

		Slowly, after it was all over, the foursome broke apart. Skip’s deflating prick slipped out of Tatiana’s cunt, along with a small waterfall of come. Jeff slowly pulled his still half hard cock out of Carol’s mouth and she licked the last of his spunk from her lips and swallowed it as he watched her do it.

		Lastly, Tatiana pushed up onto her hands and knees, grinning impishly up at Carol, her mouth shiny with pussy juice. She moved up the bed and cuddled the bigger woman in her arms, saying, “You’re delicious. Here, taste.”

		With that, she kissed her new lover and Carol tasted her own outpourings on Tatiana’s lips and tongue. She thought once again that her pussy was as sweet as it could be.

		I wonder if hers tastes like mine? The thought came to her, and she found that she couldn’t wait to find out…

		

		****

		

		What Carol hadn’t counted on was how much making out with Tatiana again would turn her on. After just a few moments of the lovely Russian girl’s mouth on hers, she could feel her nipples spiking to full attention once more.

		God…so soon…I just came…hard, she thought to herself incredulously.

		But she couldn’t deny her own body’s reaction. Her breath was growing shallower as the steamy kiss went on, and the way Tatiana’s tongue was gliding against hers was just so very exciting, somehow!

		Her heart racing, Carol’s hands moved automatically up and down the girl’s back and onto her butt. She felt a tremor of arousal flash through her as she began to squeeze the perfect little mounds while she ground her tits up against Tatiana’s.

		“Fuck, those two hotties are at it again,” Skip marveled.

		“Yeah, and just look at them go,” agreed Jeff.

		Tatiana broke off the kiss and favored them with a smug little smile as she said, “When those limp dicks of yours get hard again, you can play too.”

		She turned back to Carol and whispered softly, “Until then…”

		Her lips found Carol’s once more and they resumed their hot embrace. Carol’s blood was boiling.

		She loved this girl-girl stuff as much as she feared she would! I know I’m not really a lesbian—I love cock too much for that—but her arms feel so good around me, her face is so cute, and to feel her tits rubbing against mine is so exciting! Utter ecstasy, that’s what it is!

		Tatiana sighed and slipped a finger into Carol’s cunt as they made out. The bigger woman trembled as Tatiana began to finger-fuck her while they kissed, her finger going as wild on Carol’s clit as her tongue was inside of the blonde girl’s mouth.

		Oh, fuck, this is so hot--Carol told herself, making out with this little beauty while Jeff and Skip watch--letting her do whatever she wants to me!

		When Tatiana was sure she had Carol panting with lust for more, she broke off the kiss and whispered, “Wouldn’t you like to kiss my nipples for me, darling?”

		Carol gulped and realized she would like to do just that! She’d like nothing better; but she felt self-conscious about doing it in front of Skip and Jeff, somehow.

		“This is your first time with another girl, isn’t it?” Tatiana murmured, stroking Carol’s long blonde hair gently. “Don’t be nervous. Just do what you’d like me to do to you, and I’ll bet I’ll like it, too.”

		The tall girl sneaked a glance at the two men out of the corner of her eye. Skip and Jeff were watching, all right. They stood on the other side of the bedroom, sipping the cocktails Jeff had brought up and waiting for the show to continue.

		Well, okay, I guess I don’t mind too much it they do watch, Carol assured herself, leaning forward and kissing Tatiana’s cheek, and then her neck. She slowly kissed her way down to the upper part of the girl’s bare chest and onto her upraised mounds.

		God, these are so pretty, so perfect, the burgeoning hotwife told herself, kissing still lower, her areoles are small and so pink, just like her nipples. But her nipples get long when she’s excited, like a pair of jutting knobs—you could hang clothes from them; you really could!

		Carol kissed the left one first. Tatiana sighed and put a hand behind her head, drawing her lips even tighter.

		“Suck it for me a little, sweetie. Suck my hot titty!”

		A tiny mewl of pure excitement escaped Carol’s lips as she slid the small spear of female flesh in between them. Tatiana sighed and pushed her nipple in all the way, as Carol began to lightly suck at the forbidden female flesh.

		Oh, it’s so sweet, Carol was shocked to discover. This girl’s nipples were as sweet as honey to suck…to lick, and to nip at with her sharp front teeth.

		She did just that and Tatiana cooed, “Oh, that’s right, lover, bite them a little. Suck them and bite them, pleeeeeeeeeease!”

		The Russian girl whined out the last word, her voice moving up the scale as Carol nipped at her tender flesh while she sucked at it. Carol was in heaven; sucking another girl’s tits was as naughty and thrilling and wonderful as she had always suspected it would be!

		“Fuck, man, look at her going to town on Tat’s nipples,” Skip panted.

		“That’s no shit; just watch her goin’ crazy over those hot titties!” Jeff growled. “Man, this is like watchin’ a porn move… only live and in person!”

		“Except Tat and Carol are a lot hotter than most of those porn skanks,” Skip said. “They’re real babes, not some fucked-out bitches who have been balling everything that had a dick for years.”

		“That’s for true, dude,” Jeff agreed. “These ladies are two are primo pieces of ass!”

		Somehow, the boys making nasty comments about how hot they were got Carol even more aroused. She changed breasts, her fingers coming up to tweak the saliva-slick nipple her lips had just left as they enveloped the other one.

		“Oh, fuck, you do that just right,” Tatiana murmured, still tracing her own fingertips through Carol’s bright blonde hair, her eyes closed in rising bliss. “Suck them, play with them. You make my pussy so fucking hot, baby!”

		Carol thought she’s like to see for herself if that was true. Tatiana had stopped fingering her pussy when Carol had rolled her onto her back and kissed her way down to the Russian girl’s tits a few moments ago.

		She worked her own free hand down Tatiana’s slim body and found her bare little gash easily. Carol had, of course, never touched another woman’s pussy in her life before, but she had fantasized about doing so ever since she had been starting puberty.

		“Oh, yeah, do it,” Tatiana urged her, “frig my clit and suck my nippies, you sweet bitch!”

		Ooh, she is wet! Carol thought as she slid her finger into another girl’s pussy for the first time. She wasn’t kidding—she’s hot and so ready for me!

		The heat was so great in Tatiana’s cunt that it really turned Carol on, just feeling it. Hearing her beg to have her marvelous titties sucked while Carol finger-fucked the younger woman’s twat was the icing on the cake!

		“Do you want me to stick my tongue in this boiling little slit, instead of just my finger?” She murmured teasingly up at Tatiana, as she began to diddle the girl’s cunt in earnest.

		Tatiana whimpered and tossed her hips up off the mattress, seeking more of the hot contact with her pulsing clit. She bit her lower lip and hissed, “Yesssssssss, God, yes, I want to feel it inside me!”

		Carol felt a massive contraction grip her own clit as she imagined eating her first pussy. She went wild on Tatiana’s tits for a few more moments--licking, sucking, biting—and then began to slide down the girl’s flat tummy, kissing the warm flesh as she went.

		“Eat meeeeeeeeeee! The spectacular little brunette wailed, her pussy winking open and shut around Carol’s teasing finger, tugging at it, as the tall blonde’s mouth neared her pussy.

		So wet, so juicy and slick, Carol told herself, mesmerized by the sight of Tatiana’s cute little cunt lips; so bare and tiny.

		Surprised at her own lack of hesitation, Carol lowered her mouth onto the girl’s pussy as she slowly withdrew her finger. Her slippery tongue replaced the finger, easing downward into the hot, wet folds until Carol’s mouth was pressed tightly against the steaming pink flesh.

		Omigod, she’s so sweet and delicious, Carol quickly discovered. Her little pussy is even tastier than mine!

		“Ugh, oh, oh, that’s it!” Tatiana rasped excitedly, reaching down and taking Carol’s head in both hands and jamming her face into her pussy. “Oh, fuck, darling, eat it, please, eat my hot cunt!”

		Oh, this even better than I imagined it would be, Carol exulted, licking and sucking for all she was worth. Sucking her tits was heavenly…but this is even better!

		“Jesus, look at her go after that pussy,” Skip whispered in awe.

		“Man, I am looking, and it’s making me as hard as a rock, watching these two!”

		Carol felt the mattress depress on both sides of her. Male hands were suddenly on her ass, kneading and stroking. Another set of the exploring fingertips was traveling up her spine, sending delectable little shivers right down into her pussy as she ate Tatiana frantically.

		“You two hot bitches can sixty-nine each other,” Jeff’s deep voice suggested, as his big hands closed around Carol’s calves and he dragged her into the center of the bed and flipped her over onto her back. “That way old Skip and I can fuck your tight asses, while you eat each other’s cunts!”

		Another sharp spasm of delight coursed through her as the two boys manhandled them into position, breaking Carol’s mouth-lock on Tatiana’s pussy just briefly. She found herself on her back, with the smaller Russian girl lying atop her, ready to suck her pussy while she went back to eating Tatiana’s.

		“Ulllmpphhhhhh!” was all Carol could murmur up into those sweet folds as Tatiana started to gobble her cunt enthusiastically. She watched eagerly as Jeff’s big finger slipped into the small brunette’s anus to spread around a thick glob of sex lube. All of this was happening right above Carol’s forehead, giving her a unique vantage point and increasing her already high level of arousal.

		The butt fingering caused a wave of the girl’s pussy juice to rain down onto Carol’s mouth and cheeks, inundating them. Tatiana was cooing mindlessly as she lapped at Carol’s clit with her wiggly little tongue tip while Jeff finger-fucked her asshole.

		Oh, sweet Jesus, but he looks huge from this angle, Carol told herself in awe as Jeff’s fully engorged black cock loomed into place just above her.

		The finger left and the boy’s huge knob replaced it against Tatiana’s tight little anal star. The girl made a strangled, gasping sound as Jeff pushed through her sphincter’s resistance and disappeared inside that snug opening.

		Holy fuck, that looks so damned hot, Carol realized as inch after inch of the huge cock slid into Tatiana’s ass just above her own tongue.

		The big nut sac dragged across Carol’s forehead and came to rest on her nose. She shivered with out-and-out excitement as she watched Jeff pull his dick nearly all the way out of the small girl’s ass and slowly drive himself inside again.

		Tatiana shuddered atop Carol as well, but kept right on licking and sucking. Carol felt Skip lift her own legs upward by sliding his hands under her thighs, so that he could more easily reach her own asshole.

		Oh, God, here it comes, she thought as a dollop of the slick goo was shot into her anus. Skip was holding her legs skyward with one forearm while he greased up her ass.

		Carol whimpered up into Tatiana’s cunt as the big cock head breached her asshole. It was so huge!

		More of the meaty invader slid into her and she groaned and twisted beneath Tatiana’s sucking mouth. Skip held took a calf in each hand and held her steady, slowly drilling his mammoth cock balls-deep into her backside.

		Oh, God, fucked in the ass again! Carol had the thought as Skip began to move his cock in and out of her well-lubed anal sheath. It hurts a little—to be spread this wide by his big cock—but this is so damned hot…watching Tatiana get it right up her cute little butt from this monster black dick just inches above my nose while she eats me so wonderfully and I lick her!

		She shuddered as Skip really started to give it her. His thick cock was lighting a fire in her…back there; that was for sure!

		Tatiana groaned just at that moment, and Carol noted that Jeff was really banging the Russian girl’s ass as well. His big black cock was gliding rapidly in and out of that tiny opening, ravaging it relentlessly; the two huge nuts rolled back and forth across Carol’s nose as if they were suspended from a piece of constantly-moving machinery of some kind.

		The realization seemed to ramp up her own excitement. She thought, just look at her getting it--that huge prick of his is really reaming her out!

		The orgy situation served as a real turn on for all four of them. Carol sensed that threesomes and girl-sharing were not exactly unknown to Skip, Jeff, and Tatiana, but the idea of a foursome was a novel experience for everyone involved.

		As if to confirm her suspicions, Skip moaned at that moment, “Oh, man, it’s so hot, fucking this hottie in the ass while she and Tat suck pussies together and you ball Tat’s asshole at the same time, bro!”

		Jeff grunted out his answer as he continued to power his cock into his girlfriend’s forbidden hole, “You know it, man. This is fuckin’ unreal!

		Carol mewled up into Tatiana’s cunt and came. The orgasm seemed to engulf her out of nowhere.

		“Shit, dude, she’s comin’,” Skip gasped as Carol’s ass sheath grabbed at his cock, clasping open and shut in time with her climaxing pussy.

		“Oh, man, so’s Tat!” Jeff said with a shudder.

		It was all he could do to keep ramming his prick into his girlfriend’s spasming asshole, past her clenching muscles. Carol saw stars and hung on tight…

		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

	
		Getting To Know Tatiana

		

		“I just love sex,” Tatiana sighed, staring down at the passed out, fucked out pair of college boys.

		Jeff and Skip were snoring lightly. One was on one side of the bed, the other sprawled out on the opposite side.

		“But once their nuts have been emptied, men are fucking useless for a while,” the Russian girl finished her thought with an exasperated shake of her head.

		She turned and looked at Carol--who stood naked beside her--and asked brightly, “How about you, gorgeous; do you still want to play a little before we go to sleep?”

		As she stared at the cute, buxom brunette, Carol felt her nipples start to spike once more. She took Tatiana in her arms and hugged her to her chest and murmured into her hair, “Oh, God, yes; I’ve been waiting to meet a girl like you for my whole life, darling!”

		Tatiana looked up at her with those liquid brown eyes and whispered, “Good, then let’s go to Jeff’s room and use that bed. These two sleeping beauties can join us in there when they wake up!”

		A hurried kiss sealed the bargain, and then they walked hand in hand across the hall and went into Jeff’s room. It was almost a carbon copy of Skip’s, except Jeff’s bedspread was a navy blue, with gold piping, instead of burgundy.

		“Oh, fuck, you’re a delicious woman to make love to,” Tatiana whispered as she turned down the covers and slid under them. “I’m even getting to like that humongous bush of yours!”

		Carol giggled with embarrassment and got in beside her, saying, “And I just love this bald little slit of yours, sweetie. It’s so downright…lickable!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that sounds wonderful to me,” the Russian girl murmured, taking Carol in her arms. “Lick away, why don’t you?”

		The next few minutes were a whirlwind of sucking lips. Licking tongues, and nipping teeth. Carol was in heaven. Tatiana was everything she had been daydreaming about for so many years, and more!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, fuck, you little minx,” Carol whined in ecstasy; “you’re going to make me come again!”

		Her young lover was on her tummy between Carol’s widespread legs, eating her pussy like she couldn’t get enough of it. Tatiana’s devilish little tongue was going wild on her clit, and she had two fingers driven deep inside Carol’s gleaming pink lips, stroking her g-spot while she ate her.

		This little girl is wild, Carol thought joyously, she’s absolutely crazy for my pussy, my hot tits…oh, damn, but she’s so pretty and so sexy!

		The telltale spasms started in her lower belly and spread quickly to her clit. Carol grabbed at her beloved Tatiana’s head as the exquisite come-flashes began, causing her whole body to shake as total release pulsed through it.

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, God, I’m coming so great!” Carol squealed as the furious contractions stared in her pussy.

		Her g-spot and clit were going off simultaneously—something that she had only experienced a few times before in her life—and Carol gasped at how strong the twitches of ecstasy that ran through her really were!

		“Guh, oh, oh, fuck, it’s so good,” she sighed, going limp and starting to sob, it felt so great.

		“Oh, you sweet baby,” Tatiana sighed, looking up at Carol in a complete state of bliss herself, “come for me. Come hard, darling!”

		Again, the Russian girl’s accent was so precious that it made Carol’s heart turn over in her chest! She was so loving, so compassionate…Tatiana was licking the clit in front of her so adoringly, causing Carol’s joy to linger!

		“It’s incredible,” Carol whimpered, her whole body quivering with the power of her climax, “oh, honey, you have no idea of what you do to me!”

		Tatiana stayed with her until the last tiny throb of come sensation had drained away. Then the girl kissed her pussy lovingly and slowly slid back up the bed to take the wrung out older woman in her arms and cuddle her.

		“Oh, Carol, you came so much,” she cooed. “And your pussy juice was so delicious for me to swallow.”

		Carol sniffled and wiped the tears of joy from her eyes. She held Tatiana tight and whispered, “Thank you. Thank you so much for loving me so sweetly. I don’t think I ever came quite like that in my whole life before. It was amazing.”

		Tatiana sighed and looked into her eyes as she murmured, “You’re amazing. I never met anyone like you before, Carol. I’m so into you!”

		Carol felt her heart lift as she pulled the girl to her. When their lips met, she thought, I never met anyone like you before, either, sweetie. That’s for sure!

		

		****

		

		“What are you going to do today, darling?” Carol asked Tatiana as they lay snuggled together in Jeff’s bed. “Do you have classes?”

		The gorgeous coed smiled at her and shook her head that she didn’t. “I only go to class on Tuesdays and Thursdays. I’m taking just four classes this semester.”

		The two women looked at each other longingly until the younger one spoke again, “I’d love to just hang out with you today, if that’s okay. Maybe we could go shopping together or something?”

		“I’d love that!” Carol burbled excitedly. “I’ll buy you some things.”

		Tatiana laughed, “You don’t have to do that, darling. I’m rich, didn’t Jeff tell you that?”

		“Uh, no, I guess he didn’t,” Carol answered, thrown by this unexpected revelation.

		She’d been picturing Tatiana as a recent emigrant, probably poor and attending an expensive school like USC on an academic scholarship. Now, she looked at her young lover with new eyes.

		Her hair is rather stylishly cut, now that I look more closely at it, Carol admitted. And her nails are perfect, as if they were done just yesterday by someone who really knew what she was doing.

		“My daddy was a colonel in the SVR, that’s the successor to the KGB; he was a high-ranking member of that organization, too, until the USSR became Russia again,” Tatiana explained. “I think he stole millions of dollars before he moved to America under a cloud of suspicion a few years back. My younger brother and sister were born here, so they are American’s.”

		She smirked and said, “I had to take the fucking test to become an American citizen. I bet I know more about the government and the constitution of this country than you do.”

		Carol smiled back and stroked her hair, saying, “I bet you do, too. I rarely even vote and I was born and raised in Indiana.”

		“Naughty, naughty girl,” Tatiana chided her playfully, “too busy sucking cock and finding handsome college boys to fuck to vote—you should be ashamed!”

		The two of them burst into guilty giggles and nestled in even closer together. Tatiana looked at Carol’s wedding ring set and asked, “Does your husband know about all of this? How do you get away with spending the whole night away from home?”

		Carol’s smile broadened as she explained, “My husband is in Boise, Idaho, tonight working on a business deal. He travels a lot.”

		She tousled Tatiana’s sable locks playfully and whispered, “Besides, he knows exactly where I am. Gerald approves very much of my being what’s known as a ‘hotwife’. I’ll tell him everything that happened when he returns on Tuesday, and then we’ll fuck like rabbits—he’ll be so excited!”

		Tatiana’s eyes went wide, and then narrowed as she asked, “How cool is that?”

		She thought about that for a moment and then whispered teasingly, “Will you tell him about me, too? Does he know you’re into girls now?”

		Carol giggled and knew her face was turning red. She shook her head that he didn’t and blurted, “No, but I imagine that it will turn him on no end. God, he’ll go nuts when I tell him about the two of us!”

		Tatiana’s face lit up. She said, “He sounds so great. I want to meet him! Will you introduce me?”

		That caught Carol by total surprise. She took a long moment before answering, “I don’t know about that, sweetie. I’ll have to think about it.”

		The two women just looked at one another for a few seconds. Then the irrepressible young Russian girl asked, “What…are you afraid I’ll steal him away from you?”

		Carol laughed and shook her head that she wasn’t. She said, “No, I’m sure you wouldn’t want him, anyway.”

		“Why, is he ugly or something?”

		“No, at least I don’t think so,” Carol answered. “But his dick is nowhere near as long as Skip’s or Jeff’s. And he’s way too old for you besides.”

		“How old is he?”

		“He’s thirty-eight, almost thirty-nine,” Carol explained.

		Tatiana pooh-poohed her new friend and lover, saying, “I once fucked a guy who was nearly as old as my father. The dude was sixty or so, if he was a day.”

		Carol wrinkled up her nose at the thought of balling someone that old. She asked Tatiana, “What ever possessed you to do that?”

		“I was fifteen, and he kept drooling over me. I wondered what it would be like to suck someone’s cock, when he was that old—so I did!”

		Carol just stared at her vivacious, totally-wild young lover and asked, “Well, how was it?”

		“Like any other cock,” Tatiana answered blithely.

		She waited a few beats before adding, “But it was huge, once it got hard. And he was really good with it. He made me come twice, before he finally went off inside my little pussy!”

		When a shocked Carol didn’t say anything to that, she went on and ventured the opinion that “guys that old have tons of experience. And they’re not in a hurry, like younger men. They take their time, and really care about pleasing a girl!”

		The two of them giggled at that notion and then fell into an easy silence. Carol stroked Tatiana’s hair and the younger girl’s eyelids soon grew heavy. They eventually fell asleep like that, with Carol holding her in her arms, nuzzling her close.

		

		****

		

		“It’s nearly five o’clock.”

		Carol was awakened by Tatiana’s soft whisper. She looked over at her young lover and asked, “So what, it’s practically the middle of the night. Go back to sleep.”

		“No, let’s get up and slip into the other room and get our clothes. We can go over to my place—it’s not far from here—and go back to bed. Both Jeff and Skip have early classes this morning; they’ll be up soon, banging around and making noise. Trust me on that; I’ve spent enough nights in this bed to know.”

		Carol let out a long sigh, asking, “Okay, where do you live?”

		“In Venice; I have a place right on the beach,” Tatiana answered, slipping out of bed.

		The two of them crept into Skip’s room, only to find Skip and Jeff in roughly the same spots as the night before. The two girl’s scooped up their discarded clothes and put them on out in the hallway, as Tatiana whispered to Carol, “Did you drive last night; is your car here somewhere? Jeff picked me up and we went out to dinner before we came back over here. My car is still at my place.”

		“Yeah, I’m parked right next to their garage,” Carol said as they went downstairs.

		They both piled into Carol’s Audi, giggling at sneaking away from the boys the way they had, without even waking them. Tatiana ventured, as Carol backed the car out and headed for Venice, “I bet they’re slightly pissed, when they wake up and discover they have no pussies to slip that morning wood of theirs into, girlfriend!”

		Laughing like a pair of lunatics, they swung onto Ocean Avenue and followed it to North Venice Boulevard. Tatiana’s condo was, as she had said, right on the beach.

		Carol knew enough about California property values to guess that this place had run into the millions. She parked in the guest parking and Tatiana sprang out and came around to take her hand immediately.

		“My daddy bought me this place when I agreed to attend USC,” she explained, leading an obviously very impressed Carol up to her front door and opening it with her key.

		“It cost him over five million bucks back then,” she went on, throwing the door open. “But it’s worth over seven million now, in just a couple of years; so he’s not sorry he bought it for me.”

		The place was a palace inside. All of the furnishings looked new and expensive; the hardwood floors sparkled with a fresh coat of wax, and one entire wall was made up of floor-to-ceiling windows and sliding glass doors which looked out over the Pacific and the two-hundred yards or so of sandy white beach that separated the showplace condo from the waves.

		Carol must have looked as dumbstruck as she felt, because Tatiana grinned up at her and said, “I told you my old man was rich.”

		It was still very early in the morning but neither of them wanted to go back to bed immediately. Carol wandered over to the slider and stood staring out at the waves and the beauty of the early, hazy light of the dawn that had broken not long ago over whole maritime scene.

		“Want me to make some coffee and we’ll sit outside and snuggle and look at the ocean for a while?” Tatiana whispered, sidling up next to Carol.

		A delighted smile spread over the tall blonde’s face and she turned to her new lover and said, “That sounds marvelous, darling; it’s so pretty here, and sharing it with you would make it all perfect.”

		Tatiana got up onto her tiptoes and threw her slender arms around her neck and kissed her. Carol returned her affection immediately, her tongue slipping into the younger girl’s mouth so naturally she felt as if she had been doing this for years, not mere hours.

		“Coffee first,” Tatiana sighed, breaking off the kiss after long moments, “but then I’m dying to show you my bedroom, upstairs. It has a nice ocean view, too. We can make love while we watch the waves, if you want.”

		Carol felt her clit stir to life and almost cancelled out on the coffee. She couldn’t wait to get into bed again with this stunning, sexy girl and make love to her!

		

		****

		

		“So tell me about Indiana; I’ve never been there,” Tatiana said. “I’ve never been anywhere, really, except Moscow and New York, briefly, and here.”

		Carol laughed softly, “Well, Indiana is like none of those places. It’s mostly flat and full of farms and tiny little towns you never heard of before. Even if you live in Indiana, you haven’t heard of some of them, like Kermit, where I was born and grew up.”

		The girl seemed fascinated so far, so Carol went on to explain, “My parents were killed in an auto accident when I was four, so I barely remember them. My grandpa, my Dad’s dad, took me in and raised me after they were killed. Grandma was gone by then—lost to cancer—and he was all alone.”

		“That’s so hard to imagine, for me,” Tatiana commented. “I grew up in a big family. Like I said, I have several younger brothers and sisters, and my mom and dad are both still alive. They have a mansion in Bel Air.”

		Carol laughed again and said, “The place I grew up in was no mansion, that’s for sure. It was a small farmhouse with a big veranda. It was white with green shutters and it was over eighty years old and surrounded by acres of farmland that were usually planted in corn or sorghum or soybeans. My grandpa was a farmer and a lay preacher and a no-nonsense sort of man.”

		“How far from town were you?” Tatiana asked.

		“Five miles, but it may as well have been five-hundred,” Carol answered truthfully. “The farm took so much work—we had a few hogs and kept chickens, too—that I rarely got into town, except on the bus, to go to school, and Sunday’s when he drove in to preach at the church.”

		“It sounds like a lonely life,” the Russian girl offered, her tone sympathetic.

		“It was incredibly boring,” Carol said, tying to keep the bitterness out of her voice. “Grandpa was a kind man, a good man, but he was also a devout Christian. Because of that, he didn’t own a television set while I was growing up. And our only radio was an old antique floor model, made in the nineteen-forties, from Sears.”

		She turned and looked at Tatiana and smile ruefully as she said, “the only time I ever got to watch TV was when I stayed overnight with girlfriends in town. That was the only time I got to go to the movies, either.”

		Tatiana’s eyes grew large. It was clear she couldn’t imagine living such a dull, uneventful life.

		Carol sighed, “It wasn’t so bad. There was always a lot to do on the farm by way of chores to keep me busy. My big thrill was listening to the radio when my grandpa was finishing up the plowing, just before it got dark and I was alone for a few hours in the house, fixing dinner.”

		“I think I’d go nuts, living like that!” Tatiana commented at last.

		Drinking some of the excellent coffee the girl had made for them; Carol looked out at the ocean and smiled somewhat ruefully. She said, “Let’s just say that I was glad I studied so hard--there being nothing else to occupy my time anyway--and got into UCLA on an academic scholarship. I couldn’t wait for that plane to take off for California, let me tell you.”

		The two of them stared off into space for a while after Carol finished talking. At last, she turned to the Russian girl and asked, “What was Moscow like?”

		“Cold,” Tatiana responded, “I remember the winters as being so cold and long. But at least there was a lot to do, compared to what your life on the farm was like.”

		She turned to Carol and smiled impishly, “I ran with a wild crowd of rich girls. We got into all sorts of mischief. I lost my cherry when I was only twelve, and I slept with one of my best girlfriends that year for the first time, too.”

		“God, you sound like a regular juvenile delinquent,” Carol grinned lovingly at her, taking her hand. “I was a virgin until I was well into my teens. Grandpa didn’t let me go out on dates until I turned sixteen.”

		She didn’t mention that she had given her first real blowjob just a few days ago, to Gerald after watching all of those porn movies Skip had given her. Or that anal sex had been an equally recent revelation for her.

		It sounded like Tatiana had way more sexual experience than her, even though she was almost a decade younger. Carol didn’t want to sound impossibly square to her newfound girlfriend!

		“It’s cold out here,” Tatiana said just then, squeezing Carol’s hand. “Not Moscow cold, to be sure, but chilly. Let’s finish our coffee and go up to my room. What do you say?”

		A flash of arousal pulsed through Carol as she thought about being naked with Tatiana in bed once more. She tipped up her coffee and drained her mug in two big swallows.

		“Let’s go,” she whispered, setting her empty mug down on the table.

		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

	
		Girl Love

		

		“Just like that,” Carol screamed, her whole long body arched improbably in the middle of Tatiana’s big bed, “oh, fuck, baby…do it just like that!”

		Tatiana was busily running a very large-bore, very long vibrator into Carol’s stretched-open ass while she licked delicately at the blonde’s swollen clit. Carol shuddered and hung on the brink, her entire being craving the next climax, the next blistering come this tiny slip of a girl was about to coax from her taut body.

		All at once, her orgasm was here, and Carol was wailing out her release. Shivering from head to toe, she bellowed, “Oh, it’s so big--Omigod, what a come!”

		The room seemed to shimmy—suddenly bathed in a red glow--as Carol’s pussy and ass both spasmed at the same time. The buzzing vibrator sent wave after wave of hot pulses shuddering through her, as Tatiana’s devilish tongue teased and danced across her clit.

		“Oh, eat me, you hot baby,” Carol begged, totally engulfed by the fiery orgasm, “eat my hot pussy and fuck me right in the ass with that huge thing!”

		Tatiana kept her mouth glued to Carol’s pussy until the last shudder of pleasure had rippled through it. Then she slowly withdrew the vibrator and eased her mouth off, leaving Carol panting and moaned; her asshole gaping wide open and her cunt lips red and shiny with girl-come and the little Russian’s saliva.

		The brunette looked back over her shoulder at the video camera set up on its tripod and smiled like the little vixen she was, saying, “See, Gerald, see what a slut your wife is?”

		Getting up slowly from the bed, the girl eased herself downward, sitting on the end of the mattress and staring straight into the camera’s lens. She took a plump breast in each palm and raised them and their very erect nipples toward the all-seeing eye and murmured, “Now she’s gonna’ suck my titties and make me come, too! Want to see? Well, just keep watching!”

		Taking her cue from the younger girl, Carol got languidly up onto her hands and knees and moved down the bed, flashing a sexy smile toward the camera, her big tits rolling about under her as she came forward. The dazzling blonde whispered, “She’s so right, darling! I’m going to eat her cunt until I make her come; watch…”

		

		****

		

		“Fuck, we’re movie stars,” Tatiana sighed, lying back against the pillows watching herself on the big screen television suspended from the facing wall. “Just look at that cute little ass of yours, baby!”

		Carol giggled and stroked the girl, who was cuddled next to her, whispering softly, “You don’t think it’s too big?”

		Tatiana turned and smiled at her, saying, “My God, no; it’s just perfect—like the rest of you, Carol, darling.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that’s what a girl likes to hear from her lover,” Carol sighed, taking Tatiana in her arms, getting ready to soul-kiss her, “Gerald will go nuts when he sees this video tomorrow tonight.”

		“Do you think he will want to meet me, after he sees it?”

		Carol just chortled and pulled the girl in for another hot kiss…

		

		****

		

		“Do you like it, baby?” Carol asked teasingly.

		The incredibly long, unbelievably thick dildo was driven all the way up into Tatiana cunt. The Russian girl merely gurgled mindlessly and nodded that she did. Carol slowly withdrew it--an inch at a time--until just the knob-like head remained in Tatiana’s cute little slit, and then pressed her hips slowly forward again.

		“Ohhhhhhhh, God, it’s too big!” Tatiana mewled as the monster prick filled her again.

		“It’s your toy, after all,” Carol smiled, really enjoying her role as the “bull” in this little scenario. “Be quiet and take your fucking like a good little slut!”

		Needless to say, she’d never done anything even vaguely like this before and she found it to be great fun! She had on a wide, black elastic belt-harness rig, complete with the long, black dildo, and was slowly fucking her new girlfriend with it, right in front of the camera.

		Carol looked down and saw that her nipples were as erect as they could be, and she just knew that her pussy was dripping lubricant onto Tatiana’s expensive Egyptian cotton sheets. God, but this was kinky and exciting!

		“Oh, you cruel baby,” Tatiana sighed, working her lush hips back to take all of the fake cock again and again, as Carol fucked her with the obscenely large latex dick, “you just want to fuck my hot little pussy until I come!”

		Heavy-lidded with out-and-out lust, Carol smiled for the camera and whispered, “I do. And my husband will, too, when he sees this.”

		Tatiana--poised on the brink of another massive orgasm--looked up at the lens and murmured, “Oh, that sounds so nice. Has he got a big cock, too?”

		“Big enough to fuck that sweet little ass of yours, darling,” Carol hissed, really driving the dildo into her lover’s cunt now, her hips a blur of movement. “Big enough to make you come and come, while I lick your clit and my Gerald bangs this tight butt of yours!”

		Tatiana shivered and started to come, bleating, “Fuck, that sounds wonderful. I can’t wait!”

		

		****

		

		“Well, if poor Gerald can keep from coming as he watches this, he’s going to be one happy man when you show up in our bedroom tomorrow night!”

		Carol made her observation as the Tatiana on the screen screamed out her climax and the picture slowly faded to black. The girl, who was nestled next to her at the head of the bed, turned and, her brown eyes bright with desire, said, “Do you really think so, darling? Do you think your husband will like me?”

		Looking at the scintillating young girl in her arms Carol laughed and nodded that he would, indeed, like her. Just before their lips met in yet another kiss, she whispered, “God, yes, you’re gorgeous and so young. Gerald will go crazy over you…especially when he sees us together in bed.”

		Tatiana smiled and then said, “It won’t bother you, will it; seeing him fuck me or watching me suck his cock?”

		A delicious little shiver of uncertainty rippled through Carol’s long body as she imagined that; her horny husband with Tatiana for the first time, drooling over her lush little body, kissing her, fondling her taut young flesh while Carol watched. She almost had a mini-orgasm thinking about it.

		“No, I don’t think so,” she told the waiting girl at last. “I guess we’ll see, now won’t we?”

		Tatiana’s cell phone rang just then. Glancing at the digital clock beside the bed, Carol saw that it was ten in the morning.

		“Jeff, no doubt,” Tatiana whispered. “He just got out of his second class and he has an hour break before his next one.”

		“Hi, baby,” she breathed sexily into the phone, after snatching it out of her nearby purse.

		The Russian girl’s pretty face morphed into a frown. She said, somewhat testily, “Yeah, well she’s still with me, over at my place. We might go shopping later.”

		After a long reply, Tatiana said curtly, “Listen, you big-dicked dummy, you don’t own me. I’ll fuck around with whoever I want to, whenever I want to. It’s not like Carol is yours and Skip’s private property, either. The two of us can do what we want.”

		Tatiana grinned over at Carol and nodded, “Yeah, yeah, well maybe Skippy should have sucked it for you, darling, or taken it up that cute little butt of his.”

		There was an obvious explosion on the other end of the conversation and Tatiana giggled like a naughty little girl and replied, “Oh, I don’t know; I think that would be kind of hot to watch…you and Skip sucking each others big dicks!”

		Laughing out loud, she held the phone away from her head and said softly to Carol, “He’s pissed because we left before they woke up this morning. What did I tell you about wanting someplace to put that morning wood? Apparently, our two boys were very frustrated to wake up in the same bed together, with huge hard ons, and no one to take care of them!”

		She put the phone back against her ear and said, “Well, I’ll be sure to make it up to you the next time I see you. No, I don’t think it’s going to be today. I told you, Carol and I are going to be busy…getting to know each other better.”

		Jeff obviously said something about wanting to watch that, and Tatiana laughed and answered, “Yeah, I bet you would, you fucking horndog. You’d like to watch Carol fuck my ass with strap-on or shove her fist up my pussy, wouldn’t you?”

		She winked at Carol as she listened to her boyfriend’s reply and said, “Good luck with that. I’ll see you tomorrow. I’ll be busy today…and tonight!”

		Tatiana hit the button and disconnected the call. She turned her phone to voice mail and placed it back in her nearby purse.

		“Now, where were we?” She asked the question of Carol, snuggling back into her embrace.

		“Won’t he be angry that you treated him that way? After all, he is your fiancé!

		“Who says?” Tatiana responded with a snort of laughter. “Did he tell you that? Jeff and I are fuck buddies, plain and simple. I love his big cock and his yummy body, but I don’t want to marry him! I don’t want to marry anybody. Fuck, I just turned twenty-one a few weeks ago; I’m way too young to be thinking about marriage.”

		“You are at that,” Carol advised her. “Even I didn’t get married until I was twenty-two, almost twenty-three. And I’m much more…traditional than you.”

		“You mean uptight and nervous about doing naughty things,” replied Tatiana, grinned impishly at her. “Let’s see if we can cure you of that…”

		

		****

		

		“Like this, you hot baby?” Carol hissed excitedly.

		She was in the middle of the big bed, on her tummy between Tatiana’s widespread legs, and her right hand was clenched into a fist and driven deep inside the younger girl’s pussy. Carol drug her knuckles across Tat’s g-spot slowly, her mouth all over the Russian girl’s clit as she fisted her; she kissed and licked the tiny ball of nerve endings teasingly.

		“Yes, oh, God, just like that, you sweet bitch!” Tatiana screamed, the sinews of her neck bulging out as she twisted her body in pure ecstasy, skewered by her lover’s hand and forearm. “Fuck me; use your whole arm to fuck my hot pussy! And lick me; lick my clit and make me come!”

		“So sweet,” Carol murmured, swallowing Tatiana’s gushing pussy oil, “my little girl’s juice is so tasty, and just look how much she’s giving me!”

		Tatiana wailed and came hard, a fresh jet of cunt oil spraying from her violated pussy and splashing against Carol’s gliding fist. It oozed out around the pistoning forearm and the excited blonde licked it up and swallowed it, her lips sucking at the girl’s throbbing clit all the while…

		

		****

		

		“I loved that you came so hard, when I did that to you with my fist,” Carol cooed into Tatiana’s ear.

		They were sharing a shower. Carol had the girl in her arms and was nuzzling her neck from behind.

		“You did it just perfectly, darling,” Tatiana sighed. “I can’t believe you’ve never been with another girl before—that I’m your first.”

		She turned and pressed her big tits up against her blonde lover’s. They kissed for a long time, finally breaking apart to keep from drowning; the shower’s hot spray cascaded over them.

		Laughing, they began soaping each other’s chests, the powerful downpour washing away the suds almost as soon as they were formed. Carol leaned close and whispered, “I’ve always been attracted to other girls, as well as to boys, since before I was a teenager. I guess I was always curious about what it would be like to be with another girl like this.”

		Tatiana smiled up at her and said, “You like it, don’t you?”

		“God, yes,” Carol sighed, taking the smaller girl in her arms once more, “I love it as much as I always dreamed I would. It’s a big part of who I am, I think. I don’t know how I denied myself this sort of pleasure for so long.”

		They kissed, tenderly, and Tatiana said softly, “Let’s get out of this shower before we both begin to resemble two drowned rats, lover. I want you in that big bed again. I have so many more things I want to show you!”

		Good, I can hardly wait! Carol felt herself trembling all over as she imagined that…

		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

	
		Carol’s Guest/Gerald’s Homecoming

		

		“This is nice; this Gerald of yours must do alright for himself,” Tatiana said, clearly impressed, as she glanced around the living room.

		“Well, it isn’t a mansion in Bel Air or a posh beach house, right on the Pacific, in Venice like you’re used to,” Carol replied, “but we like it.”

		“Places like this don’t come cheap, either,” Tatiana observed, putting her numerous shopping bags down on the couch. “I’ll bet its worth a couple of million.”

		“Gerald’s good at getting deals on real estate,” Carol answered simply. “It’s the way he makes his living. This place was a dump when we bought it three years ago. It took nearly a full year and a couple of hundred thousand dollars to renovate it into what you see today.”

		Tatiana moved about the living room, looking at everything. At last she turned to her hostess and said, “I like it. I like the furniture you’ve chosen, and the carpet, and the drapes. It’s classy; not gaudy like the place my parents own in Bel Air. Their house is a mansion, alright, but it looks as if the furnishings were chosen to impress—by a pair of jumped-up Russian peasants; which they were.”

		“You mustn’t be so hard on your parents, darling,” Carol said, taking Tatiana in her arms. “I’m sure they do the best they can.”

		“I know they do,” Tatiana said, looking up at her lover. “But I want a lot more out of my life. I want to be high-class, like you, not flashy or crass, like them.”

		“Well, those clothes you bought this afternoon should go a long way toward changing your image, if that’s your intention,” Carol told her.

		She eyed the shopping bags from their junket this afternoon on Rodeo Drive. There were at least twenty-thousand dollars worth of tasteful, stylish clothes, shoes, and accessories in those bags, all carefully selected to be understated and elegant, not garish and glittery, the way Tatiana’s natural choices might have ended up being.

		All afternoon, they had strolled through designer shops looking around and the younger girl had tried on outfits. At her request, Carol had guided Tatiana’s selections, telling her things like “no, that’s too low cut for day wear” or “no, that one is not subtle at all; how about that brown one instead?”

		Now, Tatiana had the start of a whole new wardrobe. One that was elegant and chic, not glitzy and cheap-looking.

		“How about the rest of the tour,” Tatiana asked just then, “I’d like to see the pool and the other parts of your home.”

		She got up on her tiptoes and threw her arms around Carol’s neck and whispered suggestively, “I’m especially anxious to see the bedroom.”

		

		****

		

		“Yeah, yeah, rub your clit against mine!” Tatiana begged Carol. “Make me come, darling, while you get yourself off!”

		Carol moaned and did just that. They were naked in the middle of the king size bed in the master bedroom, the covers thrown back; and they were “tribbing”—their bare legs scissored together, wet pussies sliding against one another, clits touching as they frantically mashed their pelvises against each other.

		“Oh, oh, it feels so fine,” Carol sighed, her eyes half closed in rising ecstasy. “I’m so close, babydoll. I’m so close to coming on that sweet pussy of yours!”

		Tatiana mewled and whipped her hips even harder, grinding their cunts together. Her big breasts were jellying and shaking with the effort, her own brown eyes nearly closed in pure bliss.

		Carol loved this! She simply adored being naked with Tatiana, fucking her; loving her!

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, God, yes,” Tatiana grunted, starting to shiver in the grips of her orgasm. “Oh, fuck, I’m coming so hard, baby!”

		Her own release exploded through Carol’s pussy. She grabbed her jiggling tits and squeezed her nipples hard, amplifying the already fierce contractions racing through her body.

		“Ohhhhhhhh, me, too,” she gasped, shuddering, moaning, as she came like a crazy woman.

		The two lovers clung together, milking their shared orgasm for long as they could sustain it. Slowly, their mutual climax ebbed to a close and they disengaged.

		Carol rejoined Tatiana at the head of the bed and cuddled her close. She sighed into her lover’s ear, “God, but that was magnificent. I didn’t know two women could fuck each other like that, without using a dildo or anything.”

		“There’s so much I have to show you,” Tatiana purred, eyeing Carol hungrily. “So much you have yet to learn about what two women can share together…”

		

		****

		

		It was dark outside when Carol started awake in Tatiana’s arms. The young Russian girl was just looking at her adoringly, lightly stroking her hair.

		“Hi, sleepyhead, did you rest well?”

		Carol smiled and kissed her softly on the lips. When they broke apart, she said, “You about wore me out last night, not to mention this morning and all that power-shopping this afternoon. Don’t you ever get tired?”

		“Not with someone as gorgeous as you to love,” Tatiana cooed. “I want to get all I can of you, while I can get it.”

		“I’m not going anywhere,” Carol assured her, snuggling in even closer. “There are going to be lots of nights like last night, and lots of days like today, if I have anything to say about it.”

		“Oh, and what about this husband of yours…this Gerald? What will he say about the two of us?”

		“I keep telling you, I don’t think he’ll mind at all,” Carol assured her. “I think he’ll really get off on the fact that I have a young, beautiful female lover, too; especially if I let him fuck you, while I watch.”

		“Are you sure you’re going to be alright with that, darling?”

		“I guess we’ll find out tomorrow night, if you can come over after your classes are through for the day, the way we planned,” Carol answered her truthfully.

		“What if his business trip didn’t go as well as he hoped, and he arrives home in a bummed out mood?”

		Carol shrugged and said, “Well, if that happens, you can console him. I think a tryst with a fantastic-looking twenty-one year old coed would perk most men up.”

		She grinned at Tatiana and concluded, “And, if his trip went great, you can provide the crowning moment of his victory celebration. Either way, the two of us can’t lose. Neither can Gerald, come to think of it!”

		

		****

		

		It was just after five in the evening on Tuesday. Gerald was due home from his trip any minute.

		Carol paced nervously through the living room, wearing her dressing gown and a new pair of red high heels she had purchased just for this occasion yesterday, when she’d been out shopping with Tatiana.

		Beneath the gown, she wore the new crimson lingerie and thong-panty set that was all but transparent. The shoes matched the sheer material; creating a stunning effect she knew would give Gerald a woody almost instantly.

		She heard the garage door going up and smiled, finishing the nerve-steadying Canadian whiskey and water she had been nursing and setting it on a coaster on the coffee table. As she heard the kitchen door leading into the garage shut, she shrugged out of the dressing gown and tossed it onto the couch.

		“Honey, I’m home, congratulate me. The Boise deal went…” Gerald’s ebullient voice trailed off abruptly as soon as he spotted Carol standing in the front room, dressed only in the spectacular high heels and the sheer, lace-trimmed lingerie.

		“Holy Jesus, baby, you look incredible!” Gerald’s voice morphed immediately into a croak of desire.

		He released his grip on the suitcase that trailed behind him and crossed the room in two big strides, sweeping her near naked body into his arms. She smiled up at him coyly and purred, “See anything you like, handsome?”

		Gerald surprised her by scooping her up into his arms and carrying her into the master bedroom. He set her down next to the bed and whipped off the sport coat he was wearing.

		“Wow, remind me to invest in some more lingerie,” she chided him, watching as he made short work of his shirt and opened his belt and his slacks.

		“Tell me what you did while I was away,” he panted, hopping on one foot as he removed his right shoe, and then the left one.

		“Oh, I think you could say there were some exciting new developments on the… hotwife front,” she teased him as he tore off his socks and skimmed out of his boxers.

		“Did you see that kid, Skip, again?” His tone was demanding, yet hopeful.

		“Yeah, and Jeff, too,” she sighed, sitting down on the bed and reaching out for her husband’s almost fully erect cock. “But that’s not all that happened.”

		“You…you didn’t let them…fuck you?” He sounded disappointed.

		“Of course I did, silly,” she smiled up at him, slowly licking his cock head while she stroked his prick. “But Jeff was with his girlfriend this time.”

		Gerald didn’t know what to make of that. He looked startled, staring down at her, his eyes demanding further explanation.

		“Her name is Tatiana,” Carol sighed, kissing her way slowly around her husband’s cock head. “She’s gorgeous, just barely twenty-one.”

		She paused a moment before continuing, “And she’s very sexy. We had a really nice time…the four of us…in Skip’s big bed.”

		A tremor of excitement shuddered through him as he realized what that might mean. He managed to choke out, “You don’t mean that you…and her…?”

		Carol nodded her head in affirmation, a huge smile on her face as she looked up at her husband. She said, in a breathy whisper, “Oh, yeah, that’s exactly what I mean. And I absolutely loved it, darling!”

		Gerald’s mouth dropped open. She murmured, “Turns out, I’m quite the little pussy-licker, when you give me the chance. And I adore the way she eats me in return. She’s so good with that naughty little tongue of hers…she seems to know just what I want!”

		He was clearly too shocked to speak. Gerald stood rooted to the carpet, his hard dick in her hand, trembling with arousal as he thought of his wife sucking pussy with another girl!

		“Want to see?”

		“W-What do you, mean…see?” He panted, barely able to get the words out.

		Carol let go of his dick, got up from the bed, and went over to the big screen across the room. She picked up the remote and switched the set on, casually shimmying out of her lingerie as she did so.

		Slowly pushing down the thong as she re-crossed the room, she kept her eyes on Gerald as the flimsy garment slid down her thighs and onto her feet. Stepping out of it, totally nude now, except for her four inch red heels, she said, “Tatiana and I left Skip’s place, after we’d fucked him and Jeff senseless, and went over to her place in Venice. She’s got a condo right on the beach—her daddy is some rich Russian Mafioso who is retired and owns a mansion in Bel Air—and the two of us went over there, where we spent what was left of the night and a lot of the next day in bed together.”

		She turned and started the blue-ray player with her remote. Carol rejoined her husband as images of her and Tatiana in bed, naked and making out furiously, filled the screen behind her.

		“We made a souvenir DVD for you to watch. I hope you like it.”

		“Guh, God, she’s a gorgeous little thing!” Gerald gasped; his eyes going wide as he saw his wife licking and slurping at the younger girl’s magnificent tits.

		His cock, which Carol would have sworn couldn’t get any harder, jerked and did just that. She took it in her hand once more and gently guided him down onto the bed by tugging lightly on it.

		The two of them lay side by side, watching the hot, licentious images of Tatiana and her cavorting on the screen; eating pussy, fisting, using the strap on to fuck each other. Gerald finally managed to close his mouth but his eyes were as wide as quarters as he watched his wife of seven years making love to another woman.

		“Do you like her?” Carol’s voice was soft in Gerald’s ear when the disc ran out almost an hour later.

		“L-Like her, fuck, she’s fantastic!” His reply was mixed in with a gasp for breath.

		“Good, because she wants to meet you,” Carol sighed into her husband’s ear. “I think she wants to fuck you, while I watch. And then, she wants to fuck me, while you watch.”

		Gerald’s body came up off the bed in an involuntary spasm. He whipped his head around and rasped, “Really…when?”

		“Oh, right now, darling.” Her voice was teasing as she reached for her cell phone lying on the nearby nightstand. “She’s waiting for my call over at her parent’s place in Bel Air, just ten minutes or so from here. She said to call her…if you wanted to play.”

		Somehow, Gerald kept from coming at the very notion of that. He nodded that he did, clearly not trusting himself to speak.

		Smiling, Carol hit the speed-dial…

		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

	
		Tatiana Plays

		

		When the doorbell rang a few minutes later, Carol got out of bed to go and answer it. When she returned to the bedroom with Tatiana in tow, Gerald had thrown back the covers and now lay with a sheet over his erection. He had also bent his knees, so that the towering hard on would not be so obvious.

		“Ooh, you don’t need this, cutie,” the vivacious Russian girl assured him, reaching down and drawing the sheet back, in a gesture that reminded Carol of the first time she had met Tatiana!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, what a nice one,” she said in complimentary tone, staring down at Gerald’s hard prick. “I love a thick cock. They’re so fun to play with and to fuck!”

		Tatiana dropped the sheet and reached down and took the bottom of her sweater in both hands and pulled. In seconds, she was nude to the waist and she was undoing the designer jeans she wore.

		Carol slipped out of the dressing gown she had slipped on to answer the door, leaving herself naked as well, and got back into bed with her husband. She palmed his hard cock and whispered, “Isn’t she lovely? God, I just love that curvy little body of hers!”

		All Gerald could do was moan and nod his head as he watched the jeans and Tatiana’s sheer thong panties disappear down her short but perfect legs. The girl kicked out of her sneakers and got rid of the pants and her socks as well.

		“Isn’t this cozy?” She asked the question as she was snuggling up on one side of Gerald while Carol did the same on his other side. “Now both of us can play with him at the same time.”

		She leaned in and kissed him, her tongue sliding into his mouth. Carol tightened her loose grip on her husband’s dick and started to stroke it slowly as she bent her neck and kissed his right nipple and laved it with her tongue.

		“Uhhhhhhhhhhhh,” Gerald gasped and moved his mouth away from Tatiana’s, croaking, “I…I’ll come! Oh, God, if you two little devils keep doing that…I’ll come!”

		“But that’s the whole idea, darling,” Tatiana smiled at him and all but purred out her answer, leaning forward to kiss him once again. “Come as many times as you’d like, in our pussies, in our mouths, even up our bottoms, if you like that sort of thing.”

		Gerald’s eyes rolled back in his head and he moaned loudly. Carol slipped her mouth over the head of his prick and sucked, her tongue twirling around the domed head.

		A small gusher of semen bathed the roof of her mouth almost immediately and she noisily swallowed it. Tatiana was suddenly cheek to cheek with her, pushing her off the gushing cock to envelop it in her own mouth just in time to catch and swallow the second spurt…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, your Gerald’s thick cock is making me come, baby,” Tatiana groaned, her hips whipping up and down on the fat prick.

		“Enjoy yourself, sweetie,” Carol sighed, taking her girlfriend’s head between both hands and kissing her passionately.

		She was sitting on Gerald’s mouth, facing Tatiana, who was bouncing up and down on his groin enthusiastically, his dick buried in her pussy. The two women kissed and cooed as both of them started to come.

		Gerald shot his second load of the night up into Tatiana’s tight young cunt as he bellowed out his pleasure into his wife’s slippery lips and swallowed her come. The three of them all came at once, melting together in ménage of writhing bodies…

		“You must spend the night,” Gerald said as he smiled over at Tatiana, who was kissing and cuddling right next to him on the bed with Carol.

		His dick was momentarily soft, but the sight of them making out so feverishly was causing it to stir to life once more. The impish Russian girl stopped kissing his wife for a moment and whispered, “Of course I’ll stay, darling; tonight and well into tomorrow, if you’d like. Today was my day for classes, and tomorrow I am totally free for as long as you want me.”

		She glanced at Carol and continued, “I just love making it with a beautiful woman.”

		Tatiana shifted her gaze once more to Gerald and added, with a tiny smile, “And a fat cock is always a welcome diversion.”

		He grinned and looked at his wife, saying, “You’re sure you don’t mind, dear?”

		“God, no, I wanted to share her with you, darling. Isn’t she fantastic? And so sexy, too; my sweet little Tatiana never gets tired…she always wants more pussy or more cock!”

		Gerald gasped with pleasure as the two of them fell upon him once more, taking turns licking his balls and kissing his rapidly swelling prick until it was as hard as it could be again. Carol sucked it for a little bit, and then reached under the pillow for a tube of sex lube.

		“Wouldn’t you like to fuck her in the ass, honey? She’s so tight and she loves to take it that way.”

		Too aroused to reply, he merely nodded his acquiescence as she oiled up his dick and Tatiana’s butt entrance. Carol motioned him up onto his knees behind the girl—who was now on her hands and knees in the center of the bed—and set the head of his engorged dick against her tiny opening.

		Carol implored him, “Push gently, darling, she loves it up her ass but you’re quite thick and that takes some getting used to.”

		Tatiana exhaled loudly as he pierced her anally for the first time. She dug her red nails into the sheet and moaned, “Oh, God, he is big.”

		She turned her head and smiled at Carol, saying, “But you’re right; I love it this way, too. Come and kiss me while he fucks me right in the ass!”

		Gerald bottomed out in the girl’s snug rear passage, his nuts slapping against her wet little pussy lips. He reached down and began to fondle her clit as he drew back and then filled her again.

		“Fuck, she is tight!” He sighed out the comment to no one in particular and began to fuck the girl in the ass more vigorously.

		Carol wrapped her arms around Tatiana’s neck and made out with her, swapping spit and lapping at her tongue as her husband banged the girl’s ass deep and hard. The Russian girl shuddered and drew her lips away; saying breathily, “Let me eat you, darling. Let me suck that hot little pussy of yours while Gerald balls my butt!’

		She didn’t have to ask Carol twice. Scrambling onto her back, she maneuvered her lower body until it was right under her little girlfriend’s mouth.

		“Ooh, there’s that gleaming pink slit I love so much!” Tatiana’s voice was raspy and full of need as she lowered her face into Carol’s widespread legs and licked.

		“Jesus, but that looks hot!” Gerald gasped out the observation, never missing a lunge into Tatiana’s snug butt. “I can’t believe I’m watching a gorgeous twenty-one year old coed eat my wife’s pussy while I fuck her in the ass!”

		Carol was too aroused to comment. She merely tossed her hips upward and caressed Tatiana’s smooth cheeks with her fingertips as the girl ate her.

		This was heaven! This was sex like she had never dreamed it could be…until now!

		She smiled up at Gerald and Tatiana and gave herself over to the wicked feelings coursing through her whole body. Her thoughts turned to the future, and she envisioned lots of nights, just like this one.

		Carol thought of Jeff and Skip fucking her again and again, while Tatiana watched…while Gerald watched! The mere thought of that sent a huge ripple of pre-come fury reverberating through her body.

		The future was virtually unlimited…for a hotwife like her…!

		

		

		Epilogue

		

	
		Hot Nights

		

		Carol did have lots of incredible nights with Gerald and Tatiana. She also enjoyed quite a few with just the two of them, while Gerald was out traveling.

		And she hooked up with Skip and Jeff many more times, also. The boys quickly forgave her for sneaking away with Tatiana that first night: they readily admitted that they would have done the same in her place.

		After a few months, Carol grew bolder and so did Gerald. They wanted to expand Carol’s hotwife activities and read all the articles and blogs they could find on the net dealing with hotwives and their practices.

		They tried a few dating sites, wherein men were looking for girls who wanted only sex and a hot date. The guys who frequented these sites knew all about the hotwife phenomenon, and expected Carol to run home and tell Gerald all about her nights in bed with them.

		Results were mixed. Carol met a really handsome, hung, white guy about her own age and had several spectacularly successful “dates” with him, much to Gerald’s delight when she hurried home to tell him about them.

		But Sam turned out to be clingy and possessive. He even broached the idea of Carol leaving Gerald and moving in with him.

		Needless, to say, they moved on from Sam and never looked back. They got a new “burner” phone, with a new number, and threw the first one away.

		Some of the other men she met over that first year turned out to be flat-out disappointments. They published pictures of themselves that were years out of date and pounds of weight gain inaccurate. Carol checked them out and returned home alone immediately on those nights, unfulfilled and disappointed.

		A few other guys looked okay initially, but they turned out to have small dicks or limited stamina. She turned up her nose at a second date with a guy who could only fuck her once a night—and not very well, at that—despite her best efforts with her lips, her hands, and her tits to encourage him to get hard again.

		One guy, named Alphonse, was a polite, black man in his early-forties who was well spoken and treated Carol like a princess whenever they went out to dinner or dancing. He had a nice cock, not as huge as Jeff’s, but more than adequate.

		And he turned out to be a real bull in bed! “Al” didn’t mind cell phone pictures taken during the act, so Gerald enjoyed his wife seeing him very much, too.

		She went out with her new black lover at least twice a month, along with Jeff and Skip and, of course, her beloved Tatiana. The two of them got together at least once a week, often with Gerald both watching and eagerly participating.

		And then there was the time that Skip and Jeff threw a blowout party at their place and Tatiana and Carol spent the entire night taking on all comers—satisfying Carol’s long-held gangbang fantasy—all night long. There were at least twenty lusty college boys at the condo that night, and all of them did something sexual with Carol before morning came.

		She and Gerald also met Morgan, who was tall and mysterious and into light BDS&M. Gerald videotaped Morgan tying Carol up, blindfolding her, and then dripping hot candle wax onto her erect nipples, only to be followed by two ice cubes!

		Morgan turned out to have a magnificent dick as well, and he “forced” Carol to do things with it that no one had ever asked her to do before. All the while, Gerald was there jerking his dick while he watched and caught every lewd moment on his video camera.

		But all of that is another story, for another time…

		

		The End

		

		

		Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Many of the streets, restaurants, and other northern California landmarks in this tale are real places, of course, and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them.

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		That’s because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		Like this book? Hate It? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I’d love to hear from you, either way.

		

		CKR

		

		

		

		Contents

		

		
			Are You Going Out Tonight?
		

		
			Porn Shop
		

		
			Watching Naughty Movies
		

		
			Shocking Gerald
		

		
			Calling Skip
		

		
			Dancing The Night Away
		

		
			Skip’s Place
		

		
			Second, Thirds, Fourths
		

		
			Home Again
		

		
			Skip’s Place, Again
		

		
			Enjoying Them Both—All Night Long
		

		
			The Next Morning
		

		
			What’s Next?
		

		
			Carol’s First Orgy
		

		
			Getting To Know Tatiana
		

		
			Girl Love
		

		
			Carol’s Guest/Gerald’s Homecoming
		

		
			Tatiana Plays
		

		
			Hot Nights
		

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-6SPR2SFY.jpg
CK. RALSTON






OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg
CK. RALSTON






