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		Chapter One

		Starting Out

		

		The cab pulled up in front of the dance club and Darcy Roper gathered up her purse and started to get out and pay the cabbie. She hesitated.

		What she would have preferred to do, she admitted to herself, was tell the cabbie to take her back to her hotel. Once there, she would’ve liked to have paid him, gone up to her room alone and simply read or watched television until she felt sleepy enough to turn in for the night.

		But she knew she couldn’t do that. Julian would be so disappointed with her, for one thing.

		They had spent a lot of money just to get this far; renting two separate rooms at the expensive hotel, buying the new high heels and the sexy outfit she was wearing tonight--paying for this cab. It all added up so quickly!

		Darcy sighed and opened the car door. Part of her felt excited, it was true. She loved to dance and tonight was an excuse for doing a lot of that.

		But what she liked more than anything was to go out dancing with her husband, Julian, and although he was already here, inside the club, he wouldn’t be dancing with her tonight. She was supposed to pretend she was all on her own tonight; just a young, pretty little thing out on the town, looking for a good time.

		Looking for a hook up for the night, she thought nervously as she made her way over to the short line of patrons awaiting admittance to the club, looking for some strange cock!

		There, she’d finally said it to herself! Darcy was supposed to get laid by someone other than Julian tonight, and then her husband would come down from his own room at the hotel and spend the night in bed with her after her new…lover had left. She was to then tell him all of the naughty things she’d done with this stranger, while Julian and she…fucked!

		The whole process was called being a “hotwife”, and Julian was crazy to try it. After months of trying desperately to persuade her to go along with his fantasy, to make it a reality, she had as last—very reluctantly—agreed to do so tonight.

		As she stood in line, she thought back to the night six months ago when all of this nonsense had first started. She and Julian had been watching a sexy movie on some cable channel at home, in the front room.

		The girl in the film had been married, just like Darcy was, but she had been in a very unhappy, arranged marriage. As a result, she had gotten bored and taken up with a number of lovers, some long-term, some of them one night stands.

		It had been a very graphic movie; not a porn movie—there weren’t any cocks in evidence, for instance, nor were there any come shots—but there had been a lot of nudity and simulated sex acts. Some of the actors involved had been very hot-looking guys and the leading lady had been both voluptuous and quite beautiful.

		Darcy had gotten really worked up, watching it, and Julian had seemed to know it. Towards the end of the movie, he had snuggled in her close on the couch and kissed her neck and run his tongue tip over her ear lobe.

		She remembered moaning aloud, that had felt so sexy and good. Wordlessly, he’d reached down under short skirt and moved her panties to one side and had found her cleft to be as soupy as it could get!

		“Why, Darcy, if I didn’t know better, I’d think you were very excited by the way our slutty little heroine has been carrying on with all these different men,” Julian had whispered teasingly in her ear.

		He had been touching her clit just the way he knew she adored having it touched as he had spoken. Darcy hadn’t said anything; she’d just ground her aroused little nubbin against the gliding finger and snuggled into his embrace even closer.

		“What do you think of a married woman who fucks every man who takes her fancy, and enjoys being each of them?”

		Darcy had been poised on the brink of a massive orgasm by then, turned on by both the recently concluded movie and her husband’s knowing touch on her clit. Maddeningly, Julian had moved his fingertip away right at the critical moment.

		She had mewled and tried to press her clit forward, onto his finger once more, needing to come so badly! He’d laughed and asked her again, “What do you think of such a woman?”

		“She’s a slut!” Darcy had panted, craving his touch so much.

		“But she seemed to enjoy herself with all of those different men,” he’d countered, massaging her clit briefly, but not enough to make her climax. “I think you’d like to be like that too, way down inside, wouldn’t you?”

		“Nooooooo,” Darcy had protested, seeking his touch once again desperately.

		“Oh, I bet you would,” Julian had insisted, teasing her clit but still not letting her come.

		“D-Do me,” Darcy had pleaded, nearly out of her mind with the need for some sort of release by then.

		“Wouldn’t you enjoy behaving like that, if you could, if it was alright with me, I mean?”

		A white-hot flash of pre-orgasmic fury pulsed through Darcy as she imagined herself, just for an instant, behaving like the woman in the film; meeting hot men, seducing them, sucking their cocks…fucking them!

		“Oh, oh, God, yes, I suppose so!” Darcy shouted, as Julian had rewarded her by pressing his fingertip onto her exploding bud and milking a towering orgasm out of her spasming pussy.

		That night had been the start of something. The next time they had drunk a few cocktails and been in bed together, Julian had teased her about admitting that she wanted to share her body with other men; that she secretly wanted other cocks!

		At first she had insisted that she didn’t. But it had been so hot, somehow, imagining being such a bad girl for Julian!

		They had fucked like a pair of randy teenagers, after sharing fantasies about Darcy sucking some stranger’s big cock, or riding it to completion. The sex they’d enjoyed while they were making up scenarios about her engaging in extra-marital liaisons and then running home to tell Julian all about it had just been so…explosive!

		And then he’d told her all about hotwives, and how they actually did what she and Julian had only been fantasizing about. Curious, she’d looked the term up on the net the next day and had been astonished to see that women all over America--hell, all over the world, for that matter—were actually living the hotwife lifestyle with their husbands’ enthusiastic acceptance!

		For the next few weeks, their scenarios included Hotwife Darcy meeting hunky men and doing anything she felt like doing with them. As they explored this dark world more closely, the stories got more elaborate, and far dirtier!

		And now, here I am, thought Darcy as she paid the cover charge and went inside the dark dance club.

		She had finally agreed, after months of back and forth with Julian, to try acting like a hotwife, just this once, to see if she could even bring herself to do it; to cheat on her husband, with his full knowledge and encouragement, of course! Darcy looked around the club and spotted Julian sitting at the bar, his stool turned outward, as if he was checking out the crowd for likely hook ups.

		Darcy’s heart fluttered as she saw him. He was so handsome, so sexy, so very much…Julian!

		Her husband of three years was slightly older than Darcy’s twenty-six. He was thirty-two, and he was a full professor at the local university, where he taught art and art history.

		She had met him when she was a student in one of his undergraduate classes, Art Appreciation. It had been an elective and Darcy had chosen it largely because she’d heard through the student grapevine that it was cinch to pass with “B” or above, if you applied yourself.

		Supposedly, all you had to do was master some basic principles of art and composition theory and have a good memory. And Darcy had a very good memory.

		She was, in fact, an excellent student, with a three point eight G.P.A. overall. And she knew her way around the university system by then; she was midway through her second year as a student.

		All of the girls she knew in the class had thought the instructor was a real hottie! She’d thought that, too, but she never expected to end up married to him!

		That had all came about due to a question on the course’s final, which had been an essay exam. Supposedly, you could answer the question any way you wanted. There was no “right” or “wrong” answer, per se.

		But Julian hadn’t much liked her long and rambling essay and had taken credit off for it, dropping her grade in the class to a “B”, instead of an “A”. She had gone into his office and successfully argued him into changing it, giving her the higher grade.

		Since the class was now officially over and Darcy hadn’t been a student of his any longer, Julian hadn’t seen anything wrong with asking his pretty ex-student out for coffee, once they were done discussing the test. Darcy hadn’t seen anything wrong with accepting his invitation either.

		A year later, they’d been married.

		Now, Darcy’s eyes narrowed with jealousy as a hot-looking girl in a sequined tank top and a pair of skin tight jeans sidled up to Julian in the club and asked him to dance. He declined, chatting her up for a minute, and then letting her down easily.

		Darcy relaxed and sat down at a vacant table near the dance floor. She sat her purse on one of the other three empty chairs and ordered a vodka and tonic when the waitress approached her.

		She supposed she should be used to other attractive women hitting on her husband by now. After all, he was gorgeous.

		With his long, dark hair—worn in the style of the Roman Emperors, wavy-curly and swept forward on his head—his tall, rangy body without an ounce of fat on it, Julian was more than handsome. He was female eye candy and both he and Darcy knew it!

		Sometimes he’d come home from a day of teaching and regale her with how many coeds had tried to get on his good side by brazenly flashing him some tit, or showing too much leg in class. They’d laugh over the other girls’ efforts, knowing he had eyes only for Darcy.

		She wasn’t tall, like her husband. Darcy was five-two, with jet black hair worn almost down to her waist in a fetching ebony waterfall of ringlets and curls.

		She had dark, almost black eyes, suntanned, olive-toned skin, a winning smile, and a great body. The latter would have been a surprise to most of her old high school classmates.

		During her developing years—the last part of junior high and all through high school—Darcy had been a shrinking violet, keeping her light “hidden under a bushel” as the old Biblical adage went. She had, by choice, worn what could best be described as clothes which were loose and baggy, on the edge of being downright “dowdy”.

		Her father had been dying of pancreatic cancer during her freshman year in high school, and he had been very sick during her final year of middle school. Darcy’s mother had taken his death hard, diving into a bottle of booze for consolation, leaving Darcy pretty much on her own, as far as raising herself went.

		Since Darcy’s sister and two older brothers lived scattered around the country, being much older than her, she’d had no one at home to tell her “no” or to stand in her way if she’d wanted to stay out all night or run wild. But she hadn’t chosen to follow that path.

		Instead, she’d become that nerdy girl whom no one noticed or wanted to date. She’d spent her days and nights after school was over on the computer or with her nose stuck in a book.

		She’d still managed a few dates in high school, mostly with geeks like her. All of them had been more than satisfied with a handjob or a blowjob which had morphed quickly into a handjob at the very end, when her date had been ready to come. Darcy had grown quite adept at telling when a guy was going to get his nuts off and she had whipped out her hanky more than once to finish with her hand what she had started with her mouth.

		It hadn’t been until she was in college that she’d lost her virginity. She’d simply been curious as to what all the fuss was about, when it came to sex, and had at last let a boy fuck her.

		It had been really anticlimactic, as far as Darcy had been concerned. The boy, just some guy named Bob who’d been in a class with her that semester and had asked her out, had been handsome enough. And he’d shared an apartment of his own with a roommate, who’d been out that evening on a date.

		After watching a movie together, Bob had invited her back to his apartment, given her a few glasses of wine, and fucked her in his bedroom. She had made him wear a condom, of course, and the whole thing had been over so fast she hadn’t gotten a thing—except for a brief, biting pain when he’d deflowered her—out of it.

		The second time he’d fucked her—before he’d driven her home--had been better. Darcy had enjoyed the kissing, the closeness of having his body inside hers for a little while, the feel of the skin of his chest up against her nice breasts.

		Her vodka and tonic came and she drank a big sip of it and ordered a second one before the waitress had even left. She wanted to get as loose as possible tonight for this little “adventure’ tonight.

		She knew what Julian expected of her. Darcy was to dance with guys who aroused her with their hot looks, let them get friendly with her and—if she found one she really liked—invite him back to her hotel room to spend what was left of the night in her bed!

		Darcy practically inhaled the first cocktail. She loved to drink, but she inevitably got tipsy or worse when she did so.

		Julian often said alcohol was her one uncontrollable vice. So she didn’t drink often, but she really enjoyed it when she did.

		The second drink arrived faster than the first one had and Darcy was glad for that. The club was filling up quickly now and she knew table service would slow down to a crawl soon, now that there were more and more patrons present and wanting drinks.

		“Whoa, you’re way hot!” A male voice exclaimed just then.

		Darcy looked up to see a hunky young man standing over her table, looking down at her. He was gorgeous, with a pair of the sexiest blue eyes Darcy had ever seen on a man, short-cropped, sandy-blond hair, and a knockout smile.

		He looked like an athlete, too, the kind of guy who hadn’t given Darcy a second glance back in high school or college. The boy had broad shoulders, no hips at all, and a big chest.

		“Do you want to dance?” He inquired.

		Darcy took a big pull of her second vodka and tonic and said simply, “Sure I do.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		Adrian

		

		She glanced at Julian as the tall young man began squiring her around the large dance floor. Her husband was smiling at her encouragingly, as if everything was working out just as they’d planned it.

		Reassured, Darcy sighed and put her head against her dance partner’s hard pecs and closed her eyes. Back when she’d still been in high school, she’d daydreamed that someone who looked just like this boy would ask her to the prom, or even on a burgers and a shake date after school some night; but none of them ever had.

		This guy was obviously a jock, or had been in high school, and jocks had never taken much of an interest in the mousy image Darcy had presented to the world at that time in her life. Tonight’s look was very different from that.

		Julian and she had spent a small fortune on the slutty outfit Darcy now wore, a strapless, royal-purple leotard top with tiny sequins made by a famous design house, a black pair of shiny satin short shorts, accompanied by black pantyhose, a pair of Jimmy Choo high heels, and her look had been completed by adding a black patent leather clutch purse which matched her new heels perfectly. She had been somewhat shocked to learn that had it cost so much money to stand out at a dance club!

		But the new look had clearly worked. This guy was just what she had been hoping for--if he turned out to be as nice, personality-wise--as he was yummy to look at.

		He made her pussy wet just staring up at him, and his body seemed so hard, so buffed under the short sleeved, preppie-looking shirt he wore and his tan chinos. Just at that moment, he asked, looking down at the stunning brunette cuddled against his broad chest, “What’s your name, cutie?”

		“Darcy,” she told him truthfully, omitting her last name, or the fact that she was married. She’d left her rings at home, before she and Julian had embarked on their little adventure tonight.

		“That’s a pretty name, almost as pretty as you are,” he said somewhat tritely.

		“Thank you, what’s your name?”

		“I’m Adrian,” he answered, “and I’m sure happy to meet you, Darcy.”

		She could tell he wasn’t lying. His youthful cock was as hard as it could be against her upper belly as they circled the floor together, and she could tell just from that, that it was a big one!

		

		****

		

		She didn’t let him sit down at her table right away, even though he clearly wanted to. There were some other nice looking prospects here tonight, and she wanted to give them a chance, too.

		By ten-thirty, she had danced with ten different guys, and three of them, including Adrian, had bought her drinks. Nearly all of them had wanted to join her at her table.

		Two of the boldest ones had propositioned her already, but she had turned them down, at least so far. She now sat at the table alone, taking a breather, and sipping at her latest vodka and tonic

		Julian still sat at the bar, eyeing her surreptitiously from time to time out of the corner of his eye; nothing obvious, just a casual glance or two. He looked contented, as if everything was still going according to plan.

		Darcy sighed and thought about the men she had met tonight. Some of them had bordered on being obnoxious in their aggressive efforts to talk her into gong to bed with them.

		They were definitely out as contenders to share her bed tonight, as far as she was concerned. If she was really going to do this, the way Julian wanted her to, she needed a nice guy to do it with; someone she could be at ease with—if being at ease was even possible, when it came to breaking your marriage vows!

		Adrian came back over with a fresh drink as a peace offering and asked her to dance again. She smiled at him and accepted; both the drink and the dance.

		It was fast one, and she worried slightly about her big boobs bouncing free of her top, exposing her nipples as she shook and shimmied to the insistent beat. After all of those vodkas, she wasn’t as worried about that as she had been earlier in the evening, but it was still on her mind.

		She liked dancing with Adrian. He was very smooth out on the floor, whether it was a slow tune or a fast one, and he wasn’t shy about shaking his muscular young booty for her to admire, either!

		After the song was over, he asked for the fourth time or so, to sit with her and she suddenly thought to herself: Why not?

		Wasn’t that why she was here in the first place, to find a suitable guy for the evening’s…entertainment? So this time, she said yes.

		They spent the next half hour dancing and talking. Adrian was no Rhodes Scholar when it came to intellect—he seemed so impossibly young and immature, in some ways—but he was sincere and kind and he had wonderfully good manners.

		At eleven-fifteen, she abruptly made up her mind. He was young and very good looking and above all, he seemed nice…he seemed controllable; she didn’t think he’d go all rough and nasty on her once she was alone in her hotel room with him!

		“I feel like leaving,” she said to him and his face fell immediately. “How would you like to accompany me back to my hotel—it isn’t far away—and come up to my room and have a nightcap with me?”

		Adrian’s handsome young face burst into a happy grin. He said, “Sure, I’d love to do that, Darcy!”

		“Just let me visit the ladies room one more time, and finish this drink, and we’ll leave, okay?”

		Once inside the ladies room, she did use the facilities, but she got out her cell phone while she was peeing and sent a text to Julian: leaving now, going back to the hotel. Decided he’s the one. Is he okay with you?”

		Julian’s text came back as she was checking her make up and hair in the mirror, just after washing her hands. He’s great with me, as long as you like him. Give me a minute to call a cab, and then you can take off.

		Darcy dropped the phone back into her purse and gave her image a final look in the mirror. She couldn’t believe she was really about to cheat on her husband with this handsome boy, but she was!

		

		****

		

		Adrian’s car was parked in a garage just up the street. As they got out of the elevator in the multi-story garage, Darcy glanced down at the street and saw her husband hurrying into a cab that had just pulled up in front of the dance club.

		The tall young man led her over to a light blue Hyundai sedan and opened the locks with his electronic key fob. He held the passenger door open for her and once again, she was taken by his nice manners.

		Darcy found herself in the grip of a vodka and nerves-induced stupor all during the short drive to the hotel. She didn’t speak and Adrian--who looked to be just as nervous as she was--didn’t either.

		In the bright light of the hotel’s portico, she saw how impossibly young he looked and the alarming thought crossed her mind: I’m not only a cheating wife; I’m a cradle robber as well! He’s just a kid, really!

		“There’s another parking garage just down the street,” Adrian said. “I’ll park the car and then come back. What’s your room number, Darcy?”

		“Seven-oh-three,” she said automatically, “I’m in room seven-oh-three. I’ll be waiting for you, Adrian.”

		She got out and hurried inside as he drove off to park the car. She got in the elevator and rode up to the seventh floor, sliding the magnetic key card through the lock when she reached her door.

		Once inside, she hurried over to her suitcase and took out the peach-colored teddy and panties outfit she and Julian had picked out together especially for tonight and went into the bathroom to put it on. In the bright light of the bathroom, it looked unbelievably sheer.

		You could see right through it! Darcy’s rose-colored nipples were clearly visible beneath the gossamer fabric and she trembled with nervousness as she stared at them in the bathroom mirror!

		Hurrying back into the bedroom, she threw open the closet’s sliding door and took out one of the heavy terrycloth robes provided for guests by the hotel. She was still tying it closed as she took out her cell phone and called Julian.

		He answered after just one ring, sounding as nervous as she felt, saying, “Darcy, how is everything going?”

		“He’ll be here any minute. He went to park the car. Oh, Julian, I don’t know if I can go through with this or not! I’m so nervous!”

		“It’s not too late to call it off, you know,” he said, sounding as if he wasn’t sure about it either, now that the time had finally come for her to cheat on him. “You could just tell him that you’re not feeling well and send him away.”

		Darcy gave a short, humorless laugh and said, “Did you see how big he is? What if he doesn’t want to take no for an answer? Do you really think I could stop him?”

		“You could always call me. I’m just two floors above you.”

		Julian had been quite a gymnast in high school and college, from what he’d told her. He was still lithe and rangy and very strong.

		But Adrian was easily as tall as her husband, and he had at least thirty pounds of muscle on him. The boy looked like a football player while long, lean Julian was built like a swimmer, or a long distance runner.

		“I wouldn’t want you to get hurt, darling,” she said quickly. “I can always call the desk, if I get in trouble.”

		“Do you expect any rough stuff from this guy?”

		Darcy thought about how polite and well mannered Adrian had been so far. She said, “No, not really. I’m just super-nervous, I guess.”

		There was a moment of silence between them and then Darcy said, “I love you, Julian, so I’m going to try and do this for you. I know how much you really want it.”

		“Do it for yourself, too!” Julian blurted out. “Remember how we talked about every woman deserving some hot sex, before she settles down? Well, you never got your due in that area, as far as I’m concerned.”

		She smiled and said, “I’ve had plenty of hot sex since we’ve been married.”

		“That doesn’t count,” Julian joked. “You should have some strange cock as well!”

		A gentle knock sounded on the door. She whispered, “He’s here! I’ll call you later, when he’s gone! I love you, darling; I can’t tell you how much!”

		And then she turned off the phone and tossed it onto the nearby nightstand, hurrying over to the door. Opening it, she saw Adrian, poised as if for flight, and looking as nervous as she felt.

		“Uh, I wasn’t sure this was the right room,” he said sheepishly.

		He looked so young and so unsure of himself. She relaxed a little as she stared at him and said encouragingly, “It’s the right room. Come on in.”

		

		****

		

		“This is a great hotel,” he commented, glancing around the room and sounding more ill at ease than ever.

		“There’s an honor bar,” she answered, gesturing toward it. “Would you like another drink? I think I’m going to have another vodka and tonic.”

		He hurried over to the ice bucket which sat upon the dresser and snatched it up, saying, “I’ll get the ice. There’s a machine just down the hallway.”

		He hesitated by the door and said, “Aren’t those honor bar things really expensive?”

		“I’m on sort of a special vacation/adventure,” Darcy assured him with a tense smile. “Don’t worry about the cost. I won’t.”

		He was gone less than a minute. When he knocked again, more confidently this time, Darcy opened the door and he was standing there with the bucket heaped full of ice.

		“Sit down and let’s have that drink,” she said, opening the small refrigerator as he sat down in the small wing chair in the corner, next to the bed. “Yours is Canadian whiskey, on the rocks, isn’t it?”

		“Uh, yeah, that’s fine,” he answered.

		She quickly made the cocktails and came over to sit on the edge of the bed, just across from him. The lamp on the nightstand was had been turned down, onto its lowest setting, and she studied him in its soft light as they sipped their drinks.

		He was just as gorgeous as she had first judged him to be in the club, but he was much younger. She knew he had to be at least twenty-one to get in the door at the dance club, but he wasn’t much over that; she’d bet on it.

		“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever been with,” Adrian blurted out just then.

		Darcy smiled and said, “Have you been with a lot of women, Adrian? I bet you have; a guy as handsome as you.”

		He looked at her bashfully and said, “Oh, I’ve been on my share of dates, and I’ve had a couple of steady girlfriends, but you’re the first real woman who’s ever showed any interest in me.”

		An alarm went off in Darcy’s liquor-fogged brain and she asked softly, “How old are you, Adrian, I mean really?”

		He took a big pull of his whisky and said, “I’m nineteen, almost twenty. I have a really good fake ID; that’s how I was able to get into the club tonight.”

		At first, Darcy was appalled. She really was a cradle robber!

		Still, she thought, he’s almost twenty and only I’m in my mid-twenties. It’s not such a huge age gap, when you really think about it…

		She looked at Adrian, so young, so beautiful; so obviously horny! Darcy made a decision, He’s here, in this hotel room with me, and no one has to know how young he is except Julian, who won’t care anyway.

		Darcy patted the mattress next to where she sat and said softly, “Come here, Adrian, and sit beside me. You’re too far away. You aren’t afraid of me, are you, a big, strong guy like you?”

		He grinned and moved over next to her. She finished her drink and put it down on the nightstand and he did the same.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		The First Time

		

		She rapidly learned that just because Adrian was young, that didn’t necessarily mean he was inexperienced. Their first kiss started out sweet and exploring, and ended up passionate and exciting.

		Somehow, during the long, tongue-filled kiss, her robe had come open and now both of her breasts were resting in Adrian’s big hands. He was twisting her very erect nipples through the thin material of her teddy and her pussy was awash in lube.

		Darcy knew he was going to be fucking her in a few minutes, but that didn’t seem like such a bad thing all of a sudden. She still knew it was wrong to do this with anyone other than her husband, but her guilt over that seemed to be receding with each passing second.

		Adrian’s hands just felt so good on her breasts! His mouth was sweet and supple, and his tongue gliding over hers was driving her crazy with desire!

		When he pushed her robe off her shoulders, she opened her arms and let him slide it off them and down onto the bed. He reached up under the skimpy teddy and touched her bare breasts with his talented fingertips and she knew in that instant that she was lost!

		He’s going to fuck me, and I’m going to let him! Julian wants it to happen so badly and now, God help me, so do I! And poor Adrian is so horny for me I can barely believe it!

		She reached down and undid his belt and his jeans as they kissed. He moaned and cooperated as she unbuttoned his plaid shirt and skimmed it off his body.

		All at once, he broke off the kiss so that he could strip off her teddy and then he pressed his bare chest against hers as they rolled back onto the bed together. In a tangle of arms and legs, his jeans and jockey shorts somehow vanished, along with his shoes and socks; and her peach-colored thong panties joined her teddy on the carpet.

		Ooh, he’s got such a big one! Darcy thought as she stroked Adrian’s bare cock while they kissed once again. Julian’s got a nice one, but Adrian’s is just a bit longer and a little thicker, too!

		“Do you want to fuck me, Adrian?” She panted in his ear as they came up for air.

		“God, yes, I want to fuck you!” Adrian sounded almost out of control with lust.

		“Then do it,” she murmured, kissing her way up his jaw line, flicking his ear lobe with the tip of her tongue, teasing him unmercifully, “I want you to!”

		Adrian reached under her and notched his hard cock head into her weeping slit and pushed upward with his hips, spearing the fat prick into her juicy recesses. Darcy was lying on top of him and she felt his dick penetrate her in one long thrust.

		Oh, God, I’m actually doing it! She thought as Adrian began to fuck her. I’m cheating on Julian with another guy…he’ll be so thrilled!

		She asked herself how she felt about that, and was surprised to find that she was very much okay with it. Adrian felt wonderful up inside her super-wet, super-ready pussy, gliding his hard cock against her throbbing clit as he frantically took her balls-deep again and again.

		Ummmmmm, so good, she thought, pressing her heavy breasts down against his scratchy blond chest hair, reveling in how nice he felt sliding in and out of her pussy!

		Darcy went back to kissing him as she rode him. His cock felt just right in her needy cunt and she thought that she could grow to love this new aspect to her and Julian’s marriage!

		Being a hotwife is wonderful, after all! She marveled at how good she felt, at how sensational a stranger’s cock felt inside her, fucking right up to heaven’s gates!

		Adrian was beside himself with joy beneath her. He was murmuring up into her lips as she sucked on his tongue as if it were a slithery cock.

		I don’t think he’s going to last long but, then, he doesn’t have to, she thought, realizing that she was about to come on his driving cock.

		Her mind went to the big handful of condoms she and Julian had bought last week at a pharmacy. They were inside her overnight case in the bathroom, and she had promised faithfully to use them, if things ever got this far.

		Well, it was too late to think about that now! That was for sure.

		Adrian was moaning, ready to pop his first load of the night deep into her pussy. And she found that she wanted it!

		Darcy felt an irrational urge to feel him spurting up into her. She coveted his semen…it felt almost as if she needed it!

		Adrian was a young guy, with a big set of balls. He didn’t disappoint!

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, God, here it comes!” He gasped out the words as he tore his lips away from hers and rammed his cock deep into her belly.

		Darcy started to come right along with him as the first huge jet of white-hot jism splashed up into her womb. She quivered atop him and closed her eyes, her orgasm was so intense!

		So much, her over-stimulated brain thought as he filled her with spunk, oh, God, this kid has so much come for me!

		She hoped he was clean, because he was really jizzing her! Darcy loved it. She loved the feel of his youthful semen being pumped into her by the bucketful. She just loved it!

		

		****

		

		“I should have made you wear one of these, that first time,” she said ruefully upon her return from the bathroom, sprinkling the bed with condom packets.

		“Why, are you afraid you’ll give me something?” Adrian asked the question playfully, not sounding fearful at all that he’d catch some social disease from Darcy. “Should I be worried?”

		She laughed and flopped down onto the bed beside him, sweeping the condoms away with her forearm. She said, “Not me, you, silly; you’re liable to give me some awful disease. Who knows where that nice cock of yours had been before tonight?”

		Adrian suddenly looked embarrassed. His handsome face colored as he admitted, “I haven’t really done that all that often before; what we did tonight, I mean.”

		“Oh, I thought you said you’d had girlfriends?”

		“Yeah, well, I did,” he said hesitantly, “but they were mostly into handjobs and blowjobs, not…uh….you know…fucking!”

		“Oh,” said Darcy, her dark eyes glittering with mischief and curiosity. “Tell me, Adrian-darling, just how many girls had you done that with before tonight? Don’t tell me I’m your first fuck!”

		“No, no, it’s not like that!” Adrian rushed to explain. “Back in high school, my folks were sort of strict. They didn’t let me stay out much past eleven, so I didn’t get a chance to…you know. A quick handjob or a blowjob was about all I had time for.”

		“Don’t tell me you’re still in high school,” Darcy said fearfully.

		“No, I’m at one of the local JC’s,” he assured her. “I just finished up my first year.”

		“But you still live at home,” Darcy said. Thinking about the light blue Hyundai sedan, she went on to venture a guess, “And that’s your folks’ car in the parking garage down the street, not yours, I take it?”

		He looked somewhat mortified to admit it, but he said softly, “Yeah, it is. My car is in the shop. It’s always in the shop; it’s a junker, but it’s all I can afford.”

		“Where are your parents this evening?”

		“Out of town,” he admitted, “visiting my aunt and uncle in Cleveland. They flew there yesterday. They’re supposed to be back in the middle of the week sometime.”

		“And with them gone, this is your weekend to howl, I suppose, right?”

		“Yeah, I guess so,” Adrian said sheepishly.

		“So you went downtown with your phony ID and picked up an older woman and fucked her, it that it?”

		He colored even more deeply. Not even daring to speak, he just nodded his assent.

		She clucked her tongue and said, “Well, we may as well do it again, since this is your night to howl.”

		Adrian’s face brightened as she reached over and claimed his gooey cock with her right hand and began to stroke it. She whispered to him, “Tell me, Adrian-darling, just how many girls have you fucked before me?”

		“Two,” he said so softly she could barely hear him, “one at a kegger last year; she was so drunk that everyone there fucked her.”

		“I hope you wore a condom that night,” Darcy admonished him.

		“Of course I did,” Adrian responded; looking slightly offended that she’d even ask such a question. “I’m not a total moron!”

		He thought about it a moment, and then added, “And I only did it with her once. Some of the other guys did her two or three times, before the party was over.”

		Darcy made a face, empathizing with that poor girl slightly, wondering how anyone could ever do that; go to a party and get so drunk that you let everyone who wanted to do so fuck you? She asked Adrian, wanting to change the subject, “You mentioned another girl. Tell me about that.”

		Adrian’s dick was nearing full hardness in her fist. He looked up from her stroking hand and said, “She was just some chick I picked up at frat party this year. We were both drunk and she was giving me head and I guess it made her horny. The next thing I knew, she was rolling a rubber on my dick and climbing onto it.”

		“Where did this happen?”

		He looked away and said almost shyly, “In the back seat of my parent’s Hyundai. My car was broke-down that night, so I took theirs to the party.”

		“So, you used protection with that one, too,” she said approvingly, noting how hard he was in her hand.

		“Yeah, I did,” he said, his eyes growing wide as she dipped her head down toward his rampant cock.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, so pretty, so stiff,” she murmured, licking all around the head, savoring the taste of the youthful spunk that had dried on it from their last go-round.

		She began to suck him, licking all around the shaft as she bobbed her head over his lap. He stroked her long black tresses and moaned softly, saying, “God, this isn’t my first blowjob, but you’re so good!”

		Darcy was pleased with that comment, in spite of herself. She loved the fact that this boy found her oral skills to be much better than a bunch of young sluts who had just graduated from high school!

		So much for youthful enthusiasm, she thought cattily. She had sucked her first cock back in high school, but she had gotten so much better at this after meeting Julian. Like all of her bedroom moves, he had refined and improved her oral skills so much. He had taught her to be real lover, not just a youthful cocksucker!

		“Oh, fuck, Darcy,” Adrian gasped. “You’d better stop, if you want me to fuck you!”

		She looked up at him and slowly let his swollen cock slip from her lips for a moment as she murmured, “I bet these big balls of yours have lots of spunk left. Let’s just see, shall we? Let’s see if you can get it up again after I suck you off and swallow it for you!”

		Adrian moaned as she took him deep in her throat again and began to suck in earnest. He twisted his hips up off the bed and fucked her face as she blew him…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, that’s right,” she cooed, “fuck me; fuck me just like that!”

		Darcy was on her hands and knees in front of him and he was kneeling behind her. His reinvigorated cock was plowing its way deep into her pussy with each stroke and it was sliding in right across her clit!

		God, can this kid ever fuck? Darcy’s big tits were swinging under her as she bucked back onto him, seating him ever deeper in her sopping-wet pussy. He’s made me come twice since he’s been fucking me doggie style and I’m going to go off again any second now!

		During the evening, Darcy’s whole opinion about Adrian’s youth had changed. She was now so glad that he was so young and virile!

		After all, she had promised Julian a big load of come to check out, if she decided not use condoms tonight, and she knew she could count on Adrian to deliver one, in spite of the fact he had already creamed her pussy once and shot an equally huge wad down her throat when she’d blown him earlier!

		He was fucking her like a demon at the moment. His cock was flying in and out of her, making her whole body shake with the impact of his fuck-lunges.

		She looked back over her shoulder at him and whispered, “Come in me again, Adrian. I want it. I want to feel you to fill me up with your hot goo!”

		He made a strangling, gasping sound and she felt his pistoning dick jerk within her and the next thing she knew, a wave of hot fluid was engulfing her pussy sheath. There was so much of it that it rapidly filled her up and oozed out of her spasming cunt and onto her clit!

		Darcy started to come herself. It was in many ways, the most spectacular one of the night!

		“Oh, oh, God, you’re really creaming me!” She wailed out the phrase, shuddering beneath him, taking all he could give her!

		The spurting jism felt so good inside her. She nearly swooned from the intensity of the contractions her pussy was experiencing and the deluge of hot, sensual pulses gripping her whole lower body…

		

		****

		

		“You don’t have to go, you know,” she whispered to him. “I rented the room for the whole night.”

		He was dressed again. Leaning down, he kissed her sweetly and murmured, “God, I’d love to stay all night, but I don’t dare.”

		She looked up at him doubtfully, so he explained, “My Ma doesn’t really trust me to stay home tonight. I bet she’s gonna’ call at, like, six in the morning, just to make sure I’m there.”

		“Well, I wouldn’t want you to get grounded or anything,” she said teasingly.

		He let out an exasperated sigh and said, “Me and a buddy of mine are saving up to get an apartment together. But we don’t have enough money yet.”

		He plucked her phone off the nightstand and programmed a number into it before putting it back. Turning to her, he said, “There; that’s my cell number. Call me soon, and we’ll do this again.”

		Did she want to do that? Darcy didn’t know, but she thought she might.

		Adrian was gorgeous, and he had a great cock. And he sure knew how to use it to please a girl!

		“Maybe I’ll just do that, sweetie,” she said, using her sexiest voice. “I think I’d like to fuck you again.”

		“I know I’d like to fuck you again,” he said, smiling, heading for the door. “Call me…soon!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		Reclamation

		

		“He just left,” she said into her cell phone as she finished getting back into her discarded teddy and her thong panties.

		“Did he…did you…?” Julian’s voice sounded groggy, as if her phone call had roused him from an uneasy sleep, which she suspected was the case.

		“It’s nearly three-thirty in the morning,” she said, her tone mildly sarcastic, “and we got here hours ago. What do you think we did; watch a pay-per-view movie together?”

		“Did you…suck it? Was he big?”

		“Not over the phone like this,” she chided her husband. “Come on down here and I’ll tell you all about it. I promise.”

		“Did you use the condoms?”

		She hesitated and then said, “No, I forgot. But it’s okay; I’m virtually sure he was clean.”

		He gasped when he heard her say that, and then asked excitedly, “did you do as I asked?’

		Darcy shook her head at the child-like thrill evident in her normally sophisticated, oh-so-cool husband’s voice. She asked teasingly, “Why don’t you come down here and see for yourself?”

		Then she broke the connection and put her cell phone back on the nightstand. She calculated that at this time of the morning, there wouldn’t be much demand for the elevators so Julian should be here any second now.

		Almost before she could finish that thought, there was a muffled knock on her door. She took the two steps required to reach it and let him in.

		“He’s gone?” Julian was looking around the room furtively as he spoke.

		She sauntered over to the bed and took off her teddy once more. As he stared, she slowly eased the panties away from her crotch, revealing a huge “creampie” of Adrian’s semen which had seeped out of her pussy since he’d left.

		“He gone, darling, but he left you a little something to remember him by,” she said softly, his eyes riveted to the obscene lake of goo coating her sheer panties, and the streamers of the thick, heavy stuff which stretched between her clearly violated pussy lips and the fabric.

		“S-Sit down on the bed,” he commanded her in a quavering voice, “show me!”

		Darcy did as her husband asked. She let the soiled panties fall down around her ankles, kicked out of them, and opened her thighs wide to his inspection.

		Julian stood, mesmerized, by the proof of his wife obvious unfaithfulness. Her shaved-bare pussy was smeared with a thick covering of another man’s cock cream and more was oozing out of her all the time.

		He looked agonized, ecstatic, disappointed, and elated—all at the same time. Glancing up from her soupy cunt lips, he sighed, “I didn’t really think you’d do it!”

		She looked indignant as she shot back, “You told me to! You practically begged me to do it!”

		Julian’s own handsome face assumed a confused, but proud-of-his-wife look as he said, “I did. I did want this, oh, so much! But you’re such a good girl by nature. I didn’t know if you had it in you to go through with it, truthfully!”

		Darcy giggled and whispered, “Oh, I had it in me, alright! I had it in me a lot tonight, trust me on that!”

		Her off-color little pun seemed to break the ice between them and the two of them shared a good laugh. At last Julian asked, “How many times…how many times did he…you know…fuck you tonight?”

		“A couple,” Darcy said evasively, wanting to tease him a little before revealing all of the facts. “And I blew him once. God, there was so much for me to swallow, even though he’d come in me already! That kid was just full of spunk, darling!”

		Julian gave an animalistic little growl and pounced on his wife. Together, they tumbled back onto the bed, reminding Darcy of how Adrian and she had rolled around, tearing off each other’s clothes earlier in the evening.

		She gave her husband a repeat performance, almost ripping the buttons off his shirt in her haste to strip him as naked as she was. Darcy clawed at his belt and trousers, opening them up, yanking them and his boxers downward; baring his rigid dick.

		He managed to kick free of the pants, his underwear, and his shoes. The first time they fucked, he still had his socks on; such was his eagerness to slip his prick into her still-juicy-with-another-man’s come pussy!

		Darcy was surprised to discover that Julian’s cock felt so good in her. She was so full of Adrian’s spunk that he just sloshed around inside her at first, but then he found her clit with his gliding prick and that felt so wonderful, amid the gooey ambience of her overflowing pussy.

		“Jesus, there’s so much!” He gasped. “How many times did that kid come in you before he left?”

		“Just once, before I called you,” she sighed, rolling her hips up to meet his thrusts, “I washed my pussy out after that first one. God, that load was even bigger than his one!”

		Julian grunted at that lewd observation and gritted his teeth, clearly intent on not coming until he had made her orgasm at least once. She cooed up at him, “When he came in my mouth, I thought I was going to drown for sure; there was just so much for me to swallow!”

		Her husband’s eyes rolled back in his head and she felt him begin to flood her already inundated pussy with hot semen. Darcy bucked up against him and orgasmed herself, lost in the sensation of all that jizz; Adrian’s, Julian’s, she felt positively stuffed with hot spunk and she found that she reveled in the sensation…

		

		****

		

		“Well, first he kissed me while we sat on the side of the bed,” she whispered into Julian’s ear.

		They had taken a shower together just now, and he had lovingly washed the seemingly endless river of male come out of her pussy. The kiss they had shared while he did that was so sweet, she’d thought she might cry!

		And now they were all dried off and back in bed together. She was telling him all about the events of the evening, as they had happened.

		“He was a great kisser,” she confided. “The way his tongue caressed mine, it got me all hot and bothered, darling!”

		Julian groaned and held her closer. His cock was starting to swell to life once more as she recounted what a bad, bad girl she had been with another man in this very bed tonight!

		“He got my bathrobe open as we were making out and he began fondling my titties,” she whispered. “God, it felt so good when he touched them. I knew they were supposed to be for you only, but it was so naughty to give them to him to play with, especially while we were sucking tongue together!”

		Her husband looked pained at that admission, but also quite aroused. His dick was like an iron bar now, against her belly.

		“Next, he got his hands up under my teddy, and he was squeezing my bare boobies as he kissed me,” she confessed.

		Julian looked as if she had his nuts in a vise and she was slowly screwing the jaws shut. She whispered, “Almost before I knew it, we were both naked to the waist and rolling around on this bed. He took my panties off and I took his pants and underwear down.”

		She looked at her husband and bit her lower lip coyly before admitting, “He had a very nice cock, baby. It was just slightly longer than yours, and it was a little thicker.”

		Julian’s face looked as if she had tightened vise’s jaws one more turn but she went on to say, “I took it in my hand and stroked it. I just had to touch it, sweetie. It looked so hard…so inviting…so sexy, just throbbing above his big nut sac!”

		“Did…did…you suck it for him?” Julian’s voice was a dull croak.

		“Not just then,” she said, “I didn’t have time. We had been kissing some more, and I was lying on top of him.”

		She turned her head away as she whispered, “He wanted to fuck me…so I let him! He just slipped that hard cock up into my twat and fucked me until he came inside my naughty, married pussy!”

		Julian looked as though he were going to lose it. He gasped and shuddered and his cock did a little dance up against her skin as he pictured her getting fucked by another man.

		“Did you come, too?”

		“Oh, God, yes,” she gushed, throwing a thigh over his torso and lining up her wet pussy with his cock head, “he made me come more than once, before he creamed me that first time, darling!”

		“Oh, oh, fuck, Darcy, you little slut!” Julian blurted out the words as she started to ride him.

		She beamed down at her husband and murmured, “I am. I’m your little hotwife slut now. Don’t you just love it? You’d better, because I sure do!”

		

		****

		

		She went through the rest of the sordid story of that evening with him; the blowjob, the doggie style fuck. Darcy was honest with him, mostly.

		The phone number Adrian had typed into her cell phone wasn’t mentioned, for one thing. And she’d purposely left out a few of the orgasms her young lover’s big cock had coaxed out of her pussy as well.

		Darcy didn’t want Julian to be jealous of the number of times Adrian had made her come tonight. Her cuckolded husband hadn’t done a bad job himself, with all of that reclamation sex!

		By five o’clock in the morning, when they finally passed out in each other’s arms, Darcy felt closer to her husband than she ever had before. She felt as if they had shared this sexual adventure together, even though he’d been in another hotel room through most of it.

		And that was so cool! Darcy thought she was just going to love being a hotwife in the future.

		She didn’t know why she had been so reluctant to try it. Becoming what Julian called a “shared-wife” was definitely the neatest thing she had ever done, and she was anxious to try it again, as soon as Julian wanted her to!

		

		****

		

		They checked out of the hotel promptly at eleven o’clock, drove home, and fell into bed naked. Even with the morning’s nap, they hadn’t gotten nearly enough sleep last night—Julian had confessed that he tossed and turned all night, having slept in his clothes just in case Darcy had needed him—and of course Darcy had had her own reasons for not sleeping.

		Between Adrian’s hard cock and her husband’s, most of her night had been spent either being fucked or getting ready to be fucked. Not that she was complaining; last night was the single best night of her life, as far as she was concerned!

		Clearly, Julian thought so, too. He pestered her about doing it again, soon, and she said she’d think about it.

		Actually, Darcy was as eager as he was to repeat the hotwife experience, but she didn’t want him to know that. She had decided that if she told Julian just how much she’d enjoyed cheating on him with young Adrian; that he might begin not to trust her as much in the future as he had before.

		He might even become less than enthusiastic about continuing their little exploration into the hotwife lifestyle. And Darcy didn’t want that at all!

		No, it was better to play it cool with Julian; let him thing he was convincing her to try it again, she decided. She’d wait for him to bring the subject up…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		Adrian Again

		

		Monday had been a real drag, as Mondays often were. Darcy was still working in a doctor’s office part time, as a receptionist.

		She had run out of money halfway through the first semester of her junior year in college and she had dropped out and gotten this job, just to make ends meet. That had worked out okay, really, because by then she and Julian had been dating exclusively and had already been talking about getting married. She still intended to go back and finish up her degree someday soon, but for now his large income as a college professor and her much smaller one were enough for them to live quite comfortably.

		Plus, she’d managed to nearly pay off her student loans already. And she didn’t plan on taking out any more, since Julian’s income was more than sufficient to enable her to pay cash as she went along, when it came to finishing out her degree.

		She still had the job in the doctor’s office but, since she only worked Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, she was free as a bird on Tuesdays and Thursdays.

		Darcy used her days off during the week to shop for groceries, clean the house, get the car washed, and run other errands. She liked her life as a suburban housewife who worked only part time just fine, thank you very much!

		Since it was now Tuesday morning, she just was lounging around the house at around nine o’clock—Julian was already at the university and teaching his first class--when her cell phone rang and the caller ID said it was Adrian Miller! She thought: Adrian, could it really be him? I know I have his cell number but how did he manage to get mine?

		“Hey, is this who I think it is?” She answered the phone on the third ring, sipping a cup of coffee.

		“I sure hope you haven’t forgotten me already,” Adrian said, and she recognized his voice instantly, “I just met you last Friday night.”

		“How did you get this number?”

		“I phoned my phone with yours, while you were in the bathroom taking a shower,” he explained, sounding smug.

		“You little sneak,” she laughed, drinking more of her coffee. “Why did you call?”

		“Why do you think?” He asked the question. “It’s Tuesday and I know you don’t work Tuesday’s. I was hoping we could get together this morning.”

		Her heart began to hammer. She licked her full lips and whispered, “I’m not saying I will, but where did you have in mind for us to hook up, just out of curiosity?”

		“You know that old motel on Pine Street and Eighteenth Avenue, on the north side of town?”

		“I think so, what about it?”

		“I spent yesterday afternoon checking out places where I could afford to rent a room,” he explained. “That one turned out to be clean and tidy, even though it’s not fancy. We could meet there. I wouldn’t have to be home until after ten, if I made up a good enough story to tell my Ma.”

		She thought about Julian getting home at six, wondering where his dinner was. Thinking fast, she said, “I have a dentist appointment at four today. If I did agree to meet you, I’d have to leave by about three-thirty.”

		“Well, then I guess we’d better get together as early as we can,” he replied.

		Making a snap decision, she said, “I could be there by about ten, I guess.”

		“I’ll text you with the room number,” he promised, “I’m right up the street from the place now.”

		“I’ll be there at ten,” she told him, and shut off the phone.

		She jogged into the bathroom to take a quick shower and shave her legs, pits, and around her pussy! As she stepped into the warm spray, she told herself, I’m really doing this, I guess. I’m cheating on Julian with that sexy kid again!

		

		****

		

		The little motel probably dated from the fifties. It was old, but it had been newly painted and looked very clean on the outside.

		Darcy wore sunglasses and a scarf over her head, nondescript pants, a loose sweater-blouse and no bra. She rapped on the door to number eighteen, glancing furtively at the passing cars, hoping she didn’t see anyone she knew.

		As a further precaution, she had parked well around the corner, in a residential area, and walked back to the motel. She had kept her head down and walked very quickly.

		The door swung open and there stood Adrian, dressed in a pair of olive-drab walk shorts and a yellow tank top that looked as if it had been washed dozens of times.

		She stepped into the room and he closed the door and locked it. The furniture in the room was minimal, just a dresser with a mirror, a couple of chairs, a cheap television set which had been bolted to a stand, and a queen size bed.

		The drapes, rug, and the bedspread looked old but clean. The place smelled of disinfectant and room deodorizer.

		“It’s not the Ritz but, like I said, it’s clean and inexpensive,” Adrian said defensively.

		“Its fine,” she told him pulling off her scarf and sunglasses and placing them and her purse on top of the dresser.

		He noticed her wedding set and his eyes grew big. Adrian said, “You’re married. I didn’t know that!”

		“I took my rings off Friday night and left them at home. I was in such a hurry, I didn’t think about doing that this morning. He’s at work, so he’ll never know anyway, unless I decide to tell him about it.”

		Adrian looked stunned. She smiled at him and stepped closer, asking, “Does it bother you that I’m someone else’s wife? It certainly didn’t bother you Friday night.”

		“I didn’t know you were married, last Friday night,” he said, a nervous smile on his youthful face.

		“He wouldn’t care, anyway, even if I do decide to tell him about it,” she assured him. “We have a unique sort of marriage. He knew all about the two of us being together Friday. Have you ever heard of a ‘hotwife’, Adrian?”

		When he nodded his head that he hadn’t, Darcy gave him a rapid tutorial on the lifestyle she and Julian had chosen to experiment with. His eyes grew even wider as she explained that she was free to sleep with anyone who took her fancy, and that she could either choose to tell her husband about it, or not.

		“Pretty good deal for you,” Adrian said when she was done, “but what does he get out of it? I don’t get that.”

		“You should have been at our house this weekend, after Friday night,” she said with a sly smile. “We fucked like a pair of horny teenagers, while I told him about what you and I did in bed together.”

		“You…you told him about us?”

		“Most of it,” she answered, touching the bulge his hard cock made at the front of his shorts. “I may not tell him about today at all.”

		“Why not?” He wanted to know.

		“I think I’d like to keep today all for myself,” she said, thinking out loud and at the same time sharing her thoughts with her young lover. “I’m toying with the idea of keeping what I do Tuesdays and Thursdays private; all mine, and whomever I choose to share those days with, of course.”

		“I’m sure glad you chose to share this one with me,” he sighed reaching to take her into his arms.

		“Wait,” she stopped him, reaching down for the hem of her sweater-blouse.

		She drew it over her head, baring her breasts for him. Still smiling, she slipped out of the slacks as well, and her panties.

		Darcy stepped out of her loafers and stood before him naked. She murmured, “Now, kiss me now, Adrian, and then fuck me!”

		

		****

		

		It was nearly noon, and they had been fucking for nearly two hours with only short breaks. Darcy hadn’t bothered to keep track of how many times she’d come, lost in the wonder of a young cock that never seemed to stay soft, and youthful passion!

		Adrian had fucked her missionary style, then doggie, and then they had spooned on the bed, with him behind her. She had bent her knee a bit, giving him easier access to her spunk-filled pussy, and he had fucked her to two towering orgasms that way as well.

		Now she was sucking him hard again, reveling in how easy it was to get him erect once more and how his ardor for her aroused her in turn. She loved his body, his wonderful prick; his magnificent balls and tight little ass!

		She held his swollen-to-life cock in her fist and admired it. The thing was gleaming with a sheen of her saliva, and his balls were wet with it.

		“So pretty,” she sighed, “and it’s so big and long!”

		Adrian laughed and said, “It’s not really that big. I played football with guys who had twice as much dick as I do.”

		She made a disbelieving face and said, “Surely, not twice as big as this one! You’re just making that up. What would a girl do with that much cock?”

		Adrian just laughed again and shook his head as if he didn’t know. Darcy began tonguing him again, and licking his balls.

		Experimenting, she teased his puckered asshole with her fingertip and Adrian shuddered and moaned, “Oh, oh, what are you doooooing to me?”

		She licked her middle finger and returned it to his ass, slipping it inside, finding his prostate, massaging the tender gland as she sucked his cock, just the way her husband had taught her to do it. Adrian whimpered like a fearful puppy but he made no move to stop her.

		Julian had showed her how to do this, right after they’d first been married. He enjoyed having it done to him once in a while, for a change of pace, and she the way it made him come!.

		Young Adrian seemed to enjoy it as much as her husband did, and Darcy was getting really hot, stroking his asshole and sucking his thick cock while she did so. She knew if she kept it up, he’d come like a sheared-off fire hydrant, spewing loads of his warm semen up into her mouth.

		That sounds super-hot, somehow, she told herself. I bet he’s never come that hard before…

		Darcy sucked him a bit faster, taking him deep, all the way to his tightening balls with each down-stroke. She swirled her tongue around his shaft and glans, teasing him with it unmercifully.

		“Oh, oh, God, that’s so hot!” Adrian whined. “Where did you learn to do thaaaaaat?

		Darcy would have giggled, if her mouth and throat hadn’t been so full of teenage cock! She got ready to swallow his spunk and licked even harder, as she gradually increased the pressure on his prostate.

		Adrian screamed and started to come! There seemed no end to his jism at first, and Darcy wasn’t sure she could swallow it all!

		The ecstatic boy wailed and shook under her finger and mouth, draining his nuts into her working throat, shrieking out what a hot cocksucker she was. His orgasm roared on and on, until at last his flow stopped and she licked him clean.

		“Oh, oh, that was incredible,” he wheezed, his cock slowly going soft in her mouth.

		She looked up and saw that he had tears of joy in his eyes. Darcy smiled and let him slip free of her lips, swallowing the last of his jism as she eased her finger out of his butt.

		“Hold that thought,” she cautioned him, sliding off the bed and heading for the bathroom. “I’m going to teach you how to eat a pussy properly when I get out of the shower. I’m going to expect as good of an orgasm as I just gave you in return!”

		

		****

		

		“Yes, yes, that’s it,” she gasped as his exploring finger found her g-spot and his tongue teased her clit. “Oh, God, that’s right; that’s soooooo right!”

		Darcy knew some coeds in Adrian’s future were going to thank her someday soon for making him a pussy-eater supreme! She was tugging at her own nipples as he ate her and she was about to climax spectacularly on his tongue and delving finger.

		“Ummmmmm, that’s it,” she sighed, about to lose it. “That’s so good, darling. Lick me; lick my naughty pussy and make it come so fine!”

		She mashed her exploding clit onto his tongue and lips and came, hard! Adrian seemed startled by how much juice there was, but he gamely kept his mouth pressed to her cunt as she came and came all over his face!

		Darcy was out of her mind with joy. Adrian was a quick study, when it came to all things having to do with sex; that was for sure.

		After she had finished climaxing, she told him as much. He said she was a great teacher, and thanked him for her “lessons”.

		Julian fancies himself the teacher in our family, she thought blissfully, stroking Adrian’s short blond hair with her fingertips. But I have my moments…

		

		****

		

		“Next week, same time, same place?” He asked the question hopefully.

		It was nearing four o’ clock and she was freshly showered and dressed in her head scarf and sunglasses again. She wanted to tell him yes, but then again, she didn’t.

		“We’ll see,” she told him at last, just before taking her leave of him. “I’ve enjoyed today; I think you know that. And I do want to see you again soon, but I don’t want to bankrupt you, paying for motel rooms, lover.”

		He grinned and said, “I’d give my last dime to see you again, Darcy.”

		“I know, but you should save your money for a better, more reliable car and that new apartment,” she chided him gently. “Besides, I’m not exactly a pauper. I could help with the motel expenses sometimes. It’s not like I can’t afford it.”

		“So you’ll come?”

		“Maybe,” she said haltingly, still smiling. “I told you, we’ll see.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		Dealing With It

		

		“How do I really feel about cheating on Julian with Adrian today?” She asked herself the question aloud, in her kitchen, as she got dinner together that evening.

		To her surprise, she didn’t feel guilty about it at all. Julian had practically begged her to try becoming a hotwife and now she had, and she loved it!

		Perhaps he should have done a little more research on the lifestyle, before he urged me to become involved in it, she told herself as she tossed together a green salad, specifically the part about the hotwife’s prerogative of not having to tell her husband anything, if she doesn’t want to!

		Part of the hotwife credo said that she was entirely within her rights, when it came to keeping certain things private, if she chose to do that. Today with Adrian, indeed, all of her Tuesday and Thursday activities in the future; could remain solely hers if she made the decision to keep them private!

		She had to admit, she felt like a selfish little bitch for thinking like that, but part of her did think exactly like that! Darcy asked herself where that came from and found that she didn’t really know.

		It wasn’t that she didn’t still love Julian madly, because she did, perhaps now more than ever before. She loved what she had with him, a secure, ecstatically happy home life and the freedom to wander, if she chose to do so.

		But she felt like she wanted Tuesday’s and Thursday’s for herself, in spite of that. If Julian wanted her to meet and fuck other guys, like she had Adrian last Friday night at the dance club, she’d be more than enthusiastic about doing it and sharing all the details with him.

		The thing is, I don’t have to share everything I do as hotwife with him, if I don’t elect to do that, she told herself. And right now…I don’t!

		She went back to fixing dinner, resolving to keep today with Adrian to herself for the time being; maybe forever! Darcy told herself that even a loving wife deserved some little secrets, and she intended have hers!

		

		****

		

		“What did you do today, love?” Julian asked her at dinner.

		She almost blanched at that innocent inquiry, but managed to keep her wits about her. Looking across the table at him she said, “Oh, not much; the usual, I cleaned the house and read the paper, shopped, fixed dinner. Nothing very exciting, I’m afraid.”

		“I couldn’t stop thinking about last weekend today, at work,” he confessed. “Man, that was so much fun! It was the hottest weekend we’ve ever had together! I could barely keep my mind on teaching.”

		She smiled and said, “Yeah; that was pretty incredible. I was such a bad girl!”

		He grinned at her and said, “We should do it again. Have you thought anymore about going online and looking for more guys to party with?”

		She made a face and said, “Not really; you hear so many stories about all the lying that goes on, when it comes to personals on the web. I don’t know if I want to look there or not. Maybe we could go to another dance club instead.”

		“That was fun, and it gave us great results,” Julian said, “but it was too expensive to repeat very often. We’re doing okay financially, but going out a couple of times a month and getting two five-star hotel rooms, buying you new designer outfits, and shoes; we’d go bankrupt in a year, if we tried to do that and meet our other bills.”

		Reluctantly, Darcy nodded her head in agreement. She said, “Okay, after dinner, I’m going to go on the net and see what I can find. I’m not promising anything, but at least I’ll spend a little time looking.”

		

		****

		

		So it was that after dinner that night, Darcy went into the spare bedroom they used as a home office for Julian and fired up his laptop. She went online and immersed herself in local meet-and-greet sites that catered to the hotwife community.

		Some of these, she was already quite familiar with. She’d spent some time on them when Julian has still been trying to convince her to give the whole hotwife thing a whirl.

		She knew some of them had personals columns, where a hotwife could look to meet a likely fuck buddy, bull, or boyfriend. While she had been busily perusing the sites before, Darcy had come to understand the difference between the three categories.

		Bulls were very aggressive guys who usually had big dicks and liked to totally take over their hotwife conquest’s lives, ordering them around, forcing their husbands to watch as the bull fucked them right in front of the hapless cuckold, if he felt like it.

		If you got involved with a bull, you generally had to agree to his terms. When he called, wanting some booty, you had to drop everything and give it to him, just the way he wanted it!

		Because of that, Darcy and Julian were not interested in her meeting bulls. Julian was way too proud a man to lick another man’s semen from Darcy’s recently-despoiled cunt lips, just because some arrogant, big-dicked asshole ordered him to do so! And Darcy wasn’t interested in being dominated sexually in the way; not at all!

		A boyfriend might be okay, she thought, as she skimmed through the pages of personal ads, most of them featuring a bio, pictures of prospective fuck-partners both clothed and unclothed, with emphasis on their hard cocks! Boyfriends took you on romantic dates, wined you and dined you, and then fucked you!

		That sounded nice to Darcy, so she didn’t totally ignore the men who wanted a steady girlfriend type fuck-buddy. Certain aspects of the boyfriend/girlfriend relationship might prove to be too confining for her taste, but if she found a really hung guy, who was also cute and charming, she might be tempted to give it a try…

		It was the fuck-buddies category—like young Adrian had turned out to be—which interested her the most, however. She could call or text him, asking what he was up to, and he could do the same with her.

		Having a true fuck-buddy was a very casual relationship. If their mutual needs matched up at that particular time, then they would get together and fuck. If not, there was always next time!

		For this reason, she concentrated her search on this type of liaison. She went through page after page of prospects, narrowing her search down to six men who met her general criteria.

		Darcy didn’t want an old guy—that would just be too gross, in her mind! Fucking some fifty year old didn’t appeal to her at all, unless she happened to find one who looked a lot like George Clooney!

		Her six choices were all in their twenties to middle thirties. They were all hung, if their pictures could be believed, and they were single.

		She wasn’t interested in married guys who wanted to screw around on their wives. That could cause problems, even if the guys said it wouldn’t, and she didn’t need problems; she needed cock!

		After winnowing out the also-rans, she began calling or emailing the finalists. When all was said and done, at around nine o’clock that evening, she’d made dates with two of the six guys; one for tomorrow night, Wednesday, and one on Friday night as well.

		The other four men had either been too old or they had come across as being too aggressive on the phone. She guessed the older sounding men had included photos that were years out of date—God knew how they looked now.

		And as for the super-aggressive ones; Darcy didn’t need the net to meet assholes. She could do that on her own, if she wished!

		

		****

		

		“Well, what’s the verdict?” Julian asked her the question when she finally joined him back in the front room.

		“I have a date for drinks and who knows what else, if we click, tomorrow night,” she announced smugly, knowing Julian would be thrilled at this development, “and another for Friday night, for dinner and maybe more!”

		As she had predicted, his eyes lit up like beacons at this news. He froze the movie he had been watching on the big screen and asked her excitedly, “Who are they? How old are they? Do I get to at least see them, before they uh…fuck you?”

		She smiled at him as he sat on the couch and said, “Joe, the guy tomorrow night, is thirty-four, and Vincent, the guy on Friday is your age, thirty-two. And, yes, you can see them, if you’re sly about it.”

		Sitting down next to him, she continued, “The meeting with Joe is at seven tomorrow night, in an upscale bar downtown; so I don’t see why you can’t beat me there, get a seat at the bar, and observe our conversation. And the dinner with Vincent is in a fancy restaurant, but they have a bar as well, and we’re meeting there for drinks before dinner.”

		“And both of these guys meet your criteria?”

		She smiled and said, “Yeah, they both supposedly have big dicks, and they’re handsome, too, if their photos turn out to be real and current.”

		Julian looked positively beside himself with anticipation at the two meetings. He asked her, “Are you going to…you know…sleep with them both, I mean, if you like them?”

		“I don’t see why not,” Darcy answered coolly. “I’m meeting Joe on Wednesday night, because I don’t have to go to work on Thursday. And I’m seeing Vincent on Friday, so I could come home sometime Saturday, if he and I hit it off as well.”

		“Oh, God, this is so fantastic!” Julian whispered; the look on his handsome face akin to that of a little boy on Christmas Eve, gazing rapurously at the present-laden tree.

		She looked over at the movie screen and asked, “Are you really into this movie? If not, we could always adjourn to the bedroom, and I could tell you all about them…”

		“I recorded this,” he said dismissively, turning off the television. “I can always watch it later, if I want to. I’d much rather hear about these two guys! Did you save their pictures and bios for me to look at?”

		Taking his hand, she got up and led him out of the front room and down the hallway, saying over her shoulder, “Of course; I knew you’d want to see them, you big pervert!”

		They both laughed conspiratorially and went into the office bedroom to have a look…

		

		****

		

		She woke up with a smile on her face the next morning. God, Julian had fucked her so great last night!

		After they’d reviewed the photos and he had read all about his new “rivals”, he had wasted no time in spiriting her into their bedroom and stripping off all of her clothes. He was naked nearly as fast as she was, and they had fallen into bed together.

		Darcy had whispered innocently as he’d eaten her, “Did you see how big Joe’s cock is, darling? I bet he’s really going to pound my little pussy tomorrow night, with that huge dick of his, don’t you think?”

		Julian, of course had reacted predictably. He’d ramped up his oral attack on her clit, making her come like a crazy woman less than a minute later.

		And then he’d fucked her! He’d fucked her like a maniac, as she’d whispered in his ear about how good Joe’s big cock was going to feel up inside that same snug little pussy her husband was enjoying so much right now!

		They’d both come like mad in each other’s arms. After resting up a little, she’d started in about how handsome Vincent was and how nice his cock had looked in those photos…

		In no time, Julian had had her up on her hands and knees and was pummeling his rigid manhood into her sopping cunt from behind as she’d cooed back questions at him: did he think Vincent was going to do her from behind, too? Should she let him come in her pussy, the way Adrian had? How about Joe, should she swallow it all for him, if he wanted that from her?

		Needless to say, Julian had come in her even more furiously than he had the first time! Both of them satisfied beyond belief, they’d fallen asleep in one another’s arms.

		

		****

		

		And now, just this morning, Julian had fucked her again, so slowly and tenderly, as if reveling in her beauty; the beauty she fully intended to share with a complete stranger tonight, if he pleased her!

		Darcy smiled. Being a hotwife was turning out to be sensational; she couldn’t get enough of it!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		Joe

		

		The Marlborough Lounge was a very upscale watering hole. It bordered on the city’s financial district, so most of its patrons were dressed in business suits and dress shirts, accompanied by neckties and conservative brown or black shoes.

		The women present were all dressed in the female version of the business suit, or in fashionable cocktail dresses, like the one Darcy had on at the moment. It was black, and featured a scooped bodice—which showed off her cleavage and the string of pearls she wore—along with a mid-length hemline.

		Her legs looked great in the dark half-stockings she wore under the dress, and her new black Jimmy Choos, with the four inch heels made them look even longer and leaner. She sat at the bar, three stools down from her husband, who was pretending not to know her.

		Julian looked very handsome, as usual, but slightly out of place. He had on a forest green corduroy jacket with light-colored suede elbow patches, a blue Chambray work shirt, and a necktie which was loosened around his neck. For pants, he wore a pair of brown slacks, and his shoes were modified hiking boots, in a chocolate brown shade.

		His hip young professor look was just right for campus, when he was hurrying across it to teach a big lecture class. But it was just slightly out of place here, in this bar frequented by wealthy financial types.

		She was sipping at her vodka and tonic when a confident, masculine voice asked her, “Darcy, is that you?”

		Turning on her stool, she found herself looking into the slate-gray eyes of Joe Weiss, the dynamic stock market investor she was supposed to meet for drinks—and possibly for a lot more—this evening. He wore a very expensive, obviously custom made, navy-blue suit, a white shirt, and a loosened necktie.

		Joe had a neatly trimmed mustache which was the same light brown shade as his handsomely-barbered hair. He was deeply tanned, either from being outdoors, or from frequent visits to a tanning booth.

		She thought she caught a flash of something slightly predatory in the gray eyes as he looked her up and down, and then smiled. He said, “You’re as lovely as your picture, Darcy.”

		“You’re very much like yours, too,” she said with an answering smile, “at least, the parts I can see are.”

		He laughed, knowing she was referring to his cock pictures on the website. He whispered, “I hope to show you that the rest of me looks just like my posted photos as well tonight.”

		“We’ll see,” Darcy replied non-committally, “that will depend on how well we like each other.”

		“I can tell I like you already,” Joe said, with a shark-like grin, “you’re a knockout, Darcy.”

		“I like the way you look, too,” Darcy said, “but looks aren’t everything. I have to feel comfortable with you, before I’m going to agree to join you for the evening.”

		The grin left his face and he said, “Comfortable…you can get comfortable with your husband! Why become a hotwife if what you want is the same as what you’ve already got at home?”

		She smiled and sipped more of her drink before replying. At last she said, “I don’t want the same; I want different, it’s true. But I don’t want a guy who is too aggressive, or too demanding. What I’m looking for in a man is someone who’s fun, not domineering; someone I can relax with and be as naughty as I want…someone who’ll appreciate me!”

		He started to speak, but she cut him off with a whispered aside: “Oh, and he’s got to be really hung, too; that’s pretty much a given!”

		Joe laughed and said, “Well, that sounds just like me. We ought to get along just fine!”

		He got really lucky then. The two men occupying the stools to Darcy’s left paid their tab and left, so Joe was able to slide onto the stool right next to her.

		They talked for another half hour, and then Joe said, “So, how about it, cutie? What do you say we walk across the street to that hotel and get ourselves a room for the night?”

		She was still on the fence about him. He seemed nice enough, but there was a pushy aspect to his personality that kept surfacing which she wasn’t entirely sold on.

		“How about this: you buy me dinner in the restaurant of that hotel across the street, and then we’ll decide?”

		“Done,” Joe said, paying their tab with his American Express card.

		

		****

		

		At just after eight-thirty, she sent Julian a text which said: Spending the night with Joe in the hotel across the street from the bar. Will take a cab home in the morning; love you!

		Her husband’s return message came right back to her: Love you too. Have fun!

		She had sent the message from the bathroom of the room Joe had rented for them. The hotel wasn’t quite as plush as the one where she had taken Adrian, but it was still very nice.

		Darcy carefully removed her cocktail dress, her pearls, and her shoes. She sat down on the lid of the toilet seat and slid off her thigh-highs and her panties.

		After stacking all that was stackable, and hanging up the dress, she gave her hair and make up a last minute glance, and left the bathroom. Joe was standing next to the king bed, as naked as she now was.

		“That looks to be as advertised, alright!” She made the remark as she stared at his bare cock.

		She hung the dress up in the closet and put the underwear on the dresser, her eyes never leaving Joe’s impressive dick and balls. It was about eight inches long, soft, but it was the widest one she had ever seen, either in real life or even in porn movies!

		He sucked in a deep breath and whispered, “God, Darcy, you’re incredible. I just love those big tits on such a short girl; and that cute little ass and pussy are out of this world!”

		“Thanks,” she said, still eyeing his monstrously fat prick, “I’ve never tried to take one that thick before. I’m not sure I can. As you say, I’m a small girl.”

		“In my experience, pussy’s stretch out very nicely,” Joe said with a leering smile. “I don’t think yours will be any different!”

		Again, she thought she caught an undercurrent of sadism in his tone, but she couldn’t be sure. Darcy decided to give him the benefit of the doubt; after all, they were naked together in a hotel room—it was a little late to back out now!

		“Let’s just see how big this gets when it’s fully hard,” she said, moving past him and sitting on the edge of the bed in front of him.

		He turned to face her and she reached out and took his massively wide cock in her fist and brought it up to her mouth. It wasn’t a lot longer than Adrian’s; but it was ever so much thicker!

		Darcy stuffed the soft, mushroom-shaped tip into her mouth and began to lick and suck. Joe sighed at how nice that felt and pushed some more of his stiffening cock into her jaws.

		I can get nearly all of Adrian’s cock into my mouth and throat, after a while, she thought as she began to move her head in and out on Joe’s prick, but I don’t know if I can do that with this one. He’s just so damn…WIDE!

		“Oh, yeah, that’s the way,” Joe moaned softly as his dick grew harder in her mouth by the second. “Suck it! Suck my fat cock for all you’re worth, you little hottie!”

		Darcy had to admit, having Joe’s whopper in her mouth was turning both him and her on! She had discovered that she loved sucking cock, especially a stranger’s, and if that cock was huge…well, so much the better!

		Joe reached down and began tweaking her very erect nipples as she blew him. A shockwave of erotic feelings pulsed from her tits down to her untouched pussy and she knew she was going to be good and ready for a hard fuck by this mammoth cock very soon.

		As a matter of fact, that was sounding better and better to her as the seconds ticked past. She forced more of Joe’s mammoth prick into her mouth and took the head into her throat as far as she could without gagging.

		He was smiling triumphantly as more and more of his big-bore dick vanished between those sucking lips. A long, low moan escaped his lips as three-quarters of his cock breached her mouth and disappeared down her throat.

		Darcy’s eyes were starting to water with the effort it took to swallow the gigantic dick and she was relieved when he slowly slid it out of her lips and murmured, “Got to fuck you now, honey; got to sample that tight little pussy of yours!”

		That—God help her—sounded great to Darcy; she knew it would stretch her pussy to its very limits. But wasn’t that what this was all about? Wasn’t being with total strangers in hotel rooms while your sweet, loving husband waited for you at home all about new experiences; ones that you couldn’t have without going outside your marriage?

		Joe simply reached down and lifted her small body up, his hands under her armpits, and flung it further up onto the bed. Before she could even stop bouncing atop the mattress, he was kneeling his way onto the bed, his now very hard cock jutting out aggressively in front of him, like some obscenely large medieval battering ram!

		Without bothering with further foreplay, he knelt between her thighs and set his massive cock head against her juicing pussy lips and pushed. Darcy bit her lower lip, to keep from crying out in discomfort, as the fat cock’s huge mushroom-shaped tip slowly entered her, prying its way past her protesting pussy lips, bulling its way down into her.

		“Oh, God, it’s so huge!” Darcy mewled out the words as she felt the thick cock head ram its way into her and start downward.

		“Ugh! Jesus, you’re tight!” Joe gasped, pushing harder. “Your husband must be a real pencil dick!”

		Darcy was outraged by his slight of Julian’s nice, normal cock! She realized just then she’d much rather have her husband’s penis in her than this monster--on a steady basis anyway--by far!

		Joe was too caught up in claiming her cunt as his for the night to worry about niceties—that was clear. He was getting red in the face from the effort it took to stuff his oversized dick into her little tight pussy.

		At last, all of it was inside her! She felt his big nut sac resting against her ass cheeks on either side, and his scratchy pubic hair was nestled up against her bare skin as well.

		“There; now I can give you a fucking like you’ve never had before!” Joe growled, drawing his fireplug of a dick nearly out of her and pistoning it back in as he stared down at her.

		There was a cruelty about his eyes which he had successfully repressed up until now as he started to fuck her hard and deep. A cold fear gripped her heart, even as her cunt began to heat up from his powerful thrusts.

		She was a bit put off by his sheer intensity, but she had to admit, his outsized prick was starting to feel very nice, gliding up and down her tight little pussy sheath. Waves of pre-come pangs of pleasure were radiating outward from her well-pummeled clit, and the sheer bulk of his hardness was really lighting a fire in her cunt!

		Darcy sensed that he wasn’t a nice man, but his cock was starting to feel wonderful inside her! She closed her eyes, so that she wouldn’t have to see his leering, triumphant face as he took her fully, and just let herself go.

		Her hips started to come up off the bed in time with his savage thrusts. Her breasts swelled against his wiry chest hair, and she couldn’t help admitting that this rough contact felt great, too!

		“You like it, don’t you, you hot little bitch,” he murmured, slamming his cock in and out of her, “you like my big dick in that snug little cunt of yours, don’t you?”

		She felt the orgasm growing with each pounding stroke. And she needed it; she needed it the way a drug addict needs his next “fix”.

		“Yes,” she murmured almost inaudibly, ashamed that she had spoken at all.

		Joe chuckled and fucked her even harder. He demanded, “Tell me! Tell me how much you love it!”

		Darcy bit her lower lip. Her climax was almost here already, and she wanted it desperately!

		“I…I…do love it!” She gasped out the shameful admission just as she was about to come. “Oh, God, I love to be fucked hard by a stranger’s huge dick!”

		Joe laughed exultantly and began to empty his balls into her spasming pussy. It was as if the floodgates had suddenly opened and a deluge of hot, creamy spunk was gushing into her depths!

		Darcy screamed; her orgasm was so powerful! All of that male come, flooding her, felt so nasty…so sensual…so taboo that her own climax, when it hit her full on, was little short of incendiary!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		Harrowing Experience

		

		She soon found out that Joe wasn’t one for pillow talk or getting to know each other better. He also wasn’t one of those guys who needed a long break in between sex to get hard again.

		Darcy suspected he took Viagra, or something like it, because that enormous cock of his began to swell to full attention again just minutes after it had finished spraying an ocean of come up into her. She had wanted to get up and take a quick shower, to wash his first massive outpouring of come out of her pussy, but Joe stopped her.

		“I like a sloppy ride, honey,” he had said, taking her firmly by the wrist as she had made her excuses and started to roll off the bed to clean up. “And besides, a girl with as tight a pussy as you have needs all the lubrication she can get in order to take a prick the size of mine. They say come is the best lube there is.”

		Actually--she knew from the time she’d spent on various hotwife sites--the phrase was “another man’s come is the best lube there is”, and it referred to a husband reclaiming his hotwife after a night of her dallying with another man in bed. But she supposed it was just as true of a guy’s own spunk as it was of someone else’s.

		So she didn’t challenge his statement. All of her attention was now focused on Joe’s big prick and how fast it was getting hard again!

		“I think I want to have you doggie style this time,” he said, flashing her a smile that was slightly tinged with cruelty, somehow. “It goes in deeper that way.”

		Darcy shuddered inside as the thought of “deeper”. She wasn’t at all sure she wanted Joe’s bulky dick up in her stretched-to-the-limit pussy any further than it had been last time!

		But she quickly realized that with this man, she wouldn’t have much to say about it anyway. Joe simply used his grip on her wrist to yank her over onto her tummy, and then he moved up behind her, forcing her calves wider with his knees, reaching under her and lifting her lower torso off the bed.

		“Oh, oh, go slow, why don’t you?” She begged him as he jammed his once again rigid prick into her soupy cunt from behind, slipping it right past her gripping pussy lips and down into her.

		“Because I don’t want to,” he breathed heavily, shoving the rest of his hard on into her slippery depths. “I want to fuck you, not make love to you!”

		He started to do just that, cramming his dick into her as far as it would go; then pulling it nearly out, only to ravage her with it again! Darcy moaned into the pillow.

		He was going in so deep this way that she felt if she opened her mouth, the head of Joe’s prick would emerge from it! Never in her whole life had she imagined being so stuffed with cock!

		Her tits were pressed flat against the bedspread as he took her again and again. She almost felt ashamed of how nice it felt when her erect nipples rubbed up against the rough surface of the spread while he hammered her poor pussy relentlessly.

		Tonight was definitely the downside of the hotwife experience! Darcy felt almost as if she was being raped by Joe.

		She had no say in how he used her lush little body; that was for sure! Digging her nails into the bedspread, she took his unceasing thrusts with tiny grunts and moans, wishing he would just come again so that this humiliation would be over!

		Joe changed his angle slightly and his fat cock began to drag in and out over her clit. An electric charge of renewed excitement tingled through Darcy’s violated cunt!

		Another moan escaped her lips but instead of being one of frustration and shame, this one was clearly tinged with passion. She told herself that she couldn’t be enjoying being…used like this.

		But on some level, she was!

		Joe’s strokes increased as he got ready to come in her again. He seemed to sense that she was now into this as much as he was, and he chortled happily, “What a slut you are, Darcy! You just love getting fucked…any way you can get it!”

		She started to protest that she didn’t; that she didn’t appreciate being manhandled and ravaged in this manner. But she didn’t. She stopped just short of saying a word.

		The pounding her pussy was taking suddenly felt too good for her to speak coherently, and she realized that she was about to come, too! Her tummy muscles jerked and her tits joined them in their joyous spasm.

		She rubbed the sensitive little points against the bedspread and wiggled her ass for him, without even meaning to do so! He laughed and fucked her even harder, saying, “Come, you little ‘ho, come on my fat cock!”

		Darcy whimpered. She didn’t want to orgasm again for this cruel man! She didn’t!

		But it seemed she couldn’t help herself. Her pussy began to suck at his invading cock, milking the come right out of his dangling gonads!

		He bellowed loudly, grabbing a big handful of her raven-black tresses and jerking on them so roughly she was afraid he’d tear them right out of her scalp, “Take it, you cunt! Take my load, right in that nasty little mouth of yours!”

		Shocked beyond belief, Darcy screamed as he tore his dick from her pussy and used his death-grip on her hair to spin her body around on the bed. He jammed his cock into her open mouth and cut loose!

		She was still coming when the first massive jet of semen exploded into her mouth. Without even thinking about it, she swallowed desperately and was rewarded by a second, even bigger one!

		Oh, God, I’m going to drown! Her fevered mind had the thought as the third deluge of hot spunk sprayed into her mouth and throat. I’m going to drown in his jism!

		This one was so big she couldn’t even hope to swallow all of it. And the pressure was so great it jetted out of her nose and spattered down onto his thrusting cock in two thick streamers!

		She started to choke, but Joe just laughed at her predicament and fired yet another geyser of come into her mouth. The last thing she remembered was gasping for breath as another huge wave of semen engulfed her…

		

		****

		

		Darcy awoke with a start and hacked up a big mouthful of goo. She turned her head and spat it out disgustedly onto the bedspread, realizing the huge wad was made up of stomach bile and male come!

		She lay in a small lake of gooey semen. It stretched from her shoulders all the way down to her tummy on both sides of her.

		It also covered her upper body, from her cheeks and chin to her abdomen. Darcy was lying in a shallow pool of cool, congealed spunk!

		Her proud young tits were gleaming with it, and her belly was awash in it, too! She finally managed to sit up on the bed.

		A note, written on the hotel’s stationary, lay across the bed from her. With shaky hands she grabbed it and read:

		Darcy: Tonight was a blast! We’ll have to do it again real soon. Call me, Joe.

		Angrily, she wadded up the cheeky note and heaved it across the room. Sobbing with frustration, ire, and shame, she managed to get off the bed and cross the room on wobbly knees to her purse.

		She pulled out her cell phone and hit the button which dialed up Julian’s cell. When he answered on the third ring, sounding groggy, as if he had just been awakened from a deep sleep, he asked, “Darcy, what’s wrong, baby?”

		“Everything,” she wailed, breaking down completely at the sound of the familiar, loving voice of her husband. “Oh, Julian, I’m in room eleven twenty-one. Come get me. Come get me right away…pleaaaassseee!”

		“I’m on my way,” he said tersely and broke the connection.

		

		****

		

		Darcy passed out again, once she had wiped most of the jizz off her body with a towel and lay back down on a clean spot on the bed. She awoke to the sound of Julian hammering on the door with the bottom of his fist.

		Stumbling over to open it, she began sobbing again as her husband stepped into the room and closed the door behind him. His eyes went wide at the sight of her.

		“Darcy, darling, what happened to you?”

		She stepped eagerly into his outstretched arms and cuddled against his chest, crying so hard she couldn’t speak right away. He began to stroke her hair and found it full of Joe’s sticky spunk.

		Withdrawing his caressing hand quickly, he said, “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

		He led her into the bathroom and quickly removed his own clothes after starting the shower. Tenderly, he stepped into the shower with her, where he washed her skin clean and then her hair.

		Darcy sobbed softly and kept close to him. His hands were so gentle as he worked the shampoo into her hair, and then washed it out.

		She continued to blubber into his chest and just let the cascade of water flow over her for long seconds. At last—when he was satisfied that his wife was squeaky clean once again—he cut off the water and reached for a clean towel to dry her with.

		When he was as dry as she was, he escorted her back into the bedroom and asked her softly, “Now, what happened?”

		In between sobs, she told him about her night with Joe. She told him that the other man had made her come with his thick cock, but she also didn’t stint on the description of how he had all but raped her mouth and then filled it with more come than she could swallow.

		She told him about the note, and waking up in a pool of semen. Julian scowled and muttered, “That bastard! I have half a mind to find him and beat the shit out of him!”

		“No,” she hurried to say, “I don’t want him to hurt you, on top of all the other things he did to me. We’d be best just to stay away from a brute like him!”

		He reached for her pile of undergarments and said, “Let’s get you dressed and get you back home, darling.”

		She took the bra and panties from him and started to put them on, saying, “Besides, he didn’t do anything I didn’t want him to do, when you really think about it.”

		Julian looked shocked by her statement. She hastened to explain, “When…when I was sucking his cock at first, I thought about blowing him. I half wanted him to come in my mouth and I think he knew it.”

		She looked ashamedly away from her husband as she mumbled, “And as for fucking me intensely; I wanted that, too! It felt really great, once I got used to his girth. Oh, Julian, I came really hard for him!”

		That last statement came in the form of a wail of anguish and she found herself once more shivering in his arms, her head cradled against his naked chest. He bent his head down kissed her so tenderly, that she cried all the harder and felt as if her heart was breaking.

		Their lips stayed pressed together for the longest time. Somewhere along the way, compassion turned to passion and their tongues began to tease one another.

		Darcy felt her heart beating faster. She thought, I can’t want sex, not after the way Joe mauled me and left me for dead in a puddle of jism!

		But to her amazement, it seemed that she did want exactly that! Her nipples were now pebble-hard against Julian’s chest and her abused pussy was weeping out lubricant.

		Julian’s cock was hard, too! She felt it pulsing against her belly and a thrill of desire shot through her.

		“Oh, Julian, fuck me,” she gasped, panting for breath as they broke apart, “make love to me; show me how wonderful sex can be between two people who truly love each other!”

		In seconds, they were down on the floor at the foot of the bed, on the soft carpet. She was under him and he was slipping into her very wet pussy all the way up to his balls.

		“Oh, God, you feel good, darling,” she murmured, ruffling his hair, kissing him once again.

		Julian fucked her softly, pressing his cock right up against her clit, the way she loved it best. In no time, she felt her breath getting shorter, her excitement rising.

		Sex with that awful Joe was thrilling, because I was so afraid of him, once I saw what he was really like, she told herself, but it’s so sweet with my Julian! I love this man so much!

		Wordlessly, they hunched against one another. Each of them sighed as they kissed, feeling the heat level between them rising with each hurried breath.

		When they came, it was together, with both of them shuddering and holding each other tighter. She felt him gushing into her, and she welcomed it.

		There was no better sex than this, she realized contentedly. There was no better man than this!

		

		****

		

		“I still feel like last night was partially my fault,” she whispered to him the next morning.

		Since it was Thursday, she didn’t have to work anyway. And Julian had awakened at eight and called the university, arranging for someone to cover his morning classes for today.

		Then they had fallen back to sleep in each others arms. After making love on the floor last night, they had found a dry spot on the big bed and had slept cuddled up together all night long.

		“That guy all but raped you,” Julian said, finally replying to what she had said about what had happened being somehow her fault.

		“Yeah, but I chose him,” she said ruefully. “I talked to him on the phone and I talked to him in person for the better part of two hours before I agreed to come up to this room with him.”

		Julian started to say something, but she cut him off with: “I knew there was something about him that didn’t ring true; something that I didn’t like. But I ignored it and went to bed with him anyway.”

		She shook her head and said bitterly, “That part of it was definitely my fault. I’ll just have to learn to vet my prospective dates more carefully, if we’re going to keep doing this!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		Vincent

		

		“I guess this means Friday night is officially cancelled,” Julian said philosophically as he drove out into the suburbs from downtown that morning.

		“I don’t see why,” Darcy shocked him with her answer.

		She turned and looked at her dumbfounded husband and said calmly, “Vincent is entirely different from Joe. He’s much more sophisticated, much mellower; a totally different sort of man entirely.”

		“B-But after what just happened,” Julian sputtered. “I’d think you’d want to step back and assess things. Maybe this hotwife thing is not for us after all!”

		Darcy was surprised at how much that sentiment unsettled her. While it was true that the events of last night had terrified her completely, she still found herself extremely reluctant to give up the freedom that being a hotwife afforded her!

		“Listen,” she said as they turned onto their residential street, “let’s think about this until tomorrow, before we decide. I really meant what I said about vetting possible lovers more closely, before I take the plunge.”

		She smiled ruefully at him as they pulled into the garage and finished with: “I admit Joe was a huge mistake, one that I don’t intend to repeat. I promise to go slow with Vincent—if I even decide to keep my dinner date with him and not cancel it entirely—and to really access his character carefully before I go up to some hotel room with him.”

		Darcy waited until they were both out of the car and standing inside the kitchen before she said, “I’m not going to let what happened last night, with Joe, happen again…ever! You can trust me on that one darling, I promise!”

		

		****

		

		“Well, I just hope this one isn’t as Looney Tunes as the last one was,” Julian sounded disgruntled as he spoke.

		He was seated on their bed, watching his wife give her make up and hair one last check in the nearby master bathroom. She turned and smiled at him and said, “He isn’t. He’s a very sweet man who sounds like a lot of fun, or at least he seemed that way on the phone.”

		“You said Joe sounded okay, too,” Julian muttered under his breath.

		“I told you, I knew there was something ‘off’ about him all along,” she said, showing that she had heard what her husband had said clearly, even though he had mumbled it. “I just didn’t want to believe it. I’ll know better this time.”

		She turned back toward the mirror and said, “Believe me, if I sense anything odd about Vincent’s behavior tonight, you and I are out of there; no ‘ifs, ands, or buts’!”

		They drove to the restaurant a half hour early. She was supposed to meet Vincent there, in the bar for a pre-dinner drink at seven, but she and Julian made sure they arrived by six-thirty.

		Even then, they took the added precaution of going in separately. She waited in the car for a few minutes, listening to the radio and rechecking her hair and make up in the mirror, before locking their car up and walking inside.

		The restaurant was one of the most expensive and elegant in the city, and it was filling up fast at the dinner hour on this Friday night. Julian had managed to bag one of the last spots at the bar itself, so Darcy sat at a small high-rise table and ordered a vodka and tonic.

		The two of them pointedly ignored each other, looking around the room as if they were meeting someone; which was true in her case. She nursed her cocktail when it arrived, just people-watching and thinking about the night ahead with Vincent.

		She really hoped he turned out to be as advertised! Another dud like Joe would be sure to torpedo her short-lived career as a hotwife as far as her husband was concerned, at least for a while, as much as Julian had wanted it for her!

		Darcy smiled as she had the thought that her husband wanted to protect her from harm even more than he wanted to see her date other men. That alone proved that he loved her so—as much as he was into this whole hotwife fantasy--and the whole idea of that filled her with joy.

		Looking at the tall, debonair man at the bar she was married to filled her with pride. He was the handsomest man in the place that night, bar none!

		“Well, I’m here early and apparently you’re even earlier than I am!” An amused male voice observed from behind her.

		She turned and Vincent was standing there, resplendent in a bespoke grey suit, a cream-colored tie, and a custom-made shirt. He looked like money--old, family money—and he was quite handsome to boot.

		Not quite as tall as Julian, Vincent was build like a dancer, lithe and wiry. He had gorgeously barbered light brown hair and a smile that was at the same time cherubic and devilish, with a hint of mischievousness that lurked just below the surface.

		She knew instinctively that this man was good in bed! Darcy got a hot, sensual vibe just from looking at him, standing there so confidently in his expensive clothes, with not a hair out of place.

		“Darcy, you look lovely tonight, I must say,” he told her, bending at the waist and taking his right hand in his and kissing the back of it.

		She was wearing a brand new dress, crimson in color, with a very daring bodice and a short hemline, to show off her legs. Once again, she wore her pearl necklace and earrings, her best jewelry.

		“Well, aren’t you nice to say so?”

		“May I?” Vincent inquired, nodding toward the empty chair at her table.

		“Of course you may,” she told him with a welcoming smile. “I can’t wait to get to know you better!”

		

		****

		

		“What made your husband and you decide to explore the hotwife lifestyle?”

		They were in the dining room together. It was seven-fifteen in the evening and they were enjoying some of the most delectable champagne Darcy had ever tasted as they perused the extensive menu.

		Julian had left the bar when they went into dinner, but she knew that he was sitting outside the swanky restaurant in the car, waiting for her to text him about what was going to happen this evening. They had agreed that she would leave right away with Julian if she got any negative feelings from Vincent, or she might decide to accompany him to a hotel for the night, if things went the other way.

		“I love the sense of adventure that meeting men outside of my marriage gives me,” Darcy answered him truthfully.

		“And your husband, what does he derive from you little arrangement?”

		She thought about that for a moment, and then said, “I think Julian relishes a lot of things about it. For one, he’s driven absolutely crazy by the thought of me in bed with another man, doing things with him that most wives only do with their husbands.”

		Taking another sip of her wine, she went on, “And I think he genuinely wants me to experience great sex with other people. I must admit to being a very shy girl when I was in high school and college. I dressed in a way that wouldn’t draw attention to me or my body. And I was very successful at staying unnoticed. I managed to live a fairly solitary life, until my husband came along.”

		She laughed lightly and said, “Julian, on the other hand is a strikingly handsome man. He had scores of conquests by the time I met him; tons of experience that I didn’t have.”

		“He could have acted as a sexual mentor to you,” Vincent suggested.

		“Oh, he has,” Darcy said with a smile, “but he is of the opinion that every woman deserves a few hot sexual experiences before she settles down and gets married. And I didn’t get to enjoy mine; so we are making up for that now and living out his hotwife fantasy at the same time. It’s a win-win for both of us.”

		“Interesting,” Vincent nodded, “and he’s not jealous?”

		“Oh, I suspect he is, on some levels,” she replied.

		“And yet he encourages you to meet other men, to sleep with them?” Vincent sounded amused. “Isn’t he afraid you’ll meet someone you might like better than him?”

		Darcy beamed and said, “That’s all part of the allure the lifestyle…the danger it poses for Julian, I think. A small part of him is afraid I’ll run off with another man; that’s an integral component of the whole hotwife game.”

		“I’ve heard that before,” Vincent acknowledged. “It’s something I still don’t quite understand; a man’s willingness to risk what is most precious to him. It’s like betting your whole life’s fortune on one spin of the roulette wheel. You two must be very daring people.”

		“We are, I guess,” said Darcy shortly, gesturing with the menu. “Now, what do you recommend; the lamb or the venison?”

		

		****

		

		At eight-thirty, Darcy excused herself to use the lady’s room and texted Julian while she was doing so: Vincent has reserved a suite for us at the downtown Sheraton for the night. We will be leaving shortly. Wish me luck, love you more than anything!

		She got a reply from Julian immediately: Are you sure that this guy’s alright?

		He’s a pussycat, Darcy texted back. Am so looking forward to tonight! See you in the morning, darling!

		

		****

		

		Vincent drove a brand new Lexus, the really expensive one, the LS 600. She and Julian had looked at them when they had been car shopping last fall, but had decided that its steep price made it way out of their league.

		She glanced over at him as he swung up onto the freeway and started downtown. He was as elegant and self-assured as his new motorcar. She couldn’t wait to fuck him!

		He pulled into valet parking and the attendant took the car as they sauntered into the hotel. This Sheraton wasn’t new, but it had enjoyed a recent facelift, so all of the carpets, draperies, and fixtures had recently been replaced.

		They made a brief stop at the registration desk and Vincent gave them an imprint of his American Express card and picked up his magnetic room card. The two of them rode up to the top floor in the elevator, snuggling like two high school kids out on a prom date.

		Once inside the room, she melted into his arms and he kissed her passionately. Darcy felt her nipples swelling and her pussy leaking out lubricant.

		She knew Vincent’s very impressive cock was going to be inside her soon, and she welcomed it! Nothing but good vibes emanated from this man and she wasn’t feeling any of the negative feelings that Joe had engendered.

		He was masterful in the bedroom, but not pushy. Vincent took his time, kissing her and fondling her until she was panting to be naked with him.

		Slowly stripping off her dress, he kissed and nuzzled his way down onto her shoulders, once they were bare, licking lightly at her skin and unsnapping her bra almost as an afterthought. Then his lips were on her nipples, as well as his teasing, tweaking fingers.

		Darcy closed her eyes and let him explore her body, her knees going weak at the powerful sensations his lips, tongue, and fingers unleashed. He eased her naked frame down onto the bedspread and doffed his suit coat quickly, along with his shirt and tie.

		She smiled when she saw his lean, muscular chest and shoulders, and her smile deepened as his trousers came down and the taut bow of his cock behind the boxers became apparent.

		He IS hung, she thought, eyeing the big bulge. He’s at least as big as Adrian, bigger than Julian, but not quite as massive as Joe was!

		In moments, he was as naked as she was and she stared at his rigid cock while he kneeled onto the mattress and made his way over to where she waited for him. He was perfect; thick enough to stretch her open, but not so thick as to be uncomfortable, the way Joe had been!

		“I love your cock, Vincent!” She sighed out the compliment, reaching for it, wrapping her fist around it, stroking it lightly.

		“I love your body, Darcy,” he murmured, looking down at her, “your breasts are exquisite, and your tummy is so flat and well defined. That little pussy is gorgeous, and your legs are a sight to behold!”

		“How about my bottom,” she asked teasingly. She rolled over, onto her side, so that he could see it more clearly and murmured, “Do you like that, too?”

		Answering her question with action, rather than words, he dropped onto his stomach and began kissing her way across her pert little ass cheeks, his cock slipping out of her grasp. She shivered as she felt his tongue caress her bare flesh and delve into her ass crack.

		“Oh, Vincent, you naughty boy, you,” she sighed out the words, her eyes going to half-mast; “you mustn’t lick me there! It’s so nasty!”

		“I intend to lick you everywhere by morning,” he told her, breathing heavily, running his tongue up and down the delightful crevice of her bottom.

		The tip of his roving tongue worked its way down into her slick pussy lips and she moaned and opened her legs for him, so that he’d have greater access to her almost liquid center. He wriggled his tongue into her juicy gash and right up against her swollen clit.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, Vincent,” she groaned, her eyes going fully closed, “that feels so great! Eat me; eat my hot pussy right up!”

		He chortled happily and began to do just that…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		Friday Night

		

		“Oh, God, fuck me!” She screamed out her plea, on the edge of another spectacular orgasm. “Fuck me hard with that big dick of yours!”

		Vincent was behind her, stabbing his long cock into her needy pussy again and again. They were “spooning” on the bed, both lying on their left sides, her right knee bent to give him a straight entry into her more than willing cunt!

		He had a big breast in each palm and he was kneading them as he fucked her. Darcy was cooing and mewling out her growing ecstasy in his arms.

		She had come like a crazy girl when he’d eaten her, minutes ago. He’d rolled her onto her back and mashed his lips against her gushing pussy and licked it like a wild man as she’d thrashed and wriggled beneath him.

		Darcy had been tugging at her own nipples as she’d come, crooning out his name, begging him to suck her pussy harder, to swallow her hot juice. And he had swallowed it, every drop, and then licked for more!

		Next, when he had her worked up into another frenzy of need, he’d straightened up and plunged his long, thick cock into her depths and fucked her to a magnificent climax in the missionary position. She’d come, screaming again about how intense her orgasm was, as he’d reamed out her pussy.

		Darcy had grabbed at his back, urging him to fuck her deeper, harder, and he had! It had been one of the truly memorable climaxes of her life, but before she could even catch her breath again, he’d cuddled behind her, massaging her ass cheeks and her breasts, driving her mad with lust once more!

		And now he was balling her brains loose from in back, squeezing her tits as he fucked her. She moaned and scooted her ass even tighter against his hunching loins, forcing his wonderful cock in deeper with every plunge.

		“Oh, God, Vincent,” she sighed, “your cock is pure heaven in my pussy!”

		He groaned into her ear, “Your body was made to be fucked, Darcy. I can’t get enough of you!”

		Darcy started to come again, around his pistoning prick. She shivered in his arms and her tits jerked within his clasping hands, and stars seemed to explode behind her closed eyelids as she came and came!

		All at once, Vincent gasped and murmured, “Oh--that tight little pussy of yours feels too good to resist around my dick, Darcy. Here it comes!”

		A large jet of his hot seed spattered all through her spasming sheath of muscle. It felt like it went clear up into her womb, and was followed by a second, even larger gush of cock cream.

		“That’s it,” she cooed, “fill me! Fill me up with your hot come, darling! I want it so badly!”

		And it was true. Darcy did want all of Vincent’s exciting, forbidden spunk that she could get!

		She wanted it up her greedy little pussy and down her throat. Darcy found herself wanting to suck Vincent’s prick until it exploded between her nursing lips and she was forced to swallow every drop of his jizz for him.

		Thoughts of Joe and his nearly drowning her in come flitted through her head, but she dismissed them. Vincent wasn’t anything like Joe; that was for sure!

		

		****

		

		“We didn’t even discuss safety, or condoms, or any of that,” Vincent reminded her as they lay cuddled together after that last, incredible mutual orgasm.

		Darcy felt a small stream of his semen leaking out of her well-used pussy and running down her left thigh, onto the sheet. She sighed and nestled into Vincent’s lightly-furred chest, saying, “I’m pretty sure we’re okay, as far as that goes. I haven’t been with many men besides Julian, and I know he’s clean. The other guys were, too; I’m certain of it.”

		“Well, I get tested once a month, just to be sure,” Vincent said. “So I guess we’re safe.”

		She smiled and reached for his flaccid, tacky cock and began to stroke it fondly as she looked at him, saying, “Well, as long as that’s the case, we may as well take full advantage of the situation.”

		He laughed and drew her into his arms, dislodging her fist from his limp prick. He said, “I’m thirty-two, Darcy, not twenty-two. Even as beautiful and desirable as you are, you have to allow time for me to recover.”

		They kissed, sweetly, tenderly, and she felt his cock begin to stiffen. Breaking off the kiss, she stared down at it and murmured softly, “Your dick seems to have other ideas.”

		Again, he laughed and said, “We have all night, don’t we? Why rush it.”

		She settled back against the pillows and realized that being with Vincent, as exciting as it was to be with a new man in bed, was actually a lot like being with Julian. He was avid for her, he’d more than proved that already; but he was not a teenager, like Adrian was, or a super-horny asshole, like Joe had been.

		“Is there a girlfriend in the picture?” She asked him curiously, now that she had at last realized they had time to talk.

		“No, not really,” Vincent admitted. “There are a few girls I call for a date, when I’m feeling particularly horny, or I need a pretty face to accompany me to a wedding or some civic thing I can’t get out of attending.”

		He grinned at Darcy and said, “Most of my sexual liaisons derive from hotwives, such as yourself, who are in search of a new man. I find that sort of a rendezvous almost as thrilling as they do. I like the fact that you really belong to another man, and that I’m…’poaching on his territory’, I guess you could say, with his full permission, of course.”

		“It must work out very well for you,” she mused, thinking about what he had just said, “no commitments, other than for one night; no entanglements, no remembering her birthday or important anniversaries—things that are important in a normal relationship.”

		“Exactly,” Vincent agreed enthusiastically, “I’m afraid I’m so busy with my business and running it, that I don’t have time for all of that. So this sort of thing is ideal for me.”

		“What’s the name of your business, perhaps I’ve heard of it,” she asked him.

		“If you’ve ever bought a wedding gift in this city, or a special Christmas gift, or you have a taste for imported food or wines, you probably have,” he said almost smugly. “I’m the ‘Vincent’ part of David Vincent.”

		She most certainly had heard of his shop. One of the most expensive stores in town; it was also unique.

		David Vincent carried several brands of top of the line china and glassware, as well as unique gift items from around the world, all from famous makers. Their cutlery and kitchen section was absolutely without peer, and their fine wines and imported food items—cheese, jams, and the like—was far and away the best in the city!

		“I’ve shopped there on numerous occasions,” she admitted. “There’s simply no place like it for finding that special gift item, or a truly memorable wedding present.”

		He beamed and nodded that she was right. His cock, she noticed, had returned to full erection, and she quickly turned her attention toward it.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, my goodness, Darcy,” he gasped happily. “You’re so good at that! I think you give the finest blowjob I’ve ever experienced!”

		Darcy smiled around his cock, but continued licking and sucking it. He was going to come in her mouth. There was no doubt of that; they both knew it, and they both looked forward to it!

		She was lying on her tummy in between his spread legs and he was alternating between squeezing her nipples and stroking her long, luxuriant raven tresses as her lips slid up and down on his up-raised cock. Darcy was really into it!

		Once in a while, she stopped sucking him for a few seconds, and licked his hairy nut sac instead. He moaned as she tickled his balls with her tongue tip and slowly sucked each one of his gonads into her lips to nurse at it and to lave it with her hot spittle!

		His cock is so perfect, she thought as she reclaimed it with her mouth, letting the head slide all the way down into her throat, as deep as she could take it.

		She used the little trick she had learned, of tilting her head back like sword-swallower in a carnival as she blew him. By doing this, she was able to take all but an inch of him!

		“Oh, gees, that feels incredible,” he sighed as she sucked him deep and lapped at him with her tongue, her lips nursing ever harder at his buried length.

		Another minute crept by, and then another. Vincent shuddered and whispered, “Oh, Darcy, get ready. It’s…I’m…oh, fuck, here it comes!”

		A huge geyser of hot cock cream exploded up into Darcy’s mouth, splattering against its roof and then raining down onto her tongue. She tasted it briefly before she swallowed, decided that it was luscious—for come—and eagerly awaited her next helping of the hot goo!

		She didn’t have long to wait. Vincent moaned and delivered a second, even larger gusher of semen and she swallowed it as well.

		“Oh, oh, I’m coming so great!” The ecstatic man sighed as he filled her mouth with still another load of warm, slick come and watched appreciatively as she gulped it down…

		

		****

		

		“You don’t have to do this right now,” she protested weakly, flat on her back, with Vincent now between her legs and his mouth against her spunk-filled pussy lips. “I could clean up first.”

		“Nonsense,” Vincent assured her, coming up from his avid pussy licking, his own jizz smeared over his lips and showing on his tongue as he spoke, “that was one of the most exquisite blowjobs I’ve ever had, and I can’t wait to return the favor!”

		Darcy felt his mouth on her cunt again and trembled all over. This was so kinky; getting her pussy licked while it was full of her lover’s come!

		Somehow, it seemed to make her clit even more responsive to the lapping of his tongue and the sensual feel of his lips gliding over the slippery surface of her pussy! She mewled out her pleasure and wriggled her hips against his questing tongue, reveling in how naughty it felt to participate in such utter debauchery!

		Oh, fuck, I’m going to come so hard, she realized. Vincent is such a magnificent, nasty lover! There doesn’t seem to be anything that’s off limits to this marvelously wicked man, and I truly love it!

		All at once, the familiar spasms gripped her tummy muscles and she knew her climax was imminent. She gripped her own nipples and squeezed them, hard, moaning out her pleasure.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all Vincent said, as her pussy clasped and unclasped, sending a small deluge of his own spunk into his sucking mouth.

		She heard him swallowing the gooey male come and her orgasm spiraled up to a new level. This was extraordinary…this was obscene…this was wonderful!

		

		****

		

		“I’ve never done this before, not even with Julian,” she said haltingly, peering back over her shoulder at Vincent, who knelt behind her.

		Moments before, she had been pleading for this, driving her ass back onto his two invading fingers, working the sex lube all around her ass opening. He’d had her begging for it, but now she wasn’t so sure.

		It had started out innocently enough, with Vincent toying with her anal star while they kissed, while he’d toyed with her nipples, and stroked her clit with his talented fingers. When she’d been totally aroused, he’d slipped a finger into her nether entrance.

		Darcy had been frightened—other men had tried that before, but she’d always pulled away and denied them entry—but Vincent was different. He was so sexy, so masterful when it came to all aspects of making love.

		She’d been entranced with him, so she’d let his finger-fuck her ass while he kissed her and played with her clit with his other hand. Soon, he’d had her panting for more, and he’d squirted some sex lube onto his fingertip and had penetrated her virgin butt all the way up to his palm while he’d tweaked her clit.

		In no time, it seemed to Darcy now; he’d had two of his slender fingers up her bottom, stroking it, lubing it up, feeling so nice up there, while his other hand had teased her clit up near heaven. He’d kissed her as he was doing this, further lighting the fires of illicit desire in her until she had been near delirious with the need to come.

		Now he was poised to fuck her in the ass! She had never let anyone do that before, and she wasn’t sure she wanted him to do it now—not even sweet, oh, so sensual Vincent!

		“Do you want it, you little minx?” He whispered as he drew his mouth away from hers, murmuring the hot words in her ear while rubbing his well-lubed cock head against her gaped-open asshole.

		“I…I don’t…know” she mewled plaintively. “Will it…will it…hurt?”

		“No, I’m going to make your little bottom feel wonderful,” he breathed into her ear, caressing her clit. “I promise!”

		Darcy trembled in his arms Vincent was so self-assure, so sexy; and his cock felt so tantalizing, sliding against her surprisingly sensitive anus. She dithered back and forth until she could stand it no longer.

		“Fuck me,” she begged him, “fuck me right in the ass, darling!”

		Slowly, the massive cock head entered her forbidden opening. It stretched her—there was no denying that—but it didn’t really hurt.

		Vincent increased the pace of his finger against her clit. Waves of pleasure spread through her lower body as the big prick split her open, partially negating the pressure, letting her ass flower open to accept him.

		“Oh, oh, God, it feels so strange to have something so big…so thick back… there!” She moaned as she felt more than half of his long cock enter her.

		Darcy dug her nails into the sheet and held on as he filled her all the way up. She sighed as his rough pubic fur kissed her ass cheeks and she realized that he was balls-deep in her butt!

		“So much,” she murmured, “so much hot cock up my ass!”

		Vincent squeezed her left nipple as he continued to toy with her clit. He moved his buried prick around in her tight ass sheath and she groaned with how nice that felt!

		Taking his time, he began to fuck her slowly, sliding just an inch or two of hard cock up and back in her speared-open backdoor. Darcy shivered at how taboo it felt to be having this kind of sex!

		Oh, God, I didn’t think I’d ever let anyone do this to me, she told herself, but it doesn’t really hurt—not the way my sweet Vincent does it!

		Gradually, his speed picked up and he was gliding his dick along her ass canal from near its entrance to the spot where he bottomed out in her butt. She sighed and cooed and closed her eyes and just let him have his way with her.

		I…I think I LIKE it! She realized after a few minutes of the foreign-feeling sensations emanating from her well-fucked ass. I think I like getting it this way a lot. It feels weird, but oh, so NASTY!

		Pulses of ecstasy began to radiate from her clit to her asshole and up her spine, into her nipples. Vincent tugged on the left one as he butt-fucked her, using just the right amount of pressure on both her clit and her ready-to-explode nipple!

		He was really balling her forbidden entrance now, she realized. His long, thick cock was fucking her so well, and she loved it!

		“Oh, fuck, do me,” she pleaded, sensing a new and totally different kind of orgasm was just seconds away; an anally-centered one! “Fuck my hot ass and make me come!”

		Vincent gave out with a little growl and really began to hammer his cock into her tight sheath. She saw red and knew that she was racing heartbeats away from a truly spectacular climax.

		Darcy shook her ass for him and pushed her chest downward, driving her tit into his eager grasp, screaming for release! She wanted this orgasm as much as she had ever wanted anything in her life!

		All at once, Vincent cut loose inside her butt and a torrent of white-hot spunk inundated her tight hole. It washed back out of her clasping ass opening and ran down onto her clit, where he massaged the hot semen into her climaxing bud!

		“I…I’m coming!” She shouted, shivering like a fever victim, “and oh, God, am I coming hard!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		Again?

		

		“So, am I going to see you again, or was this a one-time thing?”

		Darcy smiled up at the dapper businessman as he finished tying his necktie while she asked the question. It was eight in the morning on Saturday.

		Vincent smiled and said, “You’d see me some more today, if I didn’t have to go home and change, and then get to the store to open up by nine.”

		He sat down on the side of the bed and took her into his arms, whispering, “God, Darcy, you’re fantastic! Of course I want to see you again, just as soon as I can!”

		She loved hearing that. A warm, sensual feeling washed over her as she imagined herself sharing a bed with this dynamic, adept lover again!

		“Next weekend is my partner’s turn to open Saturday and Sunday, so I’m totally free. How about you, will your husband let you see me again so soon?”

		Darcy smiled up at him and said, “I think he will, when I tell him what a great time I had last night!”

		“That’s good to hear,” Vincent said, standing up and putting on his suit coat. “I’ll call you by Wednesday night at the latest, to make the arrangements.”

		

		****

		

		And then he was gone. Darcy lay back in the bed and grinned.

		Vincent was a real find! He was loving and warm and oh, so skillful!

		And he has the perfect cock, she told herself smugly, not too long, not too thick to do everything I want to do with it, including hot ass-sex. His dick doesn’t hurt me, in EITHER hole, and it’s just right to suck!

		Visions of Julian came flitting into her thoughts and she frowned. She didn’t want to tell her loving husband too much about last night!

		That wasn’t what she meant, she realized. She’d probably tell him everything, but she’d be careful about how she did it.

		Darcy didn’t want Julian to know just how much Vincent had pleased her. She didn’t want him getting jealous on her!

		After all, Vincent was young, wildly successful, great-looking, and single. That old, back-of-the-mind worry about the wife running off with one of her lovers and leaving her cuckolded husband behind was particularly applicable in Vincent’s case, she realized, and she didn’t want Julian to fret over the possibility of that happening to them.

		There was the fact that he had seen Vincent in the restaurant, in his custom made suit and his hand-fitted shoes; all polished and courtly and oh, so yummy to look at! She didn’t need her husband dwelling on the fact, along with the information that Vincent had also turned out to be an extraordinary lover, with a perfect cock!

		Julian was self assured and confident, it was true. But any man would be slightly threatened by a rich, handsome, raconteur like Vincent, who was also his equal in bed!

		

		****

		

		It was after ten when she finally called Julian. After taking a shower and messing with her hair, she had gone back to sleep for an hour.

		She hadn’t gotten much of that last night, with Vincent! As the cell phone rang, she composed herself for the all-important, morning-after conversation with her husband.

		“Are you okay?”

		Julian’s voice sounded apprehensive, strained. She supposed she couldn’t blame him for that, after her last extra-marital experience with Joe.

		Her last visit to a hotel room with a strange man had resulted in a panicked call for Julian to rescue her. So she said calmly, “I’m better than fine. Last night was so much fun! Why don’t you come and get me now? We’ll go home and I’ll tell you all about it, darling?”

		“I’m practically on my way,” he assured her. “I can’t wait to hear all about it.”

		She started to break the connection but Julian asked, “Was he big, like you thought? Was it alright…could you…take him okay?”

		Darcy laughed and said, “You horndog! You’ll just have to wait until I see you to hear all about it. Now come and get me, so I can tell you all of the sordid details, sweetie!”

		

		****

		

		The trip out to the suburbs where the two of them lived was quick, on this Saturday morning. The absence of traffic really helped, and in no time, they stood in their kitchen, embracing; reconnecting.

		“Come on, let’s go into the bedroom, and I’ll tell you everything,” she promised as she took his hand.

		“Was he as big as you thought he’d be?” Julian asked the question as they went through the front room and headed down the hallway toward the master bedroom.

		“Even bigger,” Darcy assured him, reaching for the hem of his pullover shirt and easing it up over his head.

		She undid his trousers and unbuckled his belt before unzipping his pants. He grinned and reached behind her for her the zipper to her dress, pulling it all the way down.

		As soon as they were both naked and in bed, he said softly, “What did he do first, love?”

		“He ate me, darling, and sucked my nipples,” she told him truthfully. “Vincent is a very oral person; he licked my clitty until I came, screaming like a banshee, on his teasing tongue!”

		Julian’s eyes narrowed as he took a lush breast in each hand and began to squeeze them. He said, “I don’t blame him. You’re wonderful to lick; so sweet and juicy!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” his wife murmured, agreeing with his assessment, “he loved my pussy…but he licked my asshole, too! He was a very naughty man!”

		Julian’s body jerked as if it had an electric current flowing through it. His dick was instantly hard and throbbing against Darcy’s naked thigh.

		“Did he…slide his tongue into your butt?”

		“Yesssssssss,” Darcy hissed, as Julian moved his left hand down from her tits to her pussy, fingering her so wonderfully; “he did. Vincent made me come with that first time with just his fingers and his tongue. It was exquisite!”

		“What…what did he do next?” Julian was so excited his voice broke like that of an adolescent boy.

		“He fucked me, darling,” she announced coyly. “My pussy was so wet, that big dick of his just slipped right in, and he really nailed me!’

		Julian gasped and his hard cock jerked uncontrollably. He rolled onto his stomach, got up on his hands and knees, and shoved it into Darcy’s slippery cunt in one long lunge.

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” she sighed, “that’s the way he took me, baby; all the way up to his big balls!”

		Her husband began to rut down into her, just the way Vincent had last night. She wrapped her arms around Julian’s broad back and murmured into his ear, “He was so horny by then, darling. Vincent really banged my little pussy hard!”

		Julian made a sound as if she was squeezing the life out of him and fucked even more furiously. She smiled and rocked her hips in time with his lunges.

		This was living! Getting your brains fucked loose by your sweet hubby as he sought to reclaim you…this was what being a hotwife was all about!

		

		****

		

		“What did he do then?” Julian demanded.

		They were propped up against the pillows at the head of the bed. He had just come in her and she, in turn, had experienced a super orgasm with him.

		She smiled and said, “He fucked me again, of course. He’s roughly your age, but that man doesn’t seem to lack stamina. Maybe he has Viagra or one of those, I don’t know.”

		Julian’s dark eyes were bright with his own arousal as she went on to say, “All I know is that he wanted me, in every way he could have me, all night long!”

		Her husband gasped and his cock began to stiffen again as she said that. Darcy toyed with it with her fingertips and cooed, “He just kept getting hard, darling, and stuffing that huge cock of his into my tiny little pussy!”

		Her cuckolded man laughed and whispered, “And I’ll bet you kept encouraging him, didn’t you, you shameless little slut!”

		Smiling up at him she confessed, in a soft voice, “Of course I did. His cock was magnificent, and he pleased me so much with it!”

		Darcy slid down until her lips were even with Julian’s rapidly swelling dick and her tongue lashed out to caress it as she murmured, “Sometimes, I helped. I admit it. I wanted that big old dick of his as much as he wanted to give it to me!”

		Julian sighed as his wife began to suck him, no doubt seeing in his mind’s eye her doing the exact same thing to a total stranger last night! He fondly tousled her long black tresses as her pretty face went up and down on his dick, and her tongue teased it to full hardness.

		Darcy waited until he was as hard as he got before sliding her lips off and cooing, “He spooned me next and I thought for sure he was going to put it in my ass.”

		Her voyeuristic husband looked stricken at this notion and she asked herself if she wanted to tell him about her eventual ass-fuck with Vincent. In that moment, she decided that she did want to tell him all about it…but slowly and carefully!.

		Julian would love it, if she was skillful in her revelations. And then the two of them could begin to practice anal sex all of the time, in addition to all of the things they enjoyed doing together already!

		“He didn’t, of course,” she sighed. “He just fucked me from behind until we both came.”

		Her handsome hubby shuddered as he again imagined another man flooding his wife with his come. She scooted up and said softly, “He ate me again, with his stuff inside my pussy, darling! It was so hot! He made me come like crazy, licking my clit while his goop was oozing out of me!”

		“Fuck; that was hot!” Julian exclaimed, picturing that.

		“I’d sucked his cock until it was hard again…and it felt so wonderful in my mouth and throat…and Vincent was going on so about how talented a cocksucker it was,” she teased Julian unmercifully. “I just had to blow him, darling. I just had to!”

		Julian whined as if she was squeezing his nuts in that vise again. His cock was now as hard as she’d ever seen it when she whispered, “He was so excited, seeing me swallow all of his come! He wanted to return the favor, even though I was full of his spunk…so he did!”

		Her husband was beside himself with excitement. She smiled and went on to say, “He licked my pussy so wonderfully, and he teased my ass with his come-filled tongue. Before I knew what was happening, he was fucking me in the butt with his tongue, wriggling it all around as he played with my clit with his fingers!”

		“Jesus, Jesus, I bet he had you so exited!” Julian wheezed, imagining another man tonguing Darcy cute little ass, diddling her sensitive clitty while he did so!

		“Oh, God, you can say that again, darling!”

		She gave him a coy, half-ashamed little smile and admitted, “I let him finger my asshole. I was so excited! His tongue was all over my clit again, and he was playing with my nipples with his other hand…”

		Julian sucked in a breath, waiting for the other shoe to drop. She gave him a bashful little smile and whispered, “He had a tube of lubricant hidden under the pillow. Before I even knew it, I had two fingers up my ass while he ate my pussy and tugged at my nippies!”

		“What happened then?” Julian’s voice was a croak of pure excitement.

		“He fucked me…right up the ass…while he teased my clitty and played with my nipples!”

		Julian screamed. It was a scream of denial, of betrayal and, most of all; it was a scream of utter arousal!

		Darcy didn’t even think about it. She bent her head and sucked in Julian’s cock head and licked it.

		Her husband inundated her mouth in cock cream as he came and came! She gazed up lovingly at him as she swallowed mouthfuls of the hot, thick, gooey fluid for him, wanting to make this orgasm special for her darling, cuckolded husband!

		

		****

		

		“Go slow, why don’t you?” She murmured over her shoulder. “I’ve only done this once before and my bottom is still a little sore from Vincent!”

		Julian nodded his head and eased his hard cock into her ass slowly. He closed his eyes as he took her this way for the first time, moaning, “Oh, God, Darcy, you’re so tight and slick back here!”

		She was thankful Julian’s prick wasn’t quite as full as Vincent’s had been. She really was a bit sore, but she wanted to give him this.

		If she could do it for a total stranger, she reasoned, she could do it for the man she loved. There was no doubt Julian was as eager to claim her ass as Vincent had been: her husband was gentle as he took her, but he didn’t stop pushing until his pubic fur was nestled tightly up against her ass cheeks!

		“All of it,” she murmured aloud, “I’ve got all of it inside me, darling!”

		Julian merely moaned and started to withdraw. She sighed and rubbed her cunt against his delving finger, seeking more contact with her throbbing clit.

		Her hubby immediately got the message and began to diddle her harder as he fucked her in the ass for the first time. That was better; so much better!

		“Doooooo me, baby,” she crooned out the words, really getting into it now. “Oh, God, your cock is starting to feel so nice back there. And I love the way you’re playing with my clitty!”

		He gasped and started to fuck her harder, grunting with the effort it took to penetrate her tight little sheath of muscle. Julian had used a lot of lube back there, and it helped immensely.

		Though the hot friction felt as if it was lighting up her asshole; it was a good kind of fire! She closed her eyes and groaned in rising ecstasy as her loving husband claimed her previously off-limits hole as his own completely.

		She loved doing this with him! And he obviously loved having her this exotic, previously-forbidden way!

		“Oh, Darcy,” he sighed. “You’ve got such a sweet ass. It’s so tight and slippery around my cock!”

		“Fuck it, darling,” she urged him, getting ready to orgasm around his drilling manhood, “fuck it hard and shoot it full of your hot, sweet spunk!”

		Julian moaned and started to do just that. Darcy screamed when the super-heated jizz filled her, and came right along with her frantically-hunching husband!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		Meeting Lonnie

		

		Last weekend had been nearly perfect, as far as she was concerned. While it was true Darcy’s ass was a little tender on Monday morning—dear Julian had really enjoyed being free to fuck her in the ass for the first time, and he had done so twice more before the weekend was over—the joy she and Julian had shared together in bed more than made up for her tiny bit of discomfort this morning.

		As she sat in her receptionist’s chair at the doctor’s office--smiling up at patients, dutifully logging in their co-pays and making new appointments, answering the phones-- she thought about how wonderful the weekend had been. She had told Julian nearly everything, after all, and he’d seemed more than fine with it.

		He doesn’t seem to be a bit jealous of what Vincent and I did together, she marveled, as she tried to find an open appointment for dear old Mrs. Travers two weeks from today. And he’s more than okay with me seeing Julian again this weekend!

		The morning seemed to fly by, filled with thoughts of satisfying cocks and magnificent orgasms. Julian had fucked her sensationally all of Saturday and Sunday, Vincent had been truly inspirational on Friday night, and she was going to see him again soon!

		What could be better? So Darcy sped through her mundane tasks within the office, with an eye toward next weekend…

		

		****

		

		She was about finished with the lunch she had packed for herself at home when her cell rang. Darcy was sitting alone, under a small shade tree, on one of the benches that lined the courtyard of the medical building where she worked.

		Glancing at the caller ID as soon as she pulled the phone from her purse, she saw that it was Adrian. Smiling, she said, “How’s my young swain today?”

		“What’s a ‘swain’?” He asked the question tentatively.

		“It’s an archaic word for a young lover,” she answered. “Don’t they teach you anything at that community college you attend?”

		“Not that shit,” Adrian remarked cockily, “at least not in the classes I’ve taken so far.”

		“Jocks like you take Bonehead English and courses your coaches are sure you can pass,” Darcy answered dismissively. “They just care about your ability to play football, darling.”

		“Yeah, well, there’s been some talk of State giving me a full-ride athletic scholarship next year,” Adrian insisted proudly. “I caught more balls than anyone else in our conference, and State’s team could use a hot-shit flanker like me!”

		Darcy glanced at the phone’s time signature and realized that she had to make this a quick conversation. She had a bare five minutes to go back inside, use the toilet, wash her hands, and return to work on the third floor, if she wasn’t going to be late getting back to her desk.

		“You didn’t call me to brag about some football scholarship,” she said to Adrian. “What’s on your mind?”

		Adrian took his time in answering. He said tentatively, “You…uh…remember the last time we got together, at that motel?”

		She chuckled somewhat guiltily and said, “I sure do, stud. You nearly fucked my brains out!”

		He laughed, clearly delighted with her answer, and said, “I did, didn’t I? That was some day we spent together!”

		An awkward silence descended. At last he said, “Well, anyway, you remember we were talking about how big the dicks were on some of the guys I’ve shared a locker room with?”

		Darcy pursed her brows and said, “Vaguely; where are you going with this?”

		“Don’t be mad!” He stammered out the words. “I…uh…may have…mentioned my being with you to some of the guys on the team…”

		She saw red immediately. She thought, “May have mentioned”…my ass! He bragged about screwing an older woman, a HOT older woman to his little pals, I’m sure of it!

		In no uncertain terms, she said so to Adrian. He hemmed and hawed, but at last he admitted, “Maybe I did brag about it a little, but I swear I didn’t mention your name or where I met you!”

		Still fuming, she said, “Listen, I’ve got to get back to work now. What else did you call me about?”

		“Uh, Lonnie Granger, he’s a friend of mine from the team?”

		“What about him?”

		“He, uh…he’s got a huge dick,” Adrian said. “And he’s just dying to meet you.”

		“Why would I want to meet him?”

		There was an awkward lapse in the conversation until at last Adrian blurted out, “He says he wants to show you what a big cock can do!”

		Darcy looked at the clock on her phone and realized she was going to be late getting back to work. She said impatiently, “Oh, and just where is this little meeting supposed to take place?”

		“Tomorrow, at ten in the morning, back at that same motel,” Adrian whispered guiltily, sounding as if he was just realizing what his big mouth had gotten him into. “I’m supposed to be there, too.”

		More that a little perturbed that this conversation was going to make her late for work; she demanded off-handedly, “Just how big is this guy’s cock, anyway?”

		“Lonnie is over eleven inches long, when he’s hard, and he’s as thick as a coke bottle, I guess.”

		That focused Darcy’s attention immediately. She had never seen a cock that big, even in a porn film; the mere thought of playing with one that huge sent shivers down her spine!

		But instead of acting impressed she demanded, “You guess…you mean you’ve never seen him hard?”

		“Why would I?” Adrian demanded indignantly. “I’m not queer, you know, and Lonnie never gets a hard on in the men’s locker room, because he’s not queer either!”

		Darcy thought about it and decided that made sense. She glanced again at her phone’s clock and saw that it now one o’clock and that she was almost officially late.

		“Listen, I have to get back to work now,” she said, standing up quickly and hurrying for the door into the building. “Call me at a little after five tonight and I’ll let you know whether I’m interested in showing up tomorrow or not. I’ll think about it.”

		She dashed for the door and the elevator, doing just that; thinking about it. The idea of being naked and in bed with two handsome teenage studs—one with a nearly foot-long cock—intrigued her, she had to admit!

		I probably won’t do it, Darcy thought as she got in the elevator and hit the button for her floor. But I could if I wanted to. I met Adrian at that motel last week and fucked him silly, and Julian was none the wiser!

		Just because she could do it, didn’t mean she would! After all, she was a married woman. Screwing around with teenage boys seemed sort of beneath her!

		Still…over eleven inches long, she thought as she hurried back into the office and sat down in her receptionist’s chair. And you do hear all of those tales about rich women seducing their hunky teenage pool boys! When will I ever get a chance like this again, especially one where nobody would ever know about what I’d done…?

		

		****

		

		The rest of the afternoon seemed interminable. It crawled by for a while, and then seemed to speed by as she thought about tomorrow.

		Darcy vacillated back and forth concerning the proposed tryst. She wasn’t going to do it, and then she was.

		By the time five o’clock had rolled around, she was pretty sure she wouldn’t be showing up at the run-down motel tomorrow. She took the elevator down, said goodnight to her coworkers, and got into her car.

		Her butt had no sooner settled into the seat than her cell phone ring tone went off in her purse. She sighed and searched for the phone.

		Sure enough, it was Adrian, according to the caller ID. She thought for a moment before she answered it: what did she really want to say to him?

		“Hi,” she said at last when she finally answered the ringing phone, deciding to keep her answer non-committal for now.

		“I’ve got to make this fast,” Adrian said, “I’m supposed to call Lonnie right away and tell him whether to show up tomorrow at the motel or not.”

		“You two can’t blab this all over school, if it happens,” she blurted, thinking about her biggest fear aloud.

		“We won’t, you can trust me on that,” Adrian promised.

		She let out a big sigh and said accusingly, “You haven’t done too well so far, when it comes to keeping your mouth shut, Mister!”

		Adrian sucked in his own breath and said nothing at first. Then, sounding apologetic and ashamed over his past behavior, he admitted apologetically, “I bragged to my buddies about being with an older woman, a real knockout! I’ll cop to it!”

		She liked the “knockout” part, but she hated the fact that he’d trumpeted their night together all around the college locker room. Still, he was a young jock, and young jocks were expected to brag about their sexual conquests, she supposed.

		Also, he didn’t really know much about her. He knew she was married and that her name was Darcy, and he knew what she looked like.

		He didn’t know what she did for a living, nor had he ever heard Julian’s name, or where in the city they lived. Adrian certainly didn’t know where Julian worked either. If she was careful, this Lonnie would know even less than Adrian did about her!

		“How do I know you’ll keep your mouth shut this time?” She asked the question of Adrian mainly to stall for more time to think about what she wanted to tell him concerning tomorrow.

		“Lonnie just got engaged to a girl named Melanie,” said Adrian. “She’s probably the hottest looking girl on campus; head cheerleader, high school homecoming queen, and like that.”

		“Let me guess, blonde, blue-eyed, really built?” Darcy knew she sounded sarcastic but she really didn’t care.

		“That pretty much sums up Melanie, alright,” Adriane agreed. “Anyway, Mel is the jealous type. She’d have Lonnie’s balls on a stick if she got wind he was cheating on her with another woman.”

		That might go a long way toward keeping tomorrow’s little get-together a secret, at that, Darcy realized.

		After an agonizing period of silence had passed, she finally said, “Okay, I’ll be at that motel at a little after ten in the morning. Text me the room number right at ten; but if I see anyone else but you and this Lonnie kid, I’m out of there like a shot!”

		

		****

		

		I shouldn’t be doing this at all! Darcy thought as she knocked lightly on the door of number sixteen at five after ten the next morning. This is nuts!

		She was dressed much as she had been last time, in a another baggy sweater-blouse, sans bra; a pair of old slacks, worn with a wispy pair of thong panties underneath, and a pair of flat shoes with no socks. Darcy also had on a head scarf and the biggest pair of sunglasses she owned.

		Looking around nervously, she waited for the door to open, glancing at passing cars, again hoping she didn’t see anyone she knew! The door swung open and Adrian stood there, grinning self-consciously, dressed in still another old tank top and yet another pair of shapeless, baggy walking shorts.

		Darcy stepped inside the room and Adrian closed and locked the door. She looked around and was about to ask where this Lonnie was when she heard the toilet flush.

		“Is she here yet, man?” A masculine voice asked as the bathroom door opened and the biggest man Darcy had ever seen in her life stepped into the room.

		He was young, like Adrian, but he seemed much manlier, more mature somehow. Lonnie had a heavy stubble, even though she guessed he had shaved that morning—five o’clock shadow would be a problem for this young man throughout his life, she thought as she assessed him—and he had to duck slightly to re-enter the main room, to keep from hitting the top of his head on the dropped doorway.

		Lonnie Granger was at least six-five, maybe six-six or even six-seven in height. He was massive, his chest and shoulders huge; his legs were like tree trunks.

		“This is Darcy, Lonnie,” Adrian said simply.

		He wasn’t what she’d call handsome, but he was all man! Testosterone seemed to drip off him and he knew it!

		“Well, Darcy, aren’t you a little beauty?” He asked the rhetorical question confidently, eyeing her from top to bottom.

		He reached down and yanked off his tee shirt, revealing impressive pecs that were covered in reddish-brown hair, a waist that tapered down to nothing, and shoulders and arms that bulged with muscle! He started around the bed toward her, saying, “Junior, here, said you were fine, but I thought he was exaggerating. He wasn’t, this time, that’s for sure!”

		Lonnie Granger made Adrian seem like a little boy. He was a physical presence in the room, standing right in front of Darcy, smiling down at her.

		“I hear you’re really hung,” she said defiantly, trying to recapture her own confidence.

		She had done something entirely out of character this morning, on the way over to this motel. Darcy had stopped off at a place called the Starlight Lounge, a bar that opened at six in the morning every day, and had downed two double vodka and tonics as fast as she could drink them.

		She’d kept telling herself that she wasn’t nervous about what she was doing. But she’d still felt the need have a couple of drinks at nine-thirty in the morning in order to do it!

		Now she knew why. Lonnie was intimidating! She had initially been more than a little frightened of Adrian and at the thought of being alone with him in that first hotel room.

		Again, she had the realization that Adrian seemed like a little boy to her now, standing next to his friend! This guy was a bull…so macho and self-assured in his sexuality.

		She had sensed it from across the room. Now that he was so close, standing right in front of her, Darcy’s knees suddenly felt weak and she felt her pulse rate climbing through the roof!

		“I hear you’re really something, under that baggy sweater and those loose slacks,” Lonnie suddenly retorted.

		“Some men say I am,” she replied boldly, feeling those vodkas, remembering suave, sophisticated Vincent’s recent praise.

		“I’ll gladly show you mine, if you’ll show me yours,” Lonnie suggested playfully, with a confident grin on his face.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		Two

		

		What the hell, Darcy thought; realizing that she owed her laissez faire attitude partially to the four shots of vodka she had knocked back so recently this morning, getting naked with these two is what I came here for!

		So, she reached down and emulated Lonnie’s earlier move with his tee shirt. Darcy raised her sweater-blouse up over her head and tossed it casually over on the nearby dresser.

		“Holy fuck, lady, those are some nice titties!” Lonnie sighed, his eyes never leaving her revealed breasts.

		She reached out and undid his jeans. He got the message and quickly wriggled out of them, standing before her in just his jockey shorts, his pants down around his ankles, lying atop his trainers.

		The bulge behind those shorts was little short of mesmerizing! Darcy thought to herself, this kid wasn’t lying…he’s super-hung! That dick has to be massive, to make his underwear bow outward that much!

		Her fingers trembling from sheer excitement, she eased out of her own slacks and tugged down her panties, kicking out of her flats at the same time. Stepping past Lonnie, she got onto the bed, completely naked, and stared up at him seductively.

		Just behind Lonnie, Adrian was hurrying out of his clothes, too! She barely paid any attention to him: her eyes were riveted on Lonnie’s jockey shorts!

		The big man bent at the waist and removed both his socks and his white athletic shoes while he was busily divesting himself of his discarded jeans. Straightening back up, he grinned down at Darcy smugly as he slipped off his shorts.

		God, that thing is HUGE!

		Lonnie’s cock was all Adrian had promised it would be. The shaft seemed to go on forever, ending in a red, tangerine-sized head that was shaped like an ancient war helmet.

		I wonder if something that big will even fit in my pussy?

		She recalled Joe’s over-sized dick and smiled inwardly, thinking, if I could take that monster, I can take this! It’s just a bit LONGER, is all!

		Her new lover seemed eager to see if she could take it as well. Lonnie kneeled his way onto the bed and moved up next to her.

		“I hear from my pal here that you’re curious about big cocks,” he said softly. “Well, help yourself; satisfy your curiosity, babe!”

		Darcy reached out and wrapped her fist around Lonnie’s mammoth erection, or at least she tried. She discovered that it was so massive that she couldn’t quite close her fingers around the elephantine dick!

		“God, you’re humongous,” she sighed, staring at the gigantic cylinder of male meat disbelievingly.

		“I bet you can’t even get it in your mouth,” Lonnie teased her.

		“Oh, I bet I can,” Darcy answered defiantly, remembering Joe and the ill-fated blowjob she had inadvertently given him, the night he had almost drown her in spunk!

		Confidently, she scooted closer to the boy and licked all around his cock head. She heard both Lonnie and Adrian gasp in unison as she did that.

		Adrian was naked as well by now, and he joined his bigger friend on the bed, kneeling right next to Lonnie. She reached out and began to stroke his cock absently as she sucked Lonnie’s prick tip into her mouth.

		It’s so odd; she thought as she began to nurse on Lonnie’s rapidly-stiffening prick, that first night, in the hotel room, I thought Adrian’s dick was a monster! Now it seems so ordinary, next to THIS one!

		She tilted her head back and took several more inches of Lonnie’s cock into her mouth as she sucked and licked at him. He moaned and said to Adrian, “You were right, man! This girl is something else in bed!”

		He reached for Darcy’s swollen nipples and began to play with them as she blew him. A small flood of sensation washed down from her chest to her untouched pussy and she groaned around the cock she was so avidly mouthing.

		“Look at the way her puss is lubing up!” Lonnie said to Adrian.

		Moving his hands from her tits down onto her ribs, he manhandled her easily into a position on her tummy as he lay back against the headboard. Lonnie resumed his tugging at her nipples while she went back to sucking his cock enthusiastically.

		“You said she taught you how to eat pussy like a champ,” the bigger man said to Adrian. “Eat her, why don’t you, while she gobbles my dick?”

		He didn’t have to ask twice! Adrian immediately went down onto his belly, lifting her hips up off the mattress slightly, mashing his tongue into her juicy cunt and lapping at her clit!

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” she groaned as the spasms started to lash at her pussy, the way Adrian’s hot tongue was lashing at her sensitive little bud!

		“That’s it, Junior,” Lonnie sighed, “eat that hot pussy, while she sucks me. Oh, man, whatever you’re doing is working! Her little tongue is going crazy on my cock, dude!”

		What Adrian was doing was sucking out her flowing girl-oil and swallowing it noisily as he ran his wriggly tongue up and down her pussy slit and onto her clit, just the way she had taught him to do it! For variety’s sake, every few seconds he’d plunge that wiggly digit of his all the way inside her nearly molten center, teasing her clit with it at the same time!

		It just felt so hot…so naughty to be in this room with the two teenage boys, lying on her belly, sucking the biggest cock she had ever imagined while another young hottie ate her pussy just the way she loved to have it eaten! She opened her throat, somehow, without gagging, and began to take even more of Lonnie’s super-cock down it!

		“J-Jesus, lady,” the bigger man gasped, “no girl’s ever been able to get that much into her throat before!”

		Well, I can! She said to herself. That’s the difference between going to bed with real WOMEN and sleeping with little girls!

		Lonnie was squirming around on the mattress now, tugging at her nipples and moaning. All at once, Adrian’s mouth left her pussy slit, only to be replaced by his cock head.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she groaned as his hands urged her ass up off the bed slightly higher and he took her in one long lunge.

		Both of them, she marveled, I’m taking both of them at once! What a little slut I am! I almost wish Julian could see me now!

		“Fuck, dude, her pussy is so wet I don’t believe it,” Adrian panted, fucking for all her was worth. “She wasn’t this sloppy inside when she had one of my big loads in her already!”

		“She’s one hot bitch, alright,” Lonnie said softly, tweaking her breasts as most of his impossibly long dick disappeared into her mouth and throat with each down-sweep of her head. “I never had blowjob as good as this one before! Mel sucks cock pretty well, but she ain’t in this little mama’s league, that’s for sure!”

		Darcy trembled when he said that. Hearing him say she the best cocksucker he’d ever encountered was obscene…but it struck her as also being so very…hot!

		She felt her cunt clasp shut and open once again around Adrian’s pounding cock and her tits jerk together in Lonnie’s grasping paws in a sympathetic spasm. Darcy was about to come already, on these two boys’ driving pricks!

		A whimper of pure joy escaped her lips around the massive cock she was sucking and she began to shake all over. Lonnie’s eyes went wide and he growled, “She’s coming! You made this hot bitch come right on your cock, dude! Way to go!”

		His enthusiastic words morphed into a satisfied moan. Her scream of ecstasy was muffled by Lonnie’s thickness, and then by a huge geyser of semen! She swallowed, to keep from drowning, and felt Adrian’s dick buck within her tight sheath.

		A thick jet of hot cock cream exploded up into her, deepening her orgasm immediately. Her tits clenched together so hard that her nipples were almost jerked from Lonnie’s clutching fingers!

		“Oh, man, it feels so great to come in her hot little pussy!” Adrian moaned, spewing gush after gush of his boyish semen down into her cunt.

		Lonnie just sighed, lost in the heady sensation of coming in her mouth and throat as she continued her torrid blowjob, sucking the come right out of his balls. She swallowed and swallowed, and licked for still more…

		

		****

		

		“Well, that was certainly fun,” Darcy said as she emerged from the tiny bathroom minutes later, her pussy scrubbed relatively clean of jizz after the quick shower she’d just taken. “What do you boys want to do now?”

		Lonnie reached out and grabbed her by the wrist playfully and jerked her onto the bed. She felt like a child in his grip, and landed, laughing, on her back in between the two reclining football players.

		They were both on her before her body even stopped bouncing on the old mattress. Lonnie’s mouth was on her right tit, and Adrian’s was going after her left nipple.

		The sensation of having both breasts sucked at once was overpoweringly sweet. Darcy groaned and her hands shot up to caress their hair as they gobbled up her tits.

		She closed her eyes in gathering excitement and fed them her breasts, pushing out her chest and arching her back. Her pussy contracted sharply after less than a minute of their hot sucking, and she pulled them in tighter on her swelling nipples.

		Lonnie reached down and buried one of his thick fingers in her pussy. Darcy whined and worked her clit against him as he began to finger-fuck her cunt while the two of them nursed at her breasts.

		Oh, this is the best! She had the illicit, taboo thought as her passion built and built by the passing second.

		It felt so decadent to have two lovers at once. Having lovers at all—for a happily married woman, felt deliciously naughty—but having two strapping young boys going after her body at once: that felt downright wicked!

		And Darcy had to admit; she loved feeling this shameless…this slutty! She, the formerly mousey little high school wallflower--the girl no one was interested in even dating—was now behaving like some sort of porn star!

		“Got to fuck this hot little bitch,” Lonnie growled just then, as he disengaged from her breast and her pussy all at once.

		His massive dick was throbbing with aroused lust once more. It stood out from his groin like a mini-baseball bat as he rolled over onto his knees and yanked her body into position beneath him.

		Adrian looked reluctant to loose her nipple to suck at first, but the idea of seeing her pussy skewered upon Lonnie’s huge manhood soon had his eyes shining with an unholy excitement. He stared down at Darcy’s glistening cunt lips and said softly, “Fuck her, man! Cram that big dick of yours in her and fuck the shit out of her!”

		Lonnie needed no further encouragement. He arranged Darcy’s limp, totally compliant body just the way he wanted it and teased her oozing slit with his unbelievably large cock head.

		She gasped as his hot knob of flesh glided against her clit, and mewled as he carefully smeared it with her hot girl oil until it shone like a well-greased ball bearing. Then he eased it down into her slowly.

		Darcy moaned and pushed her hips up off the bed, showing him that she wanted it! God help her, she wanted that fat dick head inside her more than she’d ever wanted anything in her life!

		Her pussy convulsed around the invader, sucking at it tantalizingly. Lonnie gave another growl and hunched his powerful hips forward, spearing his cock past her rubbery lips and nestling the weighty knob into her cunt!

		“So biiiiiiggg,” she groaned as he penetrated her still further, grabbing at his ribcage, attempting futilely to push his body off her at little, to give her time to adjust to his size.

		She might as well have tried to resist the incoming tide. Lonnie continued to slowly drill his prick down into her until his nuts rested against her ass cheeks and his titanic cock lay fully berthed in her stretched-open pussy!

		“Oh, oh, fuck, it’s huge!” She gasped, unable to say more.

		Lonnie grinned down at her and slowly withdrew the monster dick again, until just the head was inside her. His triumphant grin showing just how much he enjoyed mashing it back into her snug recesses as he did so, clearly reveling in how tight, how slick; how unbelievably hot she was inside!

		Something she had discovered on that awful night with Joe came drifting back to her. When a guy’s manhood was this big around, her pussy was strained open as wide as it would go to take it.

		That had the effect of drawing her clit down onto his gliding cock meat. Lonnie’s smooth, hot skin was touching her sensitive little bud all the time, with every nudge; every stroke in or out!

		Pulses of intense pleasure quickly counter-balanced the sensation of being forced wide open. She bit her lower lip as Lonnie fucked her harder, faster!

		At last, she noted that her hips were coming up off the bed to meet his thrusts. Her nipples were once again rock-hard against his muscular chest, and she was rubbing them shamelessly against his wiry fur.

		“F-Fuck me,” she begged him, her breath coming in gasps, “oh, fuck me hard, you animal…and make me come!”

		Lonnie flashed her a shark-like grin and did just that. Darcy’s body was bouncing on the mattress as he hammered his cock down into her relentlessly.

		She came, screaming with joy, once; and then came again! Still, he drove down into her as if he couldn’t get enough of her juicy cunt or her shrieks of ecstasy.

		Just as her third orgasm hit, he threw back his head and roared. She felt his hot flow filling her and she nearly lost consciousness, the resulting climax was so immense…

		

		****

		

		Darcy stood near the door, once again dressed in her nondescript clothes, her scarf, and sunglasses. Both boys flanked her, goofy smiles on their faces.

		The two of them had taken turns fucking her all morning and well into the afternoon. She had lost count of the times they’d made her come.

		Even virile, strapping lads like these proved to have their limits, though. She had stayed on the bed with them until she couldn’t coax their pricks to get hard any more.

		Which was just as well; by then she herself was exhausted! But she was also satisfied beyond her wildest dreams as well.

		These two had managed to pleasure her in a way she’d never been pleasured in her life with their seemingly insatiable young cocks! This day had been a truly unforgettable one!

		“Next week?” Lonnie was smiling at her as he asked the question.

		She said, “Maybe; are you sure you’ll be rested up by then, darling?”

		He laughed and said, “I’ll be sure to eat my Wheaties!”

		The big young man swatted her on the ass playfully, and then patted it as he said, “I’ve got to see you again, Darcy. You’re fantastic!”

		“You will,” she told him truthfully, glancing over at Adrian. “You both will. I promise.”

		She went up onto her tiptoes and gave each of them a peck on the cheek to remember her by. Then she opened the door and stepped out into the bright, late afternoon sunlight and headed for her car.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		What’s Next?

		

		Darcy padded around her kitchen and checked on the dinner she had simmering on the stove. She was nursing a vodka and tonic, and thinking about this afternoon, and her two young lovers.

		That had been such fun! The boys had made her come a zillion times, and their cocks just hadn’t seemed to want to stay soft around her!

		True, she had been able to wear them down in the end, with her blowjobs and her hot fucking, but she bet they both could have gotten stiff again if they’d had more time. She thought; I’d love to have those two teenage hunks to myself all night long sometime!

		But that hadn’t been possible today. She’d had to get home, clean the house up a bit, and start dinner for Julian.

		The thought of her loving husband sent a small tremor of shame running through her. She knew the slight attack of guilt should have been larger—most wives didn’t cheat on their husband’s all day long in some cheap motel room with two teenage studs; they wouldn’t even dream of doing such a thing!—but then again, Darcy wasn’t most wives.

		I’m a hotwife, she thought defiantly, finishing her vodka and pouring another one, and that’s EXACTLY the kind of thing hotwives do!

		Julian had encouraged her to become what she now was. Hell, he had practically dragooned her into it!

		She hadn’t wanted this for herself at first. She had been dead set against it when Julian had first brought up the idea of her cheating on him with other men!

		But now I wouldn’t want to live any other way, she admitted to herself.

		Darcy found that she loved the freedom it gave her. She loved having Tuesdays and Thursdays for herself, to explore her sexuality, to experience new adventures outside her marriage.

		She told herself that Julian had been right; a girl owed it to herself to have a few hot sexual flings before she got married and settled down. And she really hadn’t had any. What she was doing now was only fair!

		Going over to the stove, she turned the meal simmering in the skillet down to low and let some more of the juice boil out of it. She went over to the refrigerator and got out her salad ingredients and took them over to the sink to wash them.

		Darcy wasn’t going to tell Julian about how naughty she had been with the two boys today. In fact, she didn’t intend to mention them to him at all.

		Today was for her, and her two young lovers. It was a hotwife day, pure and simple.

		Standing at the sink, washing off the lettuce, she smiled, remembering how Lonnie’s huge dick had felt inside her. She didn’t have that much trouble recalling just how it had felt, because her pussy still felt stretched out and loose!

		A thought struck her and her blood ran cold: what if Julian came home horny tonight and wanted sex? He was bound to notice how…roomy her cunt felt all of a sudden!

		She knew from her recent experiences with Joe and Vincent that her pussy would return to its normal state of tightness by tomorrow night or the day after. Darcy thought: Well if those naughty coeds in his class have been flashing him beaver shots all day, or showing him some titty in the hopes of getting a better grade? She rapidly made the decision that: he’ll just have to settle for a blowjob tonight and like it!

		She grinned, knowing that pleasing him with her mouth wouldn’t be a problem. Or, if he really craved some sort of penetration, she’d give him her ass!

		That might not be too bad, she realized. She’d been half tempted to engage in some anal sex with the boys today.

		Only Lonnie’s size had deterred her from offering up her bottom to the two young men. Adrian and his nice-sized cock would have been no problem, and she knew her horny young lover would have loved her snug little butt.

		But Lonnie might have wanted some of that, too, had she made it available to Adrian. She shuddered at the thought of something as wide and long as Lonnie’s humongous prick bottoming out in her ass!

		It was best to leave some things unexperienced, she decided as she went back to washing her lettuce…

		

		****

		

		“Did you do anything special today, pet?”

		Darcy about choked on the wine she was swallowing when Julian blandly asked that question. But she quickly recovered and said evenly, “No, not really; I cleaned the house, did a load of wash. I intend to do the marketing on Thursday. Do you want anything special from the grocery store?”

		“Can’t think of anything,” he said, smiling across the table at her. “You might check out the watermelons and see if they look ripe yet. I’ve been kind of craving barbeque with some of that great potato salad you make and a big chunk of cold melon.”

		“I think it’s too early in the season for them to be great yet, but I’ll check,” Darcy said, drinking some more of her wine.

		She stared across the table at her handsome husband and thought: He’d be out of his mind with lust, if he had any inkling as to the day I really had! Instead of calmly eating his dinner and sipping his wine, he’d be hustling me into the bedroom, tearing off my clothes, wanting to see my stretched-out pussy…wanting to FUCK it, to reclaim it!

		The idea of admitting today’s little indiscretion with her two teenage lovers flickered through her mind, but she quickly dismissed it. She thought, It would be fun, seeing how he would react, but the end result wouldn’t be worth it!

		Darcy thought she knew Julian’s little kinks well enough by now to predict how he would take the news that she had spent the day cuckolding him yet again. He would be hurt, slightly jealous at first, but then he would want to know all about it.

		She smiled behind her wine glass and thought: when he found out Lonnie’s cock was almost a foot long, he’d beg her for the details! He’d fuck me silly when I told him how it felt to suck off one that big! He’d go bat-shit crazy when he thought about something that huge being rammed up into my pussy again and again!

		Finishing her wine and pouring more for herself and for Julian, she thought further that he’d be “sent round the bend” as the British say, at the sight of her loose pussy lips. He’d just have to fuck her himself, to see how stretched out she was inside!

		All of that would be fun, she told herself.

		But after that admission, he would never trust her as much as he did now, and she knew it. He might say he was okay with her past dalliances.

		And he might even...be okay with it. But things would change between them, at least slightly.

		He’d never truly believe her again when she said she hadn’t been up to anything on her “off” days. Every time she was late getting back from the gym or coming home from the grocery store, he’d wonder: has she been sucking some other guy’s dick?

		Darcy smiled at her husband and decided to keep things just as they were. She loved the way things were: why rock the boat when she didn’t have to?

		

		****

		

		It turned out that she needn’t have worried about that night in the bedroom. Julian’s day had been long and tiring. He’d just wanted to watch television until ten o’clock and then read his Kindle a little before he fell asleep.

		Darcy had been slightly disappointed in his lack of desire for her. It was true that she’d intended to diffuse his lust for her with one of her sloppy blowjobs, or to offer him her ass instead of her pussy.

		But not getting the chance to do either was sort of a letdown! She even considered briefly arousing his sexual interest by teasing his cock with her fingertips through his pajamas before he fell asleep.

		In the end, she’d decided against doing that. She knew she’d be tempting fate, getting him turned on before her stretched out pussy had returned its normal tightness.

		He might have insisted on fucking her in the usual way, and that would have spelled disaster for the “private time” she cherished so much. She kept reminding herself of that fact and kept her hands to herself.

		That night she found that she couldn’t fall asleep as easily as Julian did. Her mind was full of hard young cocks and spurting loads and massive orgasms!

		Darcy pretended to read until eleven and then shut off the light. She waited until she was sure Julian was deep in sleep, and then she hiked up her nightgown and diddled her clit in silence, thinking about Lonnie’s big dick and how wonderful it had felt deep inside her that afternoon!

		

		****

		

		Wednesday drug by at work; she was tired from not sleeping well, even after masturbating twice last night. She had gotten her pussy off just before she’d finally fallen into a fitful sleep at eleven-thirty, and she’d again played with herself at three, when she’d woken up dreaming of how great Lonnie’s pussy-stuffer of a cock had felt deep in her belly!

		Now, thank God, it was nearly five o’clock in the afternoon. Soon she’d be at home, fixing dinner and looking forward to another uneventful evening at home with Julian.

		Oh, well, perhaps he’d want to fuck her tonight. Her pussy had seemed normal enough in the shower this morning, so she didn’t have any lingering fears about her husband commenting on its looseness!

		She packed up her desk for the night and got ready to leave the doctor’s office. The drive home was slow and filled with traffic, but that was normal.

		Darcy threw together some dinner from left-overs and made another green salad, tossing it with Italian dressing this time instead of the ranch she’d used last night. She selected a light Chablis and put it in the freezer to chill.

		Julian would be home soon. There was a movie they both wanted to see on one of their premium cable channels and Vincent was supposed to call tonight, to set up the details of their date this weekend!

		

		****

		

		Sure enough, her cell phone ring tone went off at nine. Julian paused the movie and sat back to listen to her conversation as soon as the caller ID revealed the identity of the caller to be Vincent.

		“Hey, I was thinking you’d forgotten all about me,” she said teasingly, toying with a strand of her long raven hair as Julian grinned happily at her.

		She listened to what her handsome lover was saying before replying, “Oh, I see, well, I’m glad he’s okay now.”

		Vincent spoke for a long time and her face underwent several changes as she listened to what he had to say. Her final expression was one of hesitation as she suggested, “How about this instead: how about meeting at that same restaurant at around one on Friday and having lunch, and then driving up to your cabin? We could come back sometime Saturday. I think my husband would be more comfortable with me spending one night away from home than he would be with me spending two.”

		Julian raised his eyebrows. She smiled reassuringly at him, and said into the phone, “That sounds great; I’ll see you at one, unless there’s some further complication.”

		She nodded and finished with, “I’m looking forward to it, too, Vincent.”

		When she broke the connection, Julian said, “I gather you’ll be going out of town on your date?”

		“He has a mountain cabin about ninety minutes away,” she said. “He originally wanted me to go with him Friday night, and come back Sunday sometime.”

		He didn’t say anything. Julian just looked at her quizzically.

		She beamed and scooted over closer to him on the sofa they both sat on. As she spoke, she turned her body and climbed right onto his lap, wrapping both arms around his neck.

		“I didn’t want to be away from you that long,” she whispered, her eyes full of excitement. “Besides, this way he can spend all of Friday night and part of Saturday fucking me. And you can spend all of Saturday night and Sunday reclaiming me!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		The Cabin

		

		Vincent’s pricey, very plush Lexus ate up the miles quickly. They had left the restaurant at two, and by three, they had covered most of the distance to the cabin. Vincent kept the big car moving in and out of traffic, the cruise control set just below eighty.

		She stared over at her new lover as he drove, deciding that he was incredibly handsome, and very sexy. There was just something about Vincent!

		In what seemed like no time, he was swinging down off the freeway and onto a two-lane county road. They went back under the freeway and followed the narrow strip of blacktop for several miles through a thick pine forest.

		This is really beautiful, thought Darcy as they drove along. I bet it’s spectacular in the winter, with all of the snow on the ground.

		At last, they came around a corner and Vincent turned onto an even smaller, less traveled track. They stayed on it until they came around still another corner in the lush pine growth and then took a tiny, barely paved road leading off to the right.

		In less than a quarter of a mile, they came to a clearing and there stood a magnificent mountain cabin, with a metal roof—to help repel the deep winter snows—that had been painted a deep forest green. The place featured log walls and a stone foundation, as well as a new-looking series of wooden steps which led up to the front door.

		Parking right in front of it, Vincent popped open the trunk and shut off the engine. He turned toward her and said, “I’m not quite finished remodeling it yet. But it’s much better than it was when I first bought it a few years back.”

		They got out of the car and fetched their overnight bags from the trunk. Climbing the wooden staircase together, they soon arrived on the front porch and Vincent produced a key from his pocket and opened the door.

		Darcy stepped inside and was immediately entranced by what Vincent had done with the once rustic cabin. If there were a magazine called Mountain Cabin Beautiful, this place could have been featured on the cover!

		Everywhere she looked, she saw perfection. The main room had a twenty-foot high, beamed ceiling, with a stone fireplace that ran up one wall clear to the top.

		The bar stood in one corner, complete with a full set stainless steel, glass-doored wine racks behind it; ideal for chilling the row upon row of the champagne and white wine bottles she saw displayed there. There were six stools in front of the bar, all made of heavy, richly stained and highly polished wood with black leather seats.

		“I love your choice of flooring,” she said, glancing down approvingly at the light oak boards which made up the cabin’s shiny floors, and the expensive-looking area rugs that complimented the color of the wood to a tee.

		“Most of the knick-knacks, art, paintings came from my store,” Vincent said, “and all of the appliances in the kitchen, naturally.”

		He gestured at the nearby staircase leading up to the second floor and said, “Why don’t I show you the upstairs? We can put our bags in the master bedroom while we’re at it.”

		She climbed the staircase with him and saw that the “A-frame” cabin had a spacious upper story. Besides the master bedroom, there were two other bedrooms, with a communal bathroom in between them.

		“I see that we have our own bathroom,” she commented, leaning into the modest sized room and noting the antique-looking but modern as they could be cabinets, fixtures, and tile floor.

		There was a big shower enclosure, an old-fashioned, claw-footed bathtub, and a white porcelain, pedestal sink with a large, mirrored medicine cabinet mounted over it, along with a light bar which featured six frosted bulbs and would be perfect for a female guest to fix her make up or her hair beneath.

		The master bedroom itself was a large room, with a king bed, two matching oak nightstands, an oak armoire which contained a big-screen television, complete with DVD player and cable set up. Everything in the impressive room was made of either the dark oak, or brass-accented, black wrought iron, including the fireplace screen and tools.

		“It’s very beautiful,” she complimented him, setting down her bag on a low-slung, antique dresser. “Did you use a professional decorator?”

		“Good God, no,” Vincent laughed. “All that you see was personally selected by yours truly, for good or ill.”

		“Well, you did a fantastic job,” she said, nodding toward the king bed, with its brocaded bedspread and assortment of decorative pillows. “I suppose you want to try out that bed, just to see if it works?”

		Vincent surprised her when he answered, “Not right now; let’s go down to the bar and have some champagne and unwind from our trip first; then we’ll have dinner. There’ll be plenty of time to test the bed. We have all night and part of tomorrow, after all.”

		Darcy was slightly taken aback by his answer. She told herself as they exited the bedroom and went back down to the ground floor that Vincent was a grown up, sophisticated man who was willing to take his time and savor all the pleasures that life had to offer. She had been spending too much time with eager teenage boys, who only wanted to claim her body as many times as they could get their dicks hard!

		Vincent is so suave, so worldly-wise, she told herself, I know he wants to fuck me; he proved that last time, at the hotel. But he isn’t eighteen anymore--he can wait.

		She found that she rather liked being with a man who was in no particular hurry to bed her. It all felt so casual, so right, somehow!

		Sitting at the bar, watching him carefully select a champagne for them, open it, and pour some into two chilled flutes, she was struck once again by what a well-heeled, classy man Vincent truly was. The label on the champagne he finally chose, she noted, said Krug Grand Cuvee. Darcy didn’t know much about champagne, but she knew that one was very expensive.

		“I suppose you’ll want to take at least a few photographs tonight, for your husband?” He asked the question casually, as he handed her the flute full of champagne. “I was a bit surprised that you didn’t ask to do so last time, at the hotel.”

		Darcy had never considered taking naughty photos of the two of them in bed, but she knew instantly that Julian would love it! She leaned closer to Vincent and asked, “And you wouldn’t mind?”

		“Not unless he plans to post them on the net somewhere, or leave them on your phone, where they might be hacked by some electronic snoop,” Vincent said. “You’re not some Hollywood bimbo or a supermodel, so the chances are slight that it would happen anyway.”

		He clicked rims with her and each of them tasted their Krug. It was delicious!

		“Pictures of me getting it on with another man’s wife wouldn’t do my store any good, nor would help you and your husband’s reputations much,” Vincent observed.

		“No, I don’t suppose it would,” Darcy agreed, thinking of how fast the university would deny Julian the tenure he was seeking, and how quickly it would no doubt move to sever all connections with him, should it ever become known that her husband was “immoral” enough to enjoy loaning his wife out to other men, for their mutual pleasure!

		“If you decide to take videos of us together, or even just photos, you should make sure you download them onto a DVD as soon as possible, and erase the images from your phone,” Vincent went on to caution her, drinking some more champagne.

		“Julian, my husband, would just love that, I know,” Darcy said excitedly. “I tell him all about my little hotwife…adventures, in detail. But I think actually seeing them happen would thrill him no end!”

		They finished their initial flute of champagne and Vincent poured them each another. He asked cannily as they sipped, “How would he feel about participating in a ménage a trois, as the French call it?”

		Darcy’s pussy was already starting to moisten at the mere thought of showing Julian some photos, or perhaps even some racy video footage of her and Vincent together tonight. She felt an added surge of excitement as she imagined her handsome hubby in the same room, watching her in person as she was behaving like a very bad girl; maybe even joining in!

		“Have you done that?” She asked the question breathlessly. “With some of the other hotwives you’ve been with, I mean; have you participated in a threesome with their husbands?”

		“Several times, actually,” Vincent admitted modestly, “it can be great fun, doubling a lady with her husband eager and involved.”

		He finished his second glass of bubbly and she downed hers, just to be sociable. As he poured them a third, he asked, “What about Julian? You’ve said this whole hotwife thing was his idea in the first place. Do you think he’d enjoy actually seeing you with another man, in person? Do you think he’d like to be part of a threesome?”

		Darcy practically inhaled her third glassful of the marvelous champagne, thinking about that. Her nipples were now very plumped up and her pussy was positively awash with lubricant!

		Would Julian want that? She didn’t know, but she was going to find out, right now!

		“Let’s ask him,” Darcy blurted, picking up her purse off the bar and snatching up her smartphone.

		She punched “one” on the speed-dial and had Julian on the line in two rings. He asked nervously, plainly thinking of that time with Joe; “Is everything alright?”

		Darcy smiled at Vincent and said, “It’s way better than just alright, darling. I’m going to be sending you some pictures of Vincent and me in the bedroom tonight. And I’m going to have some video for us to watch together when I get home tomorrow!”

		She heard her husband suck in an excited breath and then listened to him exclaim, “No kidding…he won’t mind?”

		“Who do you think brought up the idea in the first place?”

		Again, she heard him breathe in sharply. She knew Julian’s cock was getting as hard as it could be inside his trousers right now.

		After pausing and giving him a few more seconds to get used to the idea of her being nasty for him on camera, she whispered, “He said he’d be up for making love to me right in front of you, too! Would you like that, honey?”

		Julian made a sound like a tortured animal. Several seconds elapsed, and then he wheezed, “You can’t mean it! He’d…he’d actually be willing to fuck you, with me present in the room?”

		She smiled at Vincent from across the bar and whispered, “That’s not all, baby. He’d even let you join in the fun, if you wanted to!”

		Julian gasped once more and she thought that he might be coming in his pants! She giggled at that mental image—really starting to feel the champagne she had drunk thus far--and said, “Think about it. We can discuss it more when I get home tomorrow. I’ll send you the pictures later tonight, darling!”

		Darcy broke the connection and put her phone back in her purse. She waggled her empty champagne flute suggestively at Vincent, who refilled it immediately.

		

		****

		

		Vincent really surprised her again by not whisking her back upstairs to the bedroom and fucking her lights out. He could no doubt see that her recent conversation with Julian had her feeling exceptionally horny! Instead, he finished that bottle of champagne with her, opened another, and then went back down to the car to fetch a small ice chest.

		“For dinner tonight, we’re having some chicken which has been steeping in a marinade of my own invention since this morning,” he announced, taking a glass dish with a plastic cover from the ice chest and putting it in the kitchen refrigerator.

		“Along with the chicken and a simple salad, we’ll be having Hasselback potatoes,” he told her.

		She smiled, uncertain what to say next. After a moment, she asked, “What are Hasselback potatoes?”

		“Watch and learn, oh, beauteous one,” he said, waggling his eyebrows suggestively.

		He took two medium-sized Yukon Gold potatoes out of a plastic bag from the grocery store and proceeded to wash them off thoroughly in the kitchen sink while she watched. Vincent put them on the cutting board and sliced into them carefully, leaving them joined at the bottom by a thin strip of potato and skin.

		Next, he put them in another heavy glass cooking dish and brushed them with melted butter. Popping the dish in the oven--which he had preheated to a temperature of four-twenty-five--he shut the door.

		“I’ll grill the chicken out on the back deck while they’re cooking,” he explained. “The wedges tend to fan out as the potato gets hot, so I’ll drizzle on some more butter at about thirty minutes and add some salt and pepper. When they’re done, they should be crispy on the outside, like French fries, but soft on the inside, like mashed or baked potatoes. And the butter makes them doubly delicious!”

		Darcy hadn’t realized she was as hungry as she was. The potatoes sounded irresistible and the chicken smelled incredible as soon as he fired up the big gas grill and put the well-marinated pieces onto it to cook.

		

		****

		

		“This meal is absolutely perfect!” She gushed out her praise as she sipped at the contents of yet another bottle of Krug champagne and swallowed a mouthful of the most flavorful, luscious potatoes and chicken she had ever tasted. “The salad was light and crisp and chilled just right, and the main course is utterly divine!”

		Vincent smiled with satisfaction and finished his own dinner. He said, toasting her with his flute, “Desert will be served by you, up in the master bedroom, in a few minutes.”

		“Oh, and what might that be?”

		“Pussy ala Darcy, of course,” he said with a naughty little smile, “it’s the sweetest treat I know.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		Wild Night

		

		Vincent proved once again that his talents in the bedroom were as great as or even greater than those he had displayed behind the bar or in the kitchen. And he didn’t show them off to just her this time: he happily ate her pussy to perfection as she lay back against the pillows of his bed, snapping away for her husband, sending the proof of her joyous infidelity to Julian’s phone from her own!

		They barely stopped their naked carousing after she had come; squealing with excitement at the top of her lungs for the camera that first time. A shaky-kneed Darcy set the camera atop the nearby dresser, making sure the lens captured the entire king bed’s surface and switching on the phone’s video function.

		Dark had fallen early in the mountains outside and both the lamps occupying the room’s nightstands had been switched on to their lowest settings. They provided plenty of light for the camera to capture the scene perfectly as her lips slid up and down his massive hard on, just before he slipped it into her juicy cunt for the first time that evening and fucked her to another towering orgasm!

		Darcy soon discovered that by delaying the sex between them for so long, Vincent had done away with the need for foreplay almost entirely. She was crazy for him and his magnificent cock and she wasted no time in forcing most of it down her throat, or deep into her well-primed pussy right in front of the camera.

		It was as if she had forgotten the lens was even there! Darcy was wild for Vincent’s body; for his thick, lengthy dick!

		She wanted it deep inside her. She wanted to suck it, to ride it endlessly while she screamed out her orgasms; she wanted to feel it stretching her asshole open and shooting a hot load deep in her bowels!

		

		****

		

		At midnight, they were still at it. Darcy had lost count of the number of times she had come so far, but she knew it was sizeable.

		Each time she had climaxed had only seemed to stoke her inner fires to new levels of arousal. She was wild for Vincent’s cock, and he didn’t disappoint her!

		He must use Viagra or one of those, Darcy thought as she hunched her well-fucked pussy up and down on his seemingly ever-hard length. No one who is in his thirties, the way Vincent is, can stay this hard for this long without chemical help. Even Adrian and Lonnie eventually went soft and couldn’t get hard again, after they’d spent the whole morning and afternoon in bed with me, and they’re both horny teenagers!

		She had been hungry to blow Vincent, to swallow his manly outpouring; for herself, for his pleasure, and for the all-seeing eye of the video camera. Darcy wanted Julian to see just what a slut she could be, once she got going!

		Vincent was flat on his back on the bed, his impressive cock jutting upward. Darcy was on her tummy between his widespread legs, licking his balls, lapping at his rigid flesh, and then moving her lips up and down it slowly as she circled his prick tip with just her teasing tongue.

		Her lover was moaning softly as she sensuously sucked his big cock, toying with her hair as she lay with her head bobbing relentlessly on his dick He was going to come soon, even though it would be something like his fourth orgasm of the night.

		Darcy’s mouth on his cock was just too lascivious to resist, too carnal…to inviting to ignore. Vincent gasped and murmured, “Oh, God, Darcy, you sexy little vixen! Here is! Swallow it; swallow it all for me!”

		For his fourth load of the night, it was very impressive. While there wasn’t as much as there had been earlier--when he had creamed her pussy—there was still quite a few mouthfuls of the white-hot, sticky goo for her to deal with.

		When she was sure he was done spurting, she opened her mouth and let the camera see some of his pearly-white offering clearly. She playfully swished it around his cock head for the lens and then swallowed it noisily, knowing that Julian would go crazy when he saw that!

		Apparently, her naughty behavior didn’t just drive Julian mad; it had the same effect on Vincent! He surprised her by coming up off the bed and grabbing her.

		“Got to eat you,” he grunted, moving off the bed and dragging her limp form right along with her.

		As he hopped off the mattress, he turned her onto her back and inserted two fingers into her jizz-filled cunt, right in front of the camera. He found her g-spot and began to massage it roughly with his buried fingers.

		Darcy whimpered and ground her pussy against his delving fingers, closing her eyes in gathering ecstasy. He bent low and licked her clitty a few times, coming away—she was sure—with a semen-filled tongue!

		Vincent didn’t seem to care. His tongue continued to lash her clit as he stroked her inner-trigger.

		“Oh, God, that feels so…nasty!” She sighed as he fingered her and licked her clit.

		“It will feel even nastier when I shove my hard cock up that pretty little rosebud of yours while I play with your g-spot,” Vincent’s normally refined, gentle voice suddenly growled. “I want to despoil this hot little body of yours tonight, Darcy! I want to claim it in every way a man can!”

		Darcy’s eyes shot open. He was leering at her, his thick cock beginning to throb to life already!

		Oh, I WANT him to do that! She admitted as much to herself. I’m thrilled to have him to shove that fat dick in me anywhere he wants…while my darling Julian watches him do it!

		Much to her amazement, Vincent’s prick got hard very soon. Well before his mouth and tongue on her clit had made her come, his cock was as firm as a ball bat once more.

		He reached for the sex lube and smeared a thick coating of it all over his prick and then pushed a finger immersed in the slippery stuff deep into her ass. Darcy mewled with lust and ground her lower torso against his exploring fingers, two in her cunt and the one finger from the other hand which was now busy inside her asshole!

		“Fuck me,” she begged, knowing the camera was recording both her voice and the ravenous, needy look on her face for Julian! “Stick that big cock of yours right up my ass and fuck it while you play with my g-spot darling! You’ll make me come so hard!”

		“Don’t I know it?” Vincent chuckled. “God, but you’re a nasty little slut, Darcy!”

		I AM, Darcy confessed to herself, I’m nothing but a cheating, married ‘ho’ who loves strange cock; the thicker and longer the better!

		Vincent wasn’t gentle with her, sensing that she didn’t want to be lovingly penetrated; she wanted to be taken! He yanked his finger from her ass and replaced it with his prick, filling her back passage with it in one unrelenting thrust!

		“Oh, oh, God, it’s so biiiiiiggg!” She whined out the protest, but he paid no attention, just as she secretly hoped he wouldn’t!

		Her lover began really banging his huge cock into her ass while he pawed at her inner-trigger, and that felt so marvelous! She wanted him to hurt her a little, to make her shriek with both pain and joy while the camera recorded it all!

		Darcy’s eyes were open wide while he hammered her and dug at her g-spot with his curled fingertips. She knew her mouth was opening and closing like that of a fish out of water, as she got ready to come around his driving manhood.

		Her big tits were jellying and shaking on her chest as he rammed his massive hard on down into her nether opening. Darcy tossed her head from side to side, whipping her long black curls around her face and moaning.

		It just felt so good…so unspeakable dirty, to get fucked in the ass like this in front of a video camera! A monumental come was building within her pussy and Darcy welcomed it; she longed for it…she lusted after it!

		“Oh, fuck me hard, right in the ass!” She wailed as she got ready to climax. “Shoot it in me, pleaaaassseee!”

		She wouldn’t have thought it was even possible, but Vincent fucked her harder, faster, and deeper right before he exploded into her ass! Darcy screamed and a jet of something that looked like water rocketed out of her pussy, past his flying fingers, and spattered messily onto his tummy as he fucked her!

		I’m SQUIRTING! She realized.

		Her fevered brain registered that she was squirting, she was coming so hard! She had never done that before. But then again, she had never come this hard in her life before!

		

		****

		

		“You’re a deliciously naughty man,” she murmured, kissing his nipples.

		It was two in the morning and they had just awakened from a long nap, wrapped in each other’s arms. The camera was off now, and Darcy’s phone had been safely tucked away inside her purse.

		“I stand by my earlier statement, darling,” he whispered, “You’re a slut!”

		He chuckled softy in the darkness and added, “But a thoroughly delightful slut, at that. God, you’re a real fireball, once you get started, Darcy. I’ve never met a woman like you before! Your Julian is a lucky man.”

		“I bet you can see now why he wants to loan me out to other guys,” Darcy joked, running her fingers through Vincent’s chest hair playfully.

		“I do, indeed,” her lover sighed, “you’re too much woman for one man to keep satisfied; that’s clear, you little strumpet!”

		“Hey, watch that ‘strumpet’ talk, mister!” She chided him good naturedly. “I didn’t hear you complaining when you were fucking my ass a while ago!”

		Vincent held her in his arms and whispered, “No, no complaints at all, on my part, darling. As a matter of fact, I’d like to do that again right now!”

		Darcy’s ass was a little tender from the rough handling it had received a few hours ago. Even though he had used lots of lube, his dick was very thick and it had really stretched her anus out.

		But she was going to let him have her that way again, if that was what he wanted. She knew it as surely as the sun was going to come up in the morning…

		

		****

		

		“Does it hurt?” He leaned over her back and whispered the question in her ear as he fucked her in the butt once more.

		“Yesssssssss,” she hissed, loving how big he was, how his dick really filled her back there, how his finger felt up against her clit.

		“Do you want me to stop?”

		“Nooooooooooooo,” her voice sounded downright guttural in the pitch-black room. “Don’t stop! Don’t ever stop fucking meeeeeeeeeee!”

		Vincent laughed and screwed her ass harder. She felt his big balls smacking into her sensitive clit with each stroke and it thrilled her!

		She loved being a slut for him! She just loved it!

		He balled her deeper, faster, and she felt her pussy weeping out lube. Maybe she’d squirt again when she came this time; maybe his hot ass-fucking would make her shoot out another spray of hot, clear girl juice, the way he had before!

		

		****

		

		Vincent didn’t wake her until nine the next morning. She awoke in his arms, with him smiling at her, just watching her sleep.

		Darcy smiled back at him. Last night had been wonderful!

		She felt so close to Vincent now. They had done everything she could think of that a woman could do for a man in bed; things that she’d never done before, even for her husband!

		But she wasn’t sorry. She realized at that moment that she had a strange, musky taste in her mouth, and then she remembered…

		Vincent had been fucking her in the ass for the second time that night; he had made her come so hard she was afraid she’d lose consciousness, the way she had when that awful Joe had nearly drowned her with his gushing come!

		But Vincent hadn’t orgasmed…not yet! He had somehow managed to last through her squealing, shivering, all-out climax and then he had eased his still-hard cock out of her butt and whispered the question, “Would you…would you suck it for me right now? I want to come in your sweet mouth!”

		Darcy blushed as she recalled how she had let him slip the soiled prick into her lips; how she had sucked it enthusiastically for him—still redolent with the aroma of her bottom—until he had come, spurting, into her mouth!. She had swallowed every drop, and then licked his cock clean!

		That was why her mouth tasted the way it did. What she had done was beyond nasty, but she wasn’t really ashamed.

		“What are you thinking about?”

		“About what a bad girl I was last night,” she admitted, smiling at him again.

		“Want to be a little strumpet for me again this morning, in the broad daylight?”

		She cuddled into him and reached for his gooey cock, murmuring; “I thought you’d never ask!”

		

		****

		

		“You’re a remarkable woman, Darcy,” he said at breakfast that morning, just before they began the drive back to the city.

		She laughed and took another big bite of her delicious toast. It was smeared with the most heavenly black cherry jam--imported from France, Vincent had told her--she had ever tasted.

		“How do you mean that, Vincent?” She asked. “Do you find me remarkably naughty, or remarkably debauched or, possibly, remarkably slutty?”

		He laughed too and said, “All of those, of course, but incredibly beautiful and somehow…innocent as well, under your naughtiness.”

		She nearly choked on her toast and managed to say incredulously, “Innocent, that’s not a word I’d use to describe the way I acted last night, up in that bedroom!”

		He smiled but didn’t laugh. Earnestly, he said, “Oh, you were as…adventurous as any woman I’ve ever shared a bed with, to be sure. You did some things that were outrageous and vulgar; things that I’ve only done with a few other women in my life. And you weren’t at all reluctant to do them. If anything, you were eager!”

		Before she could respond to that, he rushed to add, “But through it all, I got the feeling that what really excited you about what you were doimg was stepping outside the boundaries of normality. Seeing for yourself—and showing me—what really naughty girl you could be!”

		She thought about that for a long minute and said, “I think you’re right. I think that’s one of the major payoffs for me about this whole hotwife thing: being someone I never thought of myself as being; shocking my lovers, my husband, and me with my wicked behavior.”

		“As I said, you’re a remarkable woman,” he said, toasting her with his orange juice.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		Shocking Julian

		

		Her husband strolled into the restaurant at one-thirty that afternoon to find his wife sitting alone at a table, waiting for him. Julian came over to her, leaned down, and gave her a light peck on the cheek by way of a greeting.

		She waited until he had sat down across from her and then said softly, “Did you get the photos I sent you last night?”

		Julian sucked in a breath and his cheeks turned slightly red. He murmured, “I did. They were extraordinary!”

		“Vincent wasn’t sure the cell phone reception up at the cabin was adequate to transmit them reliably,” she explained, glancing over the lunch menu.

		He did the same. At last, he whispered, “I can hardly wait to get you home and in bed, darling, after seeing those photos!”

		She smiled tantalizingly over at him and murmured, “Wait until you see the videos. I’m afraid I was a very naughty little wife last night, sweetie. And I captured most of it on film for us to enjoy together!”

		Julian squirmed in his chair and blushed again. He said, “I’m glad lunch is going to take a while; maybe my hard on will go down by the time we leave!”

		

		****

		

		During the short drive home, Darcy made up her mind. She was going to tell Julian everything she had done last night with Vincent…everything, no matter how slutty she had been!

		Some of it was on video, so he’d see that, of course. But the ass-to-mouth blowjob wasn’t on film, and she’d just decided to share that with him as well!

		Looking over at her handsome, kinky husband as he drove, she smiled. She had utter faith in Julian’s perversity!

		He wouldn’t be appalled, as most husbands would be. He’d be thrilled by what she had done; Darcy was sure of it!

		Julian pulled the car into the garage and closed the door behind them. He came around to Darcy’s side and helped her out of the passenger seat and led her around to the front.

		Instead of opening the door that led into the kitchen, he turned and kissed her. It was a hot, passionate kiss, with lots of tongue.

		They ended up sprawled out on the hood of the car, the metal hot and uncomfortable against Darcy’s back. But she didn’t care.

		If Julian wanted to fuck her this way, she was more than willing! It seemed like all she thought about now was sex and she was suddenly game for anything; anything at all!

		Fucking her husband out in the garage on the hood of the car struck her as being just the sort of wildly exotic, eccentric, and forbidden behavior she had come to adore. And she loved feeling that way, she realized. She half hoped he would get out his hard cock and penetrate her with it.

		But Julian plainly had other ideas. He pulled back and brought her with him, steadying her on her feet as he whispered, “This way, into the bedroom. I’ve got something to show you!”

		Darcy trotted along with him at a near jog, through the kitchen, into the dining room, across the living room, and down the hallway leading into the master bedroom. She looked around and was slightly disappointed when she didn’t spot anything new in their room.

		“When you called yesterday afternoon and said you’d have video for us to watch,” he said, his eyes bright with excitement, “I went online and found out how to download the cell phone video onto a big screen TV, so that we can watch what you did up at that cabin in bed together!”

		She looked amazed--pleased--but amazed. Julian understood much more about electronics than she did, so she wasn’t surprised that he could get her cell phone videos to play on the big screen in their bedroom.

		Darcy knew that her cursory glance around the room had taken in everything and that nothing new had obviously been added to the bedroom, as far as electronics went. Julian got her phone out of her purse and crossed the room to where the big television screen was mounted to the wall near the ceiling.

		He got a thin, black cable out of the dresser beneath the TV and quickly connected it to both her phone and the set. Returning to the bed, he began shedding his clothes, right along with his wife.

		As soon as both of them were nude on the bed—lying back against the pillows lining the headboard—Darcy took her phone in her hand while Julian turned on television. The big screen sprang to life, and Darcy saw a shot of her pussy being expertly eaten by a very naked Vincent.

		She heard Julian suck in his breath and then exclaim, “He is big, isn’t he? Do you like having a cock as big as that inside you?”

		“Very much,” she admitted, reaching for Julian’s somewhat shorter, thinner dick, “but I love this one, too! You’re so masterful with it—such a cocksman—and that makes all the difference, darling!”

		Julian’s prick jerked in her fist as she said that, leading her to add, “Plus, I love you so much! I’m very fond of Vincent, as a lover, but I don’t love him. I love only you!”

		Her husband’s handsome face showed a sense of relief. He glanced back up at the screen and said, “I can see why you’re fond of him. That guy can really eat pussy, can’t he?”

		She looked at the giant screen and saw herself shivering, on the edge of an orgasm, Vincent’s tongue all over her pussy, paying special attention to her clit, of course. Darcy had never seen herself having sex before, and she had to admit, it was very hot!

		God, I am a really beautiful woman, aren’t I? I look especially great when I’m stark naked and I’m about to orgasm like a crazy girl!

		The Darcy on the screen’s tits were shaking and jellying atop her chest. Her eyes were closed in pure ecstasy, and her hips were hunching up off the bed to meet every penetration and hot lick by Vincent’s wriggly tongue. She moaned and worked her juicing pussy against his mouth feverishly, and then started to come.

		“I’ve never seen myself climax before!” Her voice was muted, awe-filled as she stared up at the screen.

		“You always look amazing, take it from me,” Julian sighed as he watched his wife orgasm with another man for the first time. Clearly, having her stroke his hard cock while he watched made it even better.

		They both observed her shudder through Vincent’s torrid pussy eating, and then Julian asked softly, “What did he do next?”

		Darcy turned and looked her husband right in the eye, a coy little smile on her face, and said, “He fucked me, baby. He fucked me so many times and in so many different ways that I can’t even remember all of them!”

		Julian looked as if had just been strapped into the electric chair and a huge current now passing through his helpless body. She thought for sure that he was gong to come right in her hand, but somehow, he held off.

		“Did…did he make you come again, with all of that fucking?”

		“Oh, God, darling, did he ever?” Darcy crooned, leaning in and kissing him.

		When she broke off the kiss, Vincent’s dick was gliding up and down her very wet pussy up on the screen and Julian stared at that sight, slightly aghast! He managed to stammer, “He…he’s fucking you! He’s really fucking you!”

		“Yes, he is, sweetie,” she whispered into her stunned hubby’s ear, never letting go of his dick. “So many times; here, let’s just lay back and watch, okay?”

		For what seemed like an hour, the two of them cuddled and watched Darcy taking Vincent’s big dick every way there was for her to take it! Julian whined at how hard the other man made his wife come several times, but he somehow managed to keep himself from shooting off as Darcy toyed with his rigid cock.

		When at last, the sensual prelude to the first butt-fuck of the night started, Julian moaned and whispered, “I can’t believe he’s eating your pussy! It’s so full of his own spunk!”

		On screen, Vincent’s whole mouth and cheeks were shiny with semen, and his darting tongue was coated with it as he licked Darcy’s clit while he massaged her g-spot. As he started to lube up her asshole with the sex gel, she whispered, “I came so hard when he did this! Wait until you see his big dick up my butt all the way, while he plays with my g-spot, darling!”

		Julian groaned at the mere thought of what he was about to witness. He murmured, “I’ve got to fuck you now, honey, while I watch him fuck your little ass!”

		“My pleasure, sweetie,” she whispered as she slid up onto her hands and knees in front of him.

		She felt Julian’s hard dick head mash up against her soupy cunt and slip inside. Looking back over her shoulder, she said, “Be sure and watch this part, while you fuck me, because Vincent makes me come so hard I almost lose my mind!”

		Julian shuddered and began to ram his dick into her. Darcy shivered at how wonderful that felt and turned her face back toward the screen, where Vincent was now balls-deep in her ass while he mauled her g-spot.

		She remembered how sensual, how naughty that had felt while it was happening and almost came then and there! The only thing that could make what Vincent had done to her any better was to share it with Julian, and she was now doing just that!

		Being a hotwife was wonderful. Video-taping her sex escapades was fantastic. And watching what as slut she had been with another man with her husband was too spectacular for words!

		

		****

		

		“Have you been giving the three-way Vincent proposed any thought?”

		She asked the question later that night, when they were temporarily exhausted. Julian smiled ruefully at her and answered, “I’ve rarely thought of anything else since you mentioned it last night.”

		He shook his head doubtfully and said, “I just don’t know if I can take that; being there in person, I mean. Seeing it on video is excruciating enough!”

		“Excruciating…excuse me, but aren’t the same guy who’s been coming like a man possessed for the past two hours or so, watching Vincent ball my brains out?”

		Julian looked sheepish as he admitted, “Yeah, I know. It’s incredibly hot to watch, but at the same time, it’s hard for me to see, babe. I can’t really explain it.”

		She grabbed up her cell phone and asked teasingly, “Oh, then I should delete all of this horribly painful video footage right away, is that it?”

		Julian lunged for the phone, taking it away from her, saying, “Don’t you even think about it! It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my whole life!”

		She laughed and he joined in, holding her close. When they recovered themselves, she asked, “Really, darling, what’s your problem?”

		He made a face and said, “I’m not sure I can even tell you. Seeing you like that…with him…is super-hot. I don’t have to tell you how stiff my dick got, watching that footage just now.”

		Julian grimaced and added, “But it’s hard to see, too. I’ll admit to being a bit bent, as our British friends say. I love to imagine you being with other men, being very naughty with them. And now I find that I like seeing it, too.”

		He sighed and said, “But I hate it at the same time. I hate myself for being turned on by watching that video—rather than repelled, as I know I should be—but I’m not repelled! I love it, but I know I shouldn’t!”

		“Men are so fucked up inside,” she said with a tiny smile, holding him close. “Here, come to mama, and let her make it all go away.”

		Darcy released her grip on him and instead plunged her head into his lap, sucking his limp cock into her lips in its entirety. She nursed at him for the better part of minute, and then let him slip from her mouth as she whispered up at him, “I’m sorry I don’t have any video of this, but did I tell you all about sucking Vincent off after he butt-fucked me? He didn’t quite come--but I sure did--and then he asked me to blow him while his cock was fresh from my ass…so I did what he asked me to do!”

		Julian’s cock got hard in a few heartbeats and she grinned up at him mischievously and went back to sucking him…

		

		****

		

		“I think the three-way is going to happen,” she announced smugly into her cell phone.

		It was just past ten on Sunday night and Julian was in the bathroom for a few moments. She had seized on the opportunity to speed dial Vincent and let him know that all was well.

		“No, no, he hasn’t said a definite ‘yes’, yet,” she whispered conspiratorially, “but he isn’t saying ‘no’ any more either.”

		She listened for a moment while Vincent spoke and then said, “That video has made all the difference. On the one hand, he hates seeing me being such a slut with you, but he keeps replaying it over and over again, like he can’t get enough of it!’

		The two of them shared a quick laugh over that and then she said, “I’ll call you back during the week and let you know which way he’s leaning. But I think the weekend after next is looking great for our first ménage a trois!”

		She said good-bye and put her cell phone down on the nightstand. Julian emerged into the bedroom from the master bath and said, “I thought I heard you talking to someone just now.”

		His wife pretended surprise and said innocently, “It wasn’t me; must have been the TV, darling…”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		Saving Her From Boredom

		

		By Wednesday, the three-way was looking like a done deal. She suspected her husband was watching the sex video she and Vincent had made when she wasn’t around but that didn’t bother her at all.

		He had transferred a copy onto a DVD he kept in his home office. And he was now making excuses to slip in there at night for a while to “do some grades”!

		If such behavior proved conducive to making another weekend up at Vincent’s cabin happen in the near future, she was all for it. She had to confess: she couldn’t stop daydreaming about sucking Vincent’s huge cock right in front of Julian, and then sucking her husband’s while her handsome lover fucked her from behind!

		That would just be so wild! They could video that, too, and then she and Julian would have it to watch together in the future!

		She was eating lunch by herself, out in the courtyard at work, at just after noon on Wednesday when she got a phone call from someone the caller ID said was named “Lonnie”. She smiled and wondered how the huge young man had wormed her cell number out of Adrian.

		“Hey, how did you get this number?” She asked the question after she had said hello.

		“My little buddy was happy to part with it, after I promised to put him down,” Lonnie said smugly.

		“‘Put him down’, what do you mean by that?”

		“He was a couple of feet off the floor at the time,” Lonnie explained. “I had a hold of the collar on the shirt he was wearing and I had just threatened to remove his head from his torso with my fist if he didn’t give me this number.”

		Darcy’s heart raced. She could totally imagine the bullish Lonnie doing that!

		The prospect both thrilled her and disgusted her at the same time. She had never had two men fight over her before, and she found it to be both very distasteful and yet completely exhilarating, in a very politically incorrect way!

		“You didn’t hurt him, did you?”

		“Didn’t have to do,” Lonnie said. “He gave it to me right away. Junior’s stupid, but not stupid enough to fight me.”

		She said, “Well, I’d better not hear that you did hurt him. I wouldn’t like that. I wouldn’t like that at all!

		Lonnie laughed and said, “He’s okay; his pride just got bent a little.”

		There was a long, uncomfortable silence and then Darcy asked, “What did you want to talk to me so badly for, anyway?”

		“I wanted to ask you to meet me at another motel, tomorrow, at about ten or so,” he breathed into the phone.

		A thrill shot down Darcy’s spine and right into her pussy. She smiled coyly and said “Oh, and just why would I want to do that?”

		“You know why,” he whispered. “I want to spend the day in bed with you again, Darcy. You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever met. I can’t stop thinking about that hot little body of yours, and how sexy you are, once you get going!”

		Darcy felt her pussy getting really wet almost immediately. She thought of big, burly Lonnie, and his super-cock, and about having it all to herself for a day!

		“I’m not sure I want to do that,” she teased him, knowing right away that she was eventually going to cave in and agree to meet him!

		“I’ll make it worth your while,” Lonnie said softly. “I haven’t been with another girl since we got together last time. My balls are full of that stuff you like so much!”

		That’s so nasty! She thought to herself. Imagine, promising me lots and lots of hot come to suck out of those huge nuts of his. What kind of a girl does he think I am?

		“What about your blonde cheerleader fiancé?” She asked, verbally tantalizing him still further. “Why isn’t she handling your little blue balls problem?”

		“She’s out of town for ten days or so; some bullshit about a summer cheerleading camp,” Lonnie said disgustedly, as if he resented his fiancé learning some new cheers and for her having decided that her camp experience was more important to her than his need for pussy!

		Darcy asked herself if she really wanted to be alone in a motel room with Lonnie and his huge, demanding dick. She had just had the weekend of her life with Vincent on Friday night and part of Saturday, and then Julian all night Saturday and all day Sunday.

		And her husband had fucked her several times since Sunday as well. Especially after he’d spent part of the evening in his office at home; doing “grades”!

		Surely, she told herself, that’s enough sex for any girl.

		But Darcy had to admit to herself, that she was no longer just any girl! She thought about sex all the time now; especially the forbidden, nasty kind—just the kind of taboo, cheating sex that muscular, well-hung guys like Lonnie offered!

		“What motel did you have in mind?” She heard herself asking the question a few moments later.

		“I thought we’d use that one out on the interstate, right next to the Denny’s, as you’re leaving town,” Lonnie said. “We can go over and grab a burger, if we get hungry, and then go back to the room and fuck some more.”

		Ooh, lunch at Denny’s AND a cheap motel room, Darcy thought to herself sarcastically, what more could a girl want?

		But she heard herself saying, “I’ll be there at around ten tomorrow. Text the room number to me at ten, and I’ll meet you there.”

		

		****

		

		As per usual, Darcy hadn’t dressed up for today’s motel date. She was wearing another loose, very light sweater-blouse when she pulled into the parking lot next to the old motel. It was halfway between the nearby Denny’s and the motel, so if anyone she knew happened to see her car in the lot—an unlikely occurrence in the first place—she could always say she had been eating a late breakfast at the coffee shop.

		Lonnie had texted her that he’d be in room one-oh-nine, so that was the door she knocked on at a few minutes after ten in the morning. The door came open and she saw Lonnie, wearing only a pair of baggy sweatpants, holding it open for her.

		He was just as she remembered him; impossibly tall and muscular, with a day’s growth of dark, reddish brown whiskers lining his face and a predator’s gleam in his dark eyes. Without a word, he shut the door behind her, locked it, and drew Darcy in for passionate kiss.

		Her braless breasts were crushed up against his bare chest hair and her arms came up around his neck automatically as her tongue found his. Darcy felt her breathing accelerate rapidly, and knew her pussy was leaking hot lubricant.

		The boy wanted her and she wanted him. It was as simple as that!

		In moments, they were both naked and on the bed, still making out furiously. He drew his lips away from her and reached down to set the head of his exquisitely long cock against her juicy cunt.

		“You don’t waste any time, taking what you want, do you?”

		“No,” he breathed out in a guttural hiss as he entered her.

		God, he’s so fucking big! She told herself as he took her fully for the first time that day in one long shove. And he feels so good up inside me!

		Darcy just spread her legs wider and let him enjoy her to his heart’s content. His thick shaft impaled her again and again, all the way up to his massive balls.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that’s the way I like it, baby,” she cooed in his ear as he continued to power-fuck her, “deep and steady and hard!”

		Lonnie sighed and gave it to her just the way she wanted it. His long cock sank all the way into her endlessly, and she felt his nut sac banging into her ass cheeks every time he claimed her.

		Going to come, Darcy realized, her twat convulsing around her youthful lover’s hammering dick, her big tits jerking as one against his hairy chest, he’s fucking me so great; I can’t help but come!

		“Shoot it, honey,” she urged him, her voice rising as she got ready to explode beneath him, “shoot my hot pussy full of your slippery spunk! Drown me in it!”

		The younger man threw back his head and roared out his ecstasy as he began to hose her insides down with hot, gooey come! He moaned and fucked her even faster, his cock spewing out jet after jet of the heated goop!

		As his fiery semen bathed her clit, she groaned and held on tighter. She was coming…God, was she ever coming!

		

		****

		

		“You weren’t lying,” she murmured contentedly, tracing lazy designs in Lonnie’s dark chest hair. “I bet you hadn’t come since the last time we were together. You had an ocean of spunk stored up in those big nuts of yours, lover!”

		A small, pearl-white deluge of jism spilled out of her open pussy as the two of them cuddled and toyed with each other at the head of the bed. He smiled as he saw it and boasted proudly, “I really jizzed you just then, Darcy; just like I said I would.”

		“You did at that, sweetie,” she whispered, loving the way the thick river of man cream felt oozing out of her satisfied cunt lips. “How long before you can do it again?”

		She felt Lonnie’s python of a dick stir against her thigh as he said softly, “Not long, babydoll; not with a hottie like you!”

		He leaned over and kissed her, dragging his chest across her sensitive little nipples. His tongue caressing hers as they kissed, and the feel of his scratchy chest fur against her naked breasts, soon had her libido firing up once more.

		I wonder how he’ll want me this time? She asked herself, not really caring.

		She knew she’d let big-cocked Lonnie have her pussy any way he wanted it, and gladly! Darcy could barely wait to feel him splitting her open again, rutting into her, delivering another huge load of hot ball juice, deep into her guts!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, God, oh, fuck,” she sighed, “it goes in so frigging deep this way!”

		He was behind her, on his knees, pounding his once-more hard cock into her cunt at a furious pace. She was on her hands and knees in front of him, taking him doggie style, all the way up to his swinging balls!

		She felt them slapping against her clit with each lunge forward, into her gooey recesses. Darcy hadn’t bothered to clean the spunk out of her twat in between their savage couplings, and each powerful thrust forced a wad of jism out of her pussy.

		Two thick streamers of jizz ran down her thighs as he pummeled her. But she didn’t care!

		His huge cock in her greedy cunt felt too good for her to ask him to stop so that she could clean up. Lonnie was lighting her clit up with his constant, eager pounding, and she loved it! She just loved it!

		“Fuck me,” she gasped, her head lolling forward, her tits swinging wildly under her body, “oh, God, fuck me hard and make me come again!”

		“I’ll get that hot pussy of yours off,” he rasped from behind her. “Don’t worry about that, you little cock-whore! I’ll make you come all day long!”

		Fuck, I hope so! Darcy admitted to herself as he reamed out her cunt. I AM a cock-whore! I just want to come and come all day long on this kid’s magnificent prick!

		He wheezed and grunted, “Take it, you hot little bitch! Take my spunk again, all of it!”

		Lonnie’s cock began to buck inside her, followed by a fresh torrent of warm cock cream. Darcy saw red and her head felt as if it was exploding as a second orgasm, even bigger than the first one, slammed into her!

		“Oh, fuck, oh, fuck,” she mewled as she began to shiver and shake around his thrusting cock, “it feels so fine to come like this! Oh, Jesus, it feels wonderful!”

		

		****

		

		“You’d better eat all of that meat,” she smiled across the table at him. “You’re going to need stamina this afternoon; stud.”

		He laughed and took another big bite of his double cheeseburger. She was buying him lunch, since he’d paid for the room.

		They were at Denny’s, of course, and she was eating an Avocado Chicken Caesar Salad while she watched him inhale their biggest hamburger and munch on a mound of French fries. He was also demolishing a big chocolate shake while she drank iced tea.

		“Growing boys need their protein,” she said as she smiled at him.

		“I’m going to feel you some protein, as soon as we get back to the room, baby,” he growled, smiling and taking another big bite.

		“Promises, promises,” taunted Darcy, grinning at him, “see that you keep them and I’ll swallow every drop for you!”

		“Uh, is everything okay, folks?” The waitress’s plainly embarrassed smile told Darcy that she had overheard her last comment.

		“Just fine,” Darcy said, still beaming at Lonnie, “as fine as it can be.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		The Cabin – Second Visit

		

		God, a nineteen-year-old kid’s balls can sure make a lot of spunk for a girl to swallow! Darcy had been daydreaming about last week, in that motel room with Lonnie.

		She looked over at Julian as he drove, keeping Vincent’s Lexus in sight. They were headed up to Vincent’s cabin for the entire weekend and Darcy was so excited that she couldn’t sit still in the seat!

		“What are you thinking about, kitten?”

		“This weekend, of course,” Darcy lied, not wanting to mention last week’s little tryst with Lonnie to Julian.

		He and Adrian and Tuesdays and Thursdays were still part of Darcy’s secret, “private days”, and she intended to keep them that way!

		“Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

		Darcy looked at her handsome husband and asked, “I might ask you the same question. You’ve been awfully quiet since we met up with Vincent at the restaurant and took off for the cabin.”

		“I won’t kid you, Darcy,” Julian admitted, “I’m still quite nervous about this. Vincent seemed like an okay guy, back at lunch, but this still feels very weird to me!”

		“Spending your weekend watching another guy fuck your wife silly, right in front of your eyes?” She asked the outrageous question in a teasing tone, as she reached over and ruffled her husband’s perfect hairdo playfully. “What’s weird about that?”

		They both laughed and Julian went back to watching the road, after first smoothing down his fly-away hair, and Darcy resumed thinking about Lonnie and his marvelous young dick! She found that loved daydreaming about it, and what he could do with that huge cock of his!

		After the lunch at Denny’s, he had made good on his promise and fed her a tummy full of spunk! They had both gotten naked again as soon as they had been back in the run down motel room, and her lips had been all over his cock!

		She couldn’t seem to get enough of it, and Lonnie had sighed and moaned encouragement as she’d blown him. He had been lying on his back in the middle of the bed and she had been sprawled on her belly between his muscular young legs, feasting on his throbbing manhood.

		I love the way that big old dick feels in my mouth, she thought, remembering how it had stretched out her lips, and the way it had glided right down her throat.

		Darcy had amazed both of them with how much of it she could swallow! Only an inch or two had remained outside her lips on the down-strokes that Thursday afternoon, leaving most of the gigantic dong buried in her mouth and throat!

		“Oh, babe, no one has ever gotten that much inside her mouth before!” Lonnie had groaned as she’d blown him.

		She smiled, recalling that, and wondered if she would be able to deep-throat all of Vincent’s lengthy, fat tool tonight, while her husband watched? She hadn’t been quite able to do it last time she had visited the cabin, but that was before she’d spent another afternoon in bed with big-cocked Lonnie again!

		I’m so BAD! She congratulated herself, remembering how Lonnie’s lip-stretcher of a dick and tasted, going off in her sucking mouth!

		I was able to swallow every drop of that hot, gooey stuff for him, too, when he finally came in my mouth!

		She looked over at Julian and imagined how surprised he was going to be when she sucked off Vincent’s much-bigger-than-average cock like that this weekend. She told herself, He’ll go out of his mind, when he sees me eat Vincent’s entire big dick, and gulp down all of his come!

		Julian caught her smug smile and asked, “What are you thinking about now, love?”

		“You…and how turned on you’re going to be this weekend,” she answered, semi-truthfully. “I’ll bet you and Vincent will be all over me, both nights!”

		“God, I hope so,” Julian sighed. “I desperately want this to go the way you think it will! I’ll be so happy, if I’m not too jealous, when I see you and him…together for the first time!”

		“You’ve seen it all on video, lots of times,” she cooed at him, dropping her hand onto his jeans and feeling his cock—all hard and throbbing—beneath them. “I’m sure seeing the real thing is going to arouse you, too, darling; not turn you off!”

		

		****

		

		At around four-thirty in the afternoon, the two cars arrived at the secluded cabin. Darcy and Julian parked their Audi right behind Vincent’s Lexus and the three of them emerged at the same time.

		They got out their overnight bags from both trunks and their host showed them up the stairs and into the cabin. Julian couldn’t help but admire the rustic, yet cosmopolitan ambience that Vincent had created in his mountain hideaway.

		“This is fantastic,” Julian complimented the other man. “I love the rock fireplace and the bar, and the whole look and feel of the place.”

		“I must confess, it’s easy to fit out a mountain cabin when you own a store like mine,” Vincent said with a smile, going behind the bar and taking out a bottle of champagne for them to enjoy. “There are lots of options to choose from, and if it doesn’t work, you simply put it back on the shelf and try something else until you get it right.”

		Julian returned the smile, saying, “I guess that would make it easier, as far as the art and the furniture went. But you still have to get the general layout right. No one wants to tear up one floor and replace it with another, and I imagine it would cost a bundle to move the bar from one side of the room to the other.”

		“That’s true enough,” Vincent admitted, pouring three chilled flutes full of champagne and holding up his glass to offer a toast. “Here’s to a beautiful weekend. May we all enjoy it!”

		“Amen,” said Julian, clicking rims with his host.

		“To new and exciting experiences,” Darcy said, doing the same, smiling coyly at both her men.

		They drank in silence and then Julian commented, “I see you have a great many French vintages, as well as those from the Napa valley in your wine cooler.”

		“Yes, I go to Europe several times a year, hunting for the next ‘big thing’ for the store,” Vincent answered, “an extravagantly priced French brazier that every serious home chef must own, or an outrageously expensive new line of Spanish crockery that is this season’s ‘must have’ item for every fashion-conscious hostess in London. As a result, I’ve become somewhat of an expert in European wines and cuisine.”

		“You manage to make going to Europe, eating in the finest restaurants, and shopping at the most exclusive shops sound like a chore,” Darcy kidded Vincent, sipping some of her excellent champagne.

		“Well, it does get repetitive, after a while,” Vincent explained; “seeking out over-priced items for unsophisticated people who largely can’t tell a piece of Spode china from something you’d buy at Target, who then have the effrontery to complain about how much it costs!”

		Julian laughed and said, “You don’t seem to have much respect for your customer base.”

		“Oh, some of them are all right,” Vincent replied. “But most of my customers are shopping for that special wedding present, or that unusual Christmas or birthday gift. They never come into the store except to buy something out of the ordinary, and they’re quite accordingly appalled at how much true quality costs!”

		“Guilty as charged, I suppose,” Julian laughed good naturedly. “I never shop at your place unless I’m hunting for an unusual gift item or a wedding present for some colleague who’s tying the knot.”

		“Still, as an art instructor at the college level, you have an appreciation for the finer things in life, I’ll warrant,” Vincent said, glancing at Darcy, who was seated at the bar next to her husband. “You have been to Europe, I take it, to study paintings and sculpture up close?”

		“Oh, yes, several times,” Julian allowed, “but not recently. I’ve promised to take Darcy there, on a tour. The times I’ve been there so far, I must confess, I was a starving art student, hitch-hiking around Europe and staying in youth hostels.”

		He sipped the last of his champagne and said with a sigh, “I can’t wait to visit some of my old haunts again as an adult, one with the wherewithal to stay in the better hotels this time, and visit the fine restaurants, as well as the museums.”

		“Let me know before you leave on that trip,” Vincent said, pouring them each another glass of bubbly. “I’ll make arrangement for you two to meet some of the great chefs of Europe, who happen to be old acquaintances of mine. You’ll get service like you wouldn’t believe!”

		He thought about that for a moment and said, “Let me recommend some hotels as well. I know the upper management people, as a result of my many visits there, and I should be able to get you some upgrades at stunningly low prices.”

		Julian beamed and toasted Vincent with his champagne glass, saying; “Now you’re talking!”

		

		****

		

		Dinner was filet mignon steaks which had been marinating in some sort of sauce of Vincent’s own invention since yesterday. The red meat was accompanied by the smoothest, most delicious Cabernet Sauvignon that either Julian or Darcy had ever experienced, potatoes Au Gratin, made from scratch by their host, a crisp, fresh salad of butter lettuce, glazed walnut halves, sweet cherry tomatoes, and feta cheese, served with an orange juice based dressing that nevertheless had a spicy finish; and a warm, crusty bread.

		“God, this meal is perfect!” Julian said when he had finished. “You’re a great cook, Vincent.”

		“I ought to be, with all of the cooking classes I’ve attended over the years,” he said modestly. “You have to keep up on what’s happening on the cooking scene, if you want to be successful with a store like mine.”

		“What’s for dessert?” Darcy said with a knowing little smile.

		“The same as last time you were here, darling,” Vincent said, returning her smile.

		

		****

		

		This is probably the best way for us to get this little ménage a trois to started, Darcy thought, as Vincent licked her pussy enthusiastically.

		Julian was as naked as the two of them, and he was currently feasting on her nipples, having just finished an incredibly arousing make out session with his wife as another man began to eat her cunt! Her husband had seemed hesitant about it all at first, but Vincent had waited until Julian was fully aroused from kissing Darcy to dip his head in between her legs and sample her succulent pussy with his darting tongue.

		For a second, when he first did that, Darcy had worried that Julian was going to pull his lips from hers and protest. But soon, his tongue had resumed its excited caress of hers and his hands had enveloped her bare breasts as Vincent had diligently licked her clit.

		Now her husband was really going after her aroused nipples, kneading and squeezing whichever one he wasn’t busily sucking. Vincent was lapping hungrily at her pussy lips, and she was scooting her ass all around the bed in rising ecstasy.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she crooned, her pussy boiling over with stimulation, her breasts jerking together as Julian worshipped them.

		“Fuck, this is so hot, babe!” Her husband gasped, sucking in air as he stopped nursing at her right nipple momentarily. “He’s eating your cunt so well; and your little nipples are so swollen!”

		She moaned and rolled her head from side to side, saying softly, “I’m so close, darling! Lick them; suck them for me, pleeeeeaaasssse! I want to come so badly!”

		Julian kissed her, sucking at her tongue as he squeezed both of her distended nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. Darcy groaned and tossed her hips up off the bed, mashing her clit against Vincent’s lips and tongue.

		“Eat her, man!” Julian said to Vincent as he panted for air when he once more broke off the torrid kiss. “She’s so turned on! She’s about to come for sure!”

		He dove on her left nipple and sucked for all he was worth, pummeling it with his tongue as he did so. Darcy whined and wriggled her pussy against Vincent’s tongue, desperately seeking release.

		“Oh, oh, God, it’s here!” She wailed a few seconds later. “And is it ever a big one?”

		Darcy just herself let go and came! Wave after wave of searingly-pleasurable pulses engulfed her pussy and she heard Vincent swallowing her outpouring noisily, only intensifying her orgasm!

		Julian growled softly as he bit her nipple and squeezed hard on her other one. She gasped and started to shiver and buck between the two men.

		FUCK, am I ever coming? Darcy’s fevered mind thought. These two are making me come like I’ve never come before…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, damn, she’s good at this!” Vincent sighed, watching Darcy’s head bob up and down on his rigid prick.

		Julian was lying next to him on the bed, with his wife in between the two men on her tummy. His own cock was shiny with a thick coat of her spittle, since she had just finished giving it what Vincent’s was now getting; a thorough sucking!

		“God, I can’t believe the way she’s taking all of you!” Julian gasped in shock, watching his naughty wife gobble up every inch of Vincent’s impressive hard on.

		“She’s been practicing,” Vincent said softly. “She couldn’t quite do that the last time we were together.”

		Alarm bells about Lonnie started going off in Darcy’s head but then Julian said proudly, “I bet she’s just inspired tonight. I know she’s been looking forward to this threesome ever since you suggested it.”

		Vincent nodded and said, “So have I. How about you, my friend? Is it all you thought it would be?”

		Julian looked relieved as he watched Vincent getting a super blowjob from Darcy. He said, “It is at that. I was worried I’d be turned off by seeing her with you, but I’m not; not at all!”

		“What about when I…fuck her?”

		“We’ll just have to see,” Julian said, sounding slightly hesitant again.

		“We’re about to do just that,” Vincent promised. “Because I don’t think I can wait another minute to sample that hot little pussy of hers!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		Two – All Night Long

		

		“Are…are you sure you’re going to be alright with this?” Darcy asked, her voice sounding almost timid as Vincent prepared to mount her a short time later.

		She was lying on her back in the middle of the bed, her husband kneeling near her head and with Vincent kneeling in between her widespread legs. Her lover’s big cock was as hard as she could ever remember seeing it as Vincent trailed his prick tip over her juicy cunt lips while Julian watched.

		“I think so,” he replied tentatively, his eyes never leaving the other man’s cock as it was about to enter his wife’s pussy.

		She gasped as her lover leaned forward just a little, spearing the fat helmet of his dick into her super-wet opening, fucking her right in front of Julian for the first time! More and more of the thick, lengthy cock entered her as her husband watched in awe!

		“Oh, darling, he’s fucking me!”

		Julian shivered all over and then smiled as Vincent’s cock disappeared entirely into his wife’s cleft. The other man’s big nuts came to rest against her ass cheeks, leaving her totally impaled on his impressive dick!

		“He…he’s…inside you!” Julian murmured, as though he couldn’t quite believe it, even though he had just watched her being stuffed full of the strange cock.

		“He sure is!” Darcy cooed, wiggling her pussy up against the invading harness, as if making sure that every last inch of it was sunk inside her gushing lips. “And I have to admit, sweetie, he feels so good!”

		Without further preamble, Vincent began to fuck her. She mewled with pleasure and half closed her eyes. Looking up at her husband, she sighed apologetically, “Forgive me for being such a slut…but I just love getting fucked!”

		Julian looked slightly queasy for a moment--and Darcy feared the worst--but then he smiled and said, “Of course you do, dear! And I love to watch you getting fucked, as it turns out!”

		The three of them breathed a collective sigh of relief after he said that and Vincent really started to give it to her. For long moments, there was no sound in the master bedroom other than Darcy’s slick cunt sucking at Vincent’s flying cock and her cooing softly about how nice that felt!

		Then she reached out and grabbed her husband’s stiff dick and used her grip on it to tug him closer to her head. As he complied, knee-walking nearer to her, she craned her neck and eagerly stuck her tongue out to lick at his cock head.

		Moaning at how good that felt, he immediately began feeding his prick down into her sucking lips and started to fuck them, just like Vincent was fucking her pussy! The three of them sighed with growing bliss and she felt a bond building between all three of this little mini-orgy’s participants.

		Julian looked over at Vincent, who was pounding his dick steadily into Darcy’s cunt and beamed. Vincent beamed back and they redoubled their efforts.

		After several minutes, Vincent whispered the question; “Switch?”

		Julian nodded and the two men rapidly changed places, Julian taking her pussy and Vincent lancing his juicy dick down into her more-than-willing mouth.

		“Oh, man, she’s hot!” Her husband sighed, fucking his wife’s juicy cunt fiercely.

		“You can say that again,” Vincent agreed, avidly using her mouth like a second pussy, his big balls bouncing repeatedly off her cheek as he reamed out her sucking lips and her throat. “She’s sucking my cock like a little demon!”

		Darcy felt her pussy contract sharply around Julian’s driving prick. This was just so exciting…so out-and-out slutty; getting fucked by her husband while she sucked her lover’s huge dick!

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm!” She moaned as she started to climax helplessly in front of the two grinning men.

		Her tits gave a little jerk and she felt her cunt spasm again and she was sure Julian would soon be flooding it with his own hot come as her inner-muscles milked his flying cock! She looked up and saw Vincent’s handsome face grimace and she thought that he might soon be inundating her mouth in fiery spunk as well!

		But the two men surprised her. Even as she moaned and shuddered her way through the sweet pulses of pleasure gripping her lush body, they held out. Julian kept fucking her, and Vincent’s cock remained hard but unsatisfied in her mouth as she automatically continued to suck it and tongue it.

		“Switch again?” Julian suggested.

		Grinning once more, Vincent gave him a “high-five” and said, “Why not? I want to fuck that hot little cunt of hers some more before I go off!”

		The two men once again switched positions, with Vincent slamming his stiff cock deep in her very wet twat and with her husband burying himself in her mouth and throat. She tasted her pussy fluids on his prick and that seemed to turn her on even more!

		She had just come, and come furiously, but her two lover’s dicks felt so right in her! Her mind flashed back to that day in the motel room with Adrian and Lonnie, and she knew she was in for a frenzied night of fucking, sucking, and swallowing hot come!

		These two want to use me…to FUCK me continually…to spunk me over and over again; just like those two naughty teenaged boys did!

		Darcy had the thought as they pounded away at her body, while she eagerly aided them by thrusting her hips up off the bed to meet Vincent’s deep lunges into her sopping cunt lips as she sucked heatedly at Julian’s hard flesh, loving how it tasted in her mouth! She was as turned on as they were by the sensuality of the scenario they were engaged in; its taboo quality, the idea that Darcy was sharing her body with another man while Julian watched and joined in the illicit fun!

		This is even hotter than cheating on Julian with my Tuesday/Thursday lovers! This is better than spending the night with a new man, and then running home and telling him all about it! This is the BEST of all…

		

		****

		

		“Well, what do you nasty boys want to do now, as if I didn’t know,” Darcy sighed minutes later.

		She was lying between them on the big bed. Vincent’s come was oozing out of her pussy lips and a seemingly unending river of pearly white, and she could still taste Julian’s in her mouth. They grinned at her and Julian asked, “Oh, and just what might that be, Darcy my love?”

		“You want me to suck those naughty cocks of yours and get them all hard and throbbing again,” she answered, smiling back knowingly at him, “and then you want to fuck me…in my cunt…in my mouth…and, I suspect, in my ass!”

		“You’re too clever for us, darling,” Vincent acknowledged, fondling her left breast as he spoke, his fingertips toying with her nipple, “that exactly what I was thinking; how about you, Julian?”

		Her husband’s hand engulfed her right mound and he was soon teasing her other nipple as he said, “Those were my exact thoughts, too, I must confess.”

		Darcy sighed at how wonderful it felt to have both breasts kneaded at the same time, by two different men. She murmured, “Well, why don’t you suck them, instead of just playing with them, and then we’ll see?”

		She closed her eyes as Julian began sucking on her right nipple while Vincent’s soft, warm mouth came down on her left. Darcy gurgled and cooed at the sensation that caused, and absently fondled their heads as they sucked.

		I remember the first time I felt like this, when Lonnie and Adrian did it, she recalled. But these two are even better at it that those two young boys were. They’re not in such a rush. Being older, and more experienced lovers, they know how to take their time and really use their lips, their tongues, and even their sharp teeth to excite a girl!

		The minutes ticked by and Darcy continued to get hotter and hotter, spurred on by her two lovers’ intimate sucking and licking. Soon, she was twisting her body on the bed and pulling their mouths down tighter on her swollen breasts.

		“Oh, that’s the way to suck them,” she moaned, her eyes closed tight in building ecstasy.

		A male hand strayed down her taut little tummy and found her sopping cunt and its sensitive little knob. She moaned again as he began to finger her, the exquisite oral caress of her plumped out breasts never ceasing.

		Is it Vincent or Julian? She asked herself the question as she carefully kept her eyes closed.

		Did it really matter? She smiled as she realized that it didn’t!

		Both her men were superb lovers, equally capable of pleasing her with their fingers, their tongues, and especially with their cocks! She settled back on the pillows and just let it happen…

		

		****

		

		“I can’t believe she can take one as big as yours back there!” Julian murmured.

		He was lying on his side on the bed, watching Vincent sink his long, extremely thick cock into Darcy’s trim little ass for the first time. Both Vincent’s formidable prick and Darcy’s ass pucker were well-lubed with sex gel, but it was still a snug fit.

		“She is tight, I’ll give you that,” Vincent huffed as he slowly pushed his cock all the way inside the tiny opening while her amazed husband watched, “but it’s not like we haven’t done this before; so I know she can take it with no problem.”

		Darcy mewled as he claimed her back there in front of Julian for the first time, “He’s so big, darling! He’s stretching my poor little bottom out so much!”

		Julian nodded agreement, watching the wide cock penetrate her nether hole. His handsome face showed apprehension, interest, and most of all, pure lust as he observed that fat cock burrowing its way into his wife’s most intimate opening!

		“Oh, oh, dear God,” she sighed as he bottomed out in her ass, “he’s…he’s all the way in!”

		“I see that he is,” Julian’s excited voice confirmed, witnessing Vincent’s light brown pubic fur touch Darcy’s ass cheeks as his cock slid into her fully.

		Julian scrambled over onto his side, too, and got into position. He clearly intended to stuff his own burgeoning hard on into her sopping pussy, while Vincent fucked her in the ass at the same time.

		“It…it might be too much!” Darcy murmured as her husband moved forward. “I might not be able to do you both at once!”

		Julian seemed to ignore her. It was as if he had been mesmerized by the sight of her butt opening just wide enough to accommodate Vincent’s sizeable cock!

		“Oh…oh, go slow, dear!” She pleaded with him as his own prick head notched its way into her soupy cunt lips.

		Vincent had been the one fucking her minutes earlier, when she had been the centerpiece of the torrid fuck and blowjob session. He had flooded her pussy with hot come--just as he always did—and she hadn’t bothered to clean it out.

		In addition to that, she had been hugely turned on by the men’s attention to her breasts and pussy after that; so her twat was awash in spunk and her own natural lubricant. Julian’s firm cock head split her easily and began to sink all the way into her slippery cunt tunnel as she leaned back against Vincent’s chest and thighs, his own prick still berthed deep in her ass.

		“It’s…it’s a lot!” Darcy groaned as Julian’s cock filled her pussy.

		She felt Vincent throbbing in her ass canal and Julian pulsing deep in her more normal entrance. Julian smiled reassuringly at her and then whispered, “God, you’re so fucking sexy, babe! Imagine, taking two men at once!”

		With that, he began to slowly fuck her, while Vincent did the same from the rear. Darcy shuddered at the sensation of having two male members in her body at the same time; each was hard and pumping with lust for her, and she knew both men wanted to fill her with hot jizz as she shivered through her climax between them!

		That began to sound better and better to Darcy as the moments ticked by. Vincent’s cock still felt huge in her ass, and slightly uncomfortable. But Julian’s was mashing right up against her clit with each in and out stroke, sending waves of sensual delight through her pussy and right up her spine, and into her tits!

		She pushed her sensitive nipples against her husband’s chest fur and wrapped her arms around his neck as he fucked her. They kissed and his tongue collided with hers.

		A fiery surge of pure bliss engulfed her body and she knew instantly that being double-penetrated was going to become one of her favorite sensations! She moaned and ground her nipples into Julian’s chest and began to work her hips against her two lovers’ invading spears of flesh!

		Another searing throb of excitement pulsed through her and she groaned and sucked hard at Julian’s tongue, as if it was a tiny cock! Vincent sighed and whispered, “God, her ass is convulsing all around me! She’s so into this, all of a sudden!”

		Julian couldn’t really reply--being occupied with soul kissing his naughty little wife while he hammered his dick up into her cheating pussy—but she knew from the way he picked up the pace of his fucking that he was in total agreement! Her handsome, perpetually horny husband was really sliding the meat into her as if he couldn’t get enough of her hot, sloppy-seconds cunt!

		Darcy felt her clit going crazy against the gliding hardness of her man’s cock. She moaned into his mouth and pushed her tits against his scratchy chest even harder, her pussy threatening to explode right along with her ass into a spectacular orgasm at any second!

		The three of them clung together, fucking frenziedly, their bodies fusing into one, throbbing, thrusting mass of flesh and hungering for mutual release. Vincent was first, sighing, “Oh, oh, here it comes! Her little ass is just so tight…so tight around my cock!”

		She felt him spurt into her snug ass sheath and his hot spend set off a furious spasming in her own pussy! She Julian gasped and began to flood her with his warm semen in front, just as Vincent was emptying his balls into her asshole!

		Stars seemed to explode behind Darcy’s eyeballs, and her whole body shook with released passion. She moaned, unable to speak and shivered in between them as they both creamed her…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		Small Revelations

		

		Darcy awoke, alone, in the big bedroom. Her body had been lovingly covered up with a quilt and her head rested on one of Vincent’s ultra-soft goose down pillows.

		She rolled onto her left side and glanced at the digital clock and saw that it was now after midnight. From down below, on the first floor, she heard men’s voices and the sound of their laughter floating up the stairs.

		After using the bathroom briefly, to rid herself of urine and a big wad of semen, both from her pussy and her ass, Darcy crept out into the hallway. She crept out into the space and listened.

		“…God, she’s like no other woman I’ve ever been in bed with!” She heard Vincent say.

		“I know what you mean,” Julian agreed amiably. “I sensed that she would be, from the first moment I really got to know her. I was entranced by the possibilities!”

		There was a moment of silence and then Julian went on to say, “She was painfully shy and reserved in the bedroom at first, after we started seeing each other. Oh, she wasn’t a virgin by any means, and she could give a pretty fair blowjob and—while it was clear she didn’t enjoy doing it—she could swallow a load of spunk okay.”

		“That little hottie upstairs in the bedroom right now is light-years removed from that girl,” Vincent commented. “How did you do it?”

		“Patience,” Julian answered, “lots of patience. We watched a lot of porn together, and Darcy being naturally curious, very intelligent, and more than a little hot-blooded—when she’d let herself go— gradually grew into a real fireball in the sack over time.”

		Again, there was a gap in the conversation and then Vincent asked, “What about the whole hotwife thing? How did you talk her into trying that?”

		“I didn’t really have to,” Julian said with a chuckle. “I just told her about it, and showed her some sites on the computer. Her natural curiosity and in-born sensuality did the rest.”

		He laughed louder and said, “Oh, we talked about it a lot before she agreed to give it a try, of course. And she insisted at first that she was just doing it to please me.”

		“But I’ll bet you sensed there was more to it than that,” Vincent said admiringly.

		“Sure there was,” Julian agreed, “you’ve been to bed with her. She’s so hot it sometimes amazes me! I knew that it was just a matter of time until she exploded into the fabulous woman she is now!”

		Darcy smiled, realizing that her hubby had been right! She loved being the girl she was now!

		I’m almost fearless, when it comes to sex, Darcy congratulated herself. I can’t wait to seek out new partners; to experience everything…when it comes to pleasing myself with men!

		“Aren’t you afraid she’ll meet someone she likes better than you?” Vincent asked just then.

		Darcy leaned closer to the staircase and listened intently as Julian said, “Oh, not really. You’re probably a better lover than me, and you have a much nicer cock. And I suspect she sees other men on her days off, too!”

		Darcy thought her heart would leap out of her chest as she heard her husband say that so casually! Did he know about Adrian? Did he know about Lonnie?

		“And that doesn’t bother you?” Vincent prodded Julian.

		“Not in the least,” Julian replied. “You see, Darcy really loves me, and I love her. I want her to experiment with other men. And I fully expect some of them are going to be able to give her things that I can’t in the bedroom. I want her to have that!”

		Tears sprang into Darcy’s eyes as she listened to her sweet, wonderful Julian say that! He was so sexy, so kind, so giving!

		“I see what you mean, of course,” Vincent confessed. “But I’m not sure I could ever be that confident of a woman’s love; especially with a super-hot-blooded girl like your Darcy!”

		“Well, it’s a calculated risk, I’ll admit that,” Julian said. “But it’s worth it. Darcy is what she is: fiery and almost insatiable, underneath that nice-girl exterior she so carefully presents to the world! What choice did I have, other than to let her have her head and hope for the best?”

		There was another long pause and then Vincent said, “I can see that, sort of; when she discovered her true self, it was almost a given that she was going to jump the fence with other men anyway, if you were right about her basic, somewhat incendiary nature.”

		“Exactly,” Julian acknowledged, “you no doubt know that women reach their sexual peak in their thirties. I suspect Darcy will be no different. You think she’s a real spitfire in the bedroom now? Just wait until she’s thirty-five or so!”

		Vincent laughed and said appreciatively, “I think you’re right. By surfacing her cheating tendencies now, and dealing with them, you should be able to weather the flare up of sensuality she’s bound to experience later.”

		“I hope so,” Julian said earnestly. “You see, I wasn’t just blowing smoke earlier, when I said I really loved her. I want to stay married to Darcy until we’re both old and gray, no matter how many men she needs to be with along the way--on the side--so to speak!”

		Darcy felt the tears welling up again! She now knew that her husband would be okay with whatever she chose to do outside their marriage; however naughty she felt compelled to be!

		Oh, my dear Julian, she thought joyously, I want to stay with you forever, too! I’ll never find a kinder, more understanding; more exciting man than you, and I KNOW it!

		She sidled closer to the stair opening and risked peering down at them. They were both dressed only in bathrobes and they were sitting at the bar, a nearly empty bottle of champagne between them, with two crystal flutes in front of them.

		Grinning, she stepped back a little way and said loudly, “Hey, I thought I had two studs with me tonight? What happened to them, anyway?”

		“We were just taking a short break while you were sleeping, dear,” Julian’s voice carried up the stairs. “Wait a second while we finish this bottle of champagne and we’ll be right up!”

		

		****

		

		“He…he’s really giving it to me, darling,” she cooed up at her adoring husband.

		Julian smiled benignly down at her and whispered, “I can see that, darling. How does it feel, getting fucked that hard by a dick that big?”

		She grinned up at him coyly and murmured, “Great, just like usual; I love getting fucked hard by huge dicks, baby!”

		Julian was holding her upper body in his lap and she was on her back, with Vincent kneeling in between her legs, pounding his hard cock deep into her belly. She could feel her big tits jellying and shaking with each thrust as she stared up lovingly at her husband while another man fucked her.

		“She seems to really like it, Vincent,” Julian said, looking over at his new friend. “Really hammer her, why don’t you? My darling little girl is very fond of your big dick, it appears!”

		This was so cool, Darcy said to herself. She was about to come on Vincent’s battering cock and then Julian was going to take his place in her pussy!

		She just knew it! All night long, her guys were going to take turns fucking her silly, and she could hardly wait!

		My life is so perfect now, she thought contentedly to herself. I know Julian will give me carte blanche to do whatever I like, with whoever I like. And soon, we’ll be going to Europe together, and God knows what sort of handsome foreigners I’ll meet over there, and what sensational adventures I’ll have!

		She looked up at her dashingly suave lover and knew that this weekend was merely the start of the three-way friendship between her husband and Vincent. She sensed that there was going to be a lot of three-way sex between them from now on.

		And she thought of Lonnie, and Adrian, her Tuesday/Thursday lovers and how much she wanted to see both of them in the near future, both together and separately again.

		There will no doubt be more of my “private lovers”, like my two teenage admirers, as the months pass, Darcy assured herself, a delicious tremor of anticipation flowing through her well-fucked body as she thought about that.

		All in all, life was perfect, as long as you were a hotwife! And Darcy realized that she didn’t want to be anything else…ever!

		“Fuck me hard, darling,” she sighed up at Vincent, working her trim hips up off the mattress, leaning back against her husband’s strong chest in order to do so. “Come in me, so that Julian can take his turn!”

		Julian’s dark eyes lit up when she said that, and she snaked her arms up and around his neck, drawing him downward for a long, sensuous tongue-kiss as Vincent fucked her…

		

		THE END

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		This is a fantasy, a work of fiction. Because of that, a minimum amount of condoms or other forms of “safe sex” were used in this book. I have found that their use slows down the flow of the narrative during sex scenes. Should you choose to participate in such behavior, however, please use protection.
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