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		Chapter One

		Restless

		Riley Rivers was listening intently, pretending all the while that she wasn’t. She sat by the pool, Kindle in hand, and tried to give the impression she was wrapped up in what she was reading.

		But in reality, her whole being was focused on the whispered conversation going on between the two young women who were lying next to her, sunning themselves, on the two chaise lounges beside the big community swimming pool. She strained to hear everything they were saying, even as she carefully affected a bored-with-it-all pose, while lying on her back.

		I don’t know why I’m bothering to act as if I’m not eavesdropping, she thought, no one out here—especially these two—is paying me the slightest bit of attention. And they’re far too caught up in their lurid conversation to care about anyone else, anyway!

		“…don’t you just love those big biceps of his?” The trim redhead, Mona, was asking her blonde companion at that moment.

		“God, yes, and that ass…that tight butt of his is to die for!” The blonde, Taylor, answered enthusiastically.

		The pair of strikingly attractive twenty-somethings looked at each other delightedly and then burst into a fit of schoolgirl giggles. When they had regained their composure, Mona murmured to her friend, her voice barely audible, “Did he do that thing with your g-spot while he was licking your clitty?”

		Taylor rolled her eyes behind her sunglasses and faux-fanned her face, suggesting just the thought of that made her way over-heated, and blurted out in an answering whisper, “God, yes, he did; and I thought I’d pass out, I came so hard!”

		The two friends exploded into another round of excited giggles. Mona, the wildly-freckled redhead, was much lighter-skinned than her bleached-blonde friend, and an embarrassed blush began to blossom across her impressive chest. The color spread quickly to her long neck and up onto her face.

		Taylor leaned closer to Mona and whispered eagerly, “And what about that cock of his? Is that thing not huge, and oh, so thick?”

		Mona smiled knowingly and nodded that it was, indeed, as she answered, “I’ve been to bed with a couple of guys who were even better hung than Troy. Trust me, honey, it’s not how big he is…it’s what he’s able to do for a girl with that monster dick of his that makes him so special!”

		Taylor bobbed her head up and down in eager agreement and whispered back urgently, “You know, you’re right. I dated a guy last summer that had an enormous cock—I’m talking porn star huge--and fucking him wasn’t half as much fun as going to bed with Troy!”

		The two seemed content to contemplate this great truth for a moment in silence, and then Taylor said, “God, speak of the devil—here comes you-know-who!”

		Even though she was dying to sneak a peek, Riley forced herself to keep her eyes on her Kindle. She heard the wrought-iron pool gate squeaking open just then and thought that was a good enough reason for her to glance that way.

		“Hey, Troy, whatca’ doin’?” Mona called out in a flirty tone.

		“Yeah, baby, come over here and join us, why don’t you?” Taylor also sang out a greeting to the tall, muscular young man.

		Jesus, is he ever HOT or what? Riley couldn’t help having the thought.

		This guy looked utterly gorgeous as he sauntered over towards them—beach towel loosely slung over his shoulder, blond hair feathered back just so, sunglasses perched on his perfect Roman nose—and flashed the two girls a thousand-watt smile. That smile was so sexy it made Riley shiver slightly, just at the sight of it, even though it wasn’t being directed at her.

		If he shot one of those my way, I’d orgasm there and then, she told herself, drinking in the image of the perfectly-muscled, tan young man.

		He looked to be about twenty-five, maybe a year or two younger or older. She sighed.

		He’s way too young for me, an old lady of thirty-three…but a girl can dream, can’t she?

		Or maybe he wasn’t too young for her, as far as he was concerned anyway, because just then, he turned toward her and smiled down at Riley as he asked the other two girls, “Who’s this lovely creature?”

		Taylor looked taken aback. She stammered, “Uh, we don’t know her. I think she lives over on the other side.”

		“Yeah, she’s not with us,” Mona added hastily, “she just happens to be lying out next to us.”

		Delighted and surprised by this sudden turn of events, Riley reached up and offered her right hand to be shaken and said, “Hi, I’m Riley. And she’s right; I live over in thirty-six, on the other street.”

		The gated condo community they all resided in was laid out in a big oval, creating two short residential streets. Riley and her husband lived on one street; the three younger people lived on the other.

		“Hey, pleased to meet you, Riley. I’m Troy,” he said with a grin, taking her hand and shaking it quickly. “I’m renting unit eleven. I just moved in a few weeks ago.”

		He turned and gestured toward the two girls, saying, “Mona, here, lives practically right next to me, in nine, and her pal, Taylor, is in seventeen.”

		The two girls smirked dismissively in Riley’s direction and Mona asked him, “Why don’t you drag up a lounger and lay out with us, Troy? We can all soak up some rays together.”

		“Take mine,” Riley suggested, gathering up her Kindle and her tube of sun block, in addition to her pool wrap. “I have to go back inside anyway. I’ve been out here for an hour, and that’s my limit. Even with sun screen, my light skin can’t take too much exposure.”

		She stood up and stepped into her flip-flops, then bent to retrieve her towel from the chaise lounge. Troy said, “Are you sure? I’d hate to think I ran you off.”

		Riley smiled and said, “Like I said, with my light skin, I don’t tan if I get too much sun; I burn. I really do have to go inside now.”

		To her surprise—and unexpected, somewhat guilty delight—he seemed reluctant to let her go. Placing and hand gently on her elbow, he stopped her as she made a move toward the gate and asked, in a soft voice, “Do you come down to the pool often? This is the first time I’ve seen you out here.”

		“Usually just on the weekends,” she answered. “I work from home during the week and I’m normally too busy to spend much time out by the pool.”

		“Oh, and what does a beauty like you do for a living, if I might be so bold as to ask?”

		She felt her light skin coloring as she answered, “I edit romance books for an e-publisher.”

		Shrugging as if to say what-are-you-going-to-do, Riley went on to explain, “I was an English major in college.”

		“I’m a biology major myself, at State. I’m just finishing up my master’s degree.”

		“Oh, that sounds interesting,” she responded, smiling at him once again. “I don’t have that kind of mind, I’m afraid. I took Botany as my science-lab requirement, and barely managed to get a passing grade. I stayed well away from Physics, Chemistry, and Biology—all the really challenging ones; I knew my limits.”

		Troy laughed, revealing a set of bright white teeth that were as perfect as the rest of him. He said, “Oh, I bet you could have passed one of those, if you had really put your mind to it. You seem very intelligent to me.”

		“It’s not a matter of intelligence, it’s more a matter of aptitude,” she replied. “I took Chemistry in high school and nearly flunked. I just didn’t get it, no matter how hard I studied. English and History came easy, but science and math were definitely not my favorite subjects.”

		“I’m the exact opposite,” he said. “I nearly flunked English 1A my sophomore year at State, and trying to write my thesis has been like enduring Chinese water-torture for me. I’m great in the lab, dissecting specimens, but explaining my conclusions in a coherent way is proving to be nearly impossible.”

		She grinned at him and said, “Sounds like you could use the services of a good editor.”

		“Are you volunteering?”

		A huge wave of something she hadn’t felt in a very long time surged through her just then; arousal--this was such out of the ordinary behavior for her; flirting openly with a young hottie like Troy! She hadn’t done anything even vaguely like this since college, ages ago, and she was thoroughly enjoying it.

		“I might be able find time to help you with your thesis,” she allowed, as if she was thinking it over carefully. “I’d be lost, as far as the subject matter goes, of course, but I suppose I could help you clean up your prose and to polish your presentation. I wouldn’t really have to understand your thesis in order to do that.”

		“How about squeezing out some time to meet me back out here on Tuesday morning, and we can discuss it some more; I don’t have classes on Tuesdays and Thursdays. I usually spend them in the lab, gathering more data for my thesis.”

		“Okay,” she agreed, her heart pounding with excitement at the prospect of talking with this young dreamboat of a guy again, “how about ten o’clock?”

		“You’re on,” he responded with a big grin. “I’ll be here waiting for you, gorgeous.”

		

		****

		

		Riley’s pulse was still through the roof with excitement as she stripped off her swimsuit and got ready to take a shower to wash off all the sunscreen a few minutes later. She was glad her husband, Shane, wasn’t home. He was playing tennis with a pal of his at the racket club they belonged to and wouldn’t be home until after lunch, at the earliest.

		Shane wasn’t terribly in touch with his wife’s feelings, but even a self-absorbed guy like her husband of eight years couldn’t fail to notice how giddy she suddenly felt after her flirty exchange with Troy just now; how happy and excited his normally laid-back wife was acting.

		She stepped nude into the master bathroom and turned on the lights. Riley paused for a moment to examine her naked body critically in the big mirrored surface which stretched nearly over to the shower enclosure.

		Not too bad, for a girl who is within hailing distance of thirty-five and doesn’t work out as much as she probably should, she thought, eyeing the figure of the slender woman staring back at her in the mirror.

		Riley stood about five-seven and had long, ash-blonde hair which reached all the way down to her softball-sized breasts. She had emerald-green eyes, and a few freckles splashed onto that porcelain-white skin—not nearly as many as Mona, the young redhead lounging out by the pool today—but a few.

		She smiled as stared at her nipples. Guys seemed to really go for the way nipples like hers turned up naturally, sitting high atop her medium-sized breasts; and they were as pink as they could be. “Perky”, that’s the word they used to describe nipples like hers.

		Her gaze swept downward, to her rounded belly and her closely-clipped blonde pubic hair. She had a small mat of it above her mons. She kept the rest of her bush shaved, so that her plump little lips stood out amid the expanse of bare, white skin. That small furrow was also very pink and mostly hidden: she didn’t have prominent pussy lips, the way some girls did.

		Turning, she looked back over her shoulder critically at her ass. It could have been tighter, she allowed grudgingly. And it had been, when she’d still been a teenager and well into her early twenties. But age and gravity had gradually loosened it somewhat.

		Still, it’s not that bad, she thought defensively, remembering some of the truly flabby butts she had seen in the women’s locker room over at the tennis and swim club where she and Shane were members.

		“And some of those girls were a lot younger than me,” she whispered aloud reassuringly, starting the shower. “My butt is still very cute, for a thirty-something’s.”

		She stepped into the shower and lathered up, rinsing the sun screen and soap off under the spray. Riley frowned as she thought of Mona and Taylor, the two younger girls at the pool today.

		Their asses are both nicer than mine, she admitted to herself.

		“I wonder if Troy would even want to go to bed with me, after sleeping with a couple of younger girls whose bodies are as tight and cute as Taylor’s and Mona’s are. Not that I’d ever do that, of course, even if he did!”

		Her voice was a whisper as she shut off the water and stepped onto the mat to dry her body.

		I can still dream, can’t I…fantasize about being in bed with a young hunk like Troy? She asked herself the question as she came back into the bedroom.

		Glancing at the digital clock on Shane’s nightstand, she smiled a mischievous little smile. She quickly crossed the room to her side of the king bed.

		He won’t be home for a couple of hours yet, at least; she told herself as she eased open the top drawer of her nightstand and found her vibrator. She kept it casually hidden away behind a tissue box at the back of the drawer.

		Instead of going to the walk-in closet and selecting something to wear for the rest of the day, Riley lay down on top of the bedspread and opened her legs. She flicked on the small white, torpedo-shaped vibrator and touched her clitoris with it lightly.

		“Oh, that’s the way to eat me, darling,” she sighed as she started to play with herself. “Um, Troy-baby, lick me good, get me good and wet for that big cock of yours!”

		Riley let her imagination run wild as she eased the buzzing sex toy up and down her now very damp slit, paying special attention to her clit. She saw—in her mind’s eye--Troy’s huge cock splitting her open, thrusting inside her until he was buried, balls-deep, in her snug little pussy.

		While imagining that, she slipped the vibrator inside herself. The humming device was right up against her swollen-with-arousal clit and a pulse of pre-come sensation immediately throbbed through her lower body and traveled up her spine to her spiked nipples.

		“Oh, Troy, that’s it, darling,” she cooed, using her free hand to caress and tweak the up-raised pink spears of sensitive flesh. “Suck them as you…you…fuck me!”

		She thought about the conversation she had overheard between Taylor and Mona as she closed her eyes and really got into the scene she was imagining. Troy truly did have marvelous shoulders and six-pack abs, as well as a tiny waist and bulging biceps. She envisioned his strong arms holding her close as he ravished her tight pussy with what she imagined was an enormous cock.

		Riley moaned aloud and sped up her penetrations, grinding the vibrator against her clit as she fucked herself with it. She thought of those soft, sensual lips of Troy’s kissing her, sucking her nipples…loving her right up to heaven, and began to quake from head to toe as her orgasm washed over her!

		“Oh, oh, God, it’s such a big one!” She gasped out the words aloud in the empty bedroom, her hips coming up off the bed in a frenzy of need.

		Unashamedly, she tugged at her exploding nipples and squeezed them hard, imagining Troy’s sharp white teeth biting them as he unleashed his spurting load into her slick pussy. She groaned again as the furious spasms went on and on, her whole body shivering and shaking with the power of her release!

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		What Was All Of That Really About?

		I’ve really got to say something to Shane; she admonished herself as she got out of the shower yet again and began drying off a few minutes later. I’ve just got to!

		I know masturbating is normal and that most people—even married people—do it, she thought, going back into the bedroom once she was dry.

		But she didn’t usually come that hard. And she didn’t often fantasize about specific other men while she played with her clit, as she had today about gorgeous young Troy.

		Oh, sometimes she’d imagine some movie star making love to her, or an old boyfriend with whom she’d had an especially hot time in bed, back before she’d met and married Shane. And sometimes, at the start of their marriage, she’d fantasized about her husband.

		But that had been then, and this was now. Truthfully, she admitted to herself, their sex life had degenerated to the point where it was nothing to write home about. It had been that way for at least two years now, and that bothered her more—not less--as time went by.

		If only Shane cared more about my pleasure, instead of just his own, things might be great between us in the bedroom again, she thought, while she was getting dressed.

		“When was the last time we even made love?” She asked the question aloud, in the stillness of the empty bedroom.

		It had been after the Stein’s pool party and barbeque, two weekends ago, she remembered. Both of them had imbibed a little too much alcohol over the course of the afternoon and evening, what with lots of bottles of cold beer making the rounds while the pool party was going on, hard liquor drinks before dinner, and red wine being served with the barbequed steaks.

		Shane had been feeling uncharacteristically horny when they’d returned home at ten in the evening, and she hadn’t said no. Honestly, she had been feeling the itch, too.

		She had let him strip off her clothes and toss her onto the bed. And when he’d joined her, naked atop the bedspread, a minute later, she’d been almost as aroused as he was.

		But it hadn’t gone well. The desire was there, but Shane had drunk too much at the party to sustain a decent erection, even though she’d crawled down and sucked him back to hardness once during their love-making.

		This had made for a disjointed, herky-jerky sexual experience which had left her feeling unsatisfied and slightly “used” by her husband. Making it even worse, after Shane had finally managed to come inside her, he had immediately rolled off, gone to sleep, and started snoring lightly.

		Remembering that frustrating night, Riley couldn’t help comparing it to the lusty lovemaking they’d both enjoyed back when they had first started dating, and to the countless satisfying times in bed they’d shared during the first three years or so of their marriage. Things, she admitted ruefully, had gradually been going steadily downhill since then, at least in the bedroom.

		The middle years of their marriage had been okay, not hot and wildly satisfying like those first years together had been. But they’d been alright in their way; a sort of easy familiarity with each other’s bodies had gradually settled over them, making their sexual encounters very predictable but still mutually satisfying.

		The last few years, however, their sexual unions had grown much fewer and further in between. And many times, she had come away with the feeling that neither one of them had been at all satisfied with their encounters, even though both of them had managed to reach an orgasm.

		Maybe it was because they weren’t trying to start a family when they made love—a childhood disease had ravaged Riley’s ovaries and made it virtually impossible for her to become pregnant, according to the doctors—but she didn’t think that was really it. Shane had known all about her inability to have babies before they’d ever gotten married, and that hadn’t slowed them up a bit when they first been together as a couple, and later, after they’d tied the knot.

		I’m still a reasonably attractive woman, she told herself honestly. I think even a young sex god like Troy would be happy to make a move on me, if I encouraged him to do that.

		“And Shane is still a great looking guy,” she muttered under her breath as she wandered into the kitchen, thinking about fixing herself some lunch.

		The girls at the racket club are always telling me how lucky I am to be married to such a honey.

		She had to admit, all the tennis Shane played had kept him in tiptop shape throughout the years. He was as handsome today as he’d been nine years ago, when she’d first met him; more mature-looking, of course, but on the whole, quite desirable.

		He still had all of his thick brown hair for one thing, and a nice tan, thanks again to all that time spent outdoors, on the tennis courts. Her husband was trim, muscular, and a very attractive guy all in all, she grudgingly admitted.

		I don’t think of myself as some kind of blonde bombshell by any means, but I’m damned nice looking, she thought, and he’s not male model material, but he’s a very beddable guy.

		So why had all of the zip gradually gone out of their marriage, when it came to the bedroom? Was she simply bad when it came to making love? Was he?

		That’s not it, either; she told herself stubbornly as she dragged the remains of last night’s roasted chicken out of the refrigerator, intending to make herself half a chicken sandwich for lunch. We managed to get each other pretty damn excited, when we were younger. Shane’s no Casanova, but he can lick a pussy pretty well. And his cock is way big enough to please me; and it has, countless times since we’ve been together.

		She made the sandwich quickly and ate it over the sink, trying to isolate in her mind, the root of their sexual problems. Was it simply boredom; had they known each other too long to get turned on by the ideal of making love together anymore?

		After she’d finished the sandwich, Riley wolfed down a few carrot sticks and a couple of cut-up stalks of celery and called that lunch, still wondering about the predicament she found herself in. Well, she decided, I guess I’ll finish hashing all of that out later.

		She really should finish editing that new erotic romance manuscript they’d sent her by Monday, and it was past noon already.

		

		****

		

		God, I’m going to have to break out that vibrator again, if this book gets any steamier! Riley had the thought as she finished chapter sixteen and started on seventeen.

		This woman can really bring the heat, when it comes to writing a sex scene, Riley told herself, shaking her long, blonde tresses in admiration.

		Avril Harrison was one of a group of new, young authors whose work had recently been accepted for publication by the e-publisher Riley worked for. Almost all of these girls could really crank up the intensity, when it came to describing action in the bedroom!

		And it goes way beyond the bedroom, Riley thought; a bemused expression on her face. So far in this book, the heroine has had sex with her fiancé in his apartment, in her apartment, in the front seat of his car, on a deserted beach and on the back stairs of a dance club, when both she and her lover were too drunk and horny to care who saw them!

		A thought struck Riley just then and she was sure it was true. Part of her recent angst over her sex life, or rather her lack of one, was directly traceable to editing these damned books!

		The more she thought about it, the more sense it made. She was thirty-three and, though she was hopelessly infertile, her biological clock didn’t know that!

		Hadn’t she read on the net somewhere recently that a woman reaches the peak of her sexual appetites somewhere between her early and late thirties? That made perfect sense, from a biological standpoint: it was a woman’s last chance to have babies; it just stood to reason that Nature would amp up her desire for sex during those years, since they were the last period in her life when she could bear children, without resorting to artificial insemination, frozen eggs, and the like.

		Couple that with her husband’s gradual loss of interest in her as a bed partner, and her reading all of this…incendiary prose about great sex lately…It was no wonder that she suddenly felt very attracted to a young, virile stud like Troy--almost any woman who found herself trapped in her situation would!

		Riley sat back at her desk and considered all of this. The question was, as she saw it, what did she want to do about it?

		Do I want to try and seduce Troy; to have an illicit affair with him? Or do I want, instead, to try and re-stoke the flames of passion with Shane?

		Her mind spun. Troy was very tempting; young and gorgeous and, apparently, one hell of a lover.

		The chances that she’d get caught--should she decide she wanted to sleep with him--she realized, were minimal. She was infertile, so she couldn’t get pregnant, and they could use condoms, to minimize her chance of contracting some sexual disease.

		Shane was away at the office all day. He rarely got home before six and he left promptly at seven, so the morning commute wouldn’t be quite as bad.

		And he rarely came home unexpectedly during the day. She tried to remember the last time that had happened and couldn’t.

		Besides, if she was really worried about that, they could always go to Troy’s condo for their little trysts. She could even take the precaution of driving her car around to the overflow parking lot at the rear of the complex and leaving it there while they were in bed together, just in case Shane came home without warning and found her gone. That way, she could explain away her absence with a trip to the grocery store or some such manufactured errand.

		She sighed; sleeping with Troy was certainly an option. But what about getting Shane to pay more attention to her, sexually, instead of seducing Troy: what were the odds of her doing that?

		I could get my hair cut differently, or buy some new lingerie, or both. And I could buy some X-rated videos and watch them, to give me some new ideas in the bedroom.

		Sitting up straighter in her chair, she thought, we could watch them together for that matter, after a few glasses of wine or something like that.

		Riley frowned, remembering that last time they’d had sex. She vowed, not too much booze; we don’t want a replay of that awful night, now do we?

		“It just might work,” she murmured aloud to herself, thinking about the lingerie and the sex videos.

		She still felt restless and unsettled. Riley asked herself; What if videos and newer, sexier lingerie aren’t enough to rekindle his interest in making love to me?

		Getting up from her laptop, she began to pace from the kitchen and on into the front room, trying to think of what else she could do to rekindle the flames of desire within her seemingly indifferent man. She started to expand her thoughtful pacing down the hallway leading into the master bedroom, and paused by the doorway to the small guest bedroom which doubled as Shane’s home office.

		She stared at the old tower computer on his desk. Shane still used it all the time, even though it was far from new anymore, to look up information on the web or to check on sports scores he was interested in.

		Riley never used it anymore herself, because her new laptop could run rings around this old beast, as far as speed and ease of use went. The outmoded computer even had a very out of date tube-type monitor, instead of a more modern flat screen. The big box took up half of the small desk top’s space.

		It’s been months, maybe years since I even sat down in front of this dinosaur, she thought as she stood in the doorway looking at it. But I know Shane still uses it frequently.

		“I wonder if it can tell me anything about his online habits which might be revealing?” She mumbled the words aloud, her lips barely moving.

		She recalled seeing Shane still seated at that desk several nights ago when the movie she had been watching on the big screen in the living room had ended and she had gone to bed. Her husband had started watching the movie with her, but had quickly become bored with its “chickflic” vibe and gone into the guest bedroom to surf the net instead.

		He had barely looked up when she’d told him goodnight as she passed the doorway to the office. She suddenly wondered had been looking at that he’d found so engrossing?

		Sitting down in the office swivel chair in front of the desk, she booted up the old computer and turned the monitor on. It took nearly a full minute to awaken fully.

		Shane wasn’t quite as good with computers as she was. Oh, he knew how to get around the web, and he could use Word and Excel, because of his work.

		But he had never bothered to learn the little nuances of operating one. He knew how to access information, but did he bother erasing his electronic tracks? After all, he too knew that Riley never used this machine anymore. Why bother to erase the history file every day before he shut it down?

		She clicked on that file and then onto the record of the last month’s activities. Bingo! The names of several porn sites and a myriad of other sites dealing with something called a “hotwife” leaped out to grab her attention.

		Riley clicked on one that had to do with “hotwife captions” on tumblr. As the site came up on the screen, she felt the breath freeze in her lungs!

		The very first image presented was that of a young, really strikingly pretty brunette who was down on her knees in front of a young man that reminded her a little of Troy, the boy she had met at the pool just this morning. This guy, too, had a chiseled body with six pack abs and a smooth, muscular chest, and a very trim waist.

		He also sported a nine or ten inch erection which was firmly gripped in the dark-haired girl’s fist. She was looking up at him adoringly and the caption beneath the provocative photo read: “Do you want me to suck you off and swallow it all? Or shall I jack you off all over my face and tits for my hubby to see when I get home?”

		Riley’s jaw dropped open at the lewdness of the sentiment and the sheer sensuality of the picture. Fingers suddenly shaking with excitement, she scrolled down to the next image and saw a middle-aged blonde woman with a huge black cock being driven into her as she knelt on her hands and knees, her eyes half closed in what looked to be sheer ecstasy, her big, naked breasts caught by the camera in mid-swing as the hunky black man fucked her.

		This caption read: “That’s right, darling, really give it to me! Stretch my pussy out with that giant black cock of yours so my husband can tell I’ve been with a REAL man tonight!”

		“What the fuck?” Riley murmured aloud.

		What in the hell IS a…”hotwife”, I wonder?

		Desperate to know the answer to that question, she minimized the site and opened another screen and went to Google. She typed in the word “hotwife” and hit enter.

		Numerous sites popped up but the one she went to was the Urban Dictionary. They defined the word as a married woman who had open sexual relations with whomever she pleased, then went home and told her husband all about it!

		What man is going to stand for being…cuckolded like that? She asked herself the question.

		Below the Urban Dictionary definition was another site which promised to explain the “hotwife phenomenon” in depth. She clicked on it and read, raptly, what it had to say for the next twenty minutes.

		When she closed out that page, she sat back in the swivel chair and thought about what she had learned just now. Apparently, there was a whole subculture out there that reveled in living the “hotwife” lifestyle.

		And it was growing by leaps and bounds; from what the site she had just been looking at had said, all across the world! Married people, bored with monogamy, were branching out, exploring their fantasies together, as a couple.

		She went back to the caption site. The next photo showed a garter-belted, black-stocking clad woman, who was stark-naked otherwise, smiling into the camera and saying: “It isn’t really cheating if your husband knows about it!”

		Inexplicably, Riley’s thoughts turned to Troy and his magnificent young body. She fantasized about fucking him, with Shane’s knowledge and eager permission!

		God, that would be so hot!

		She went back to the history record and began to count the hotwife sites Shane had explored in the last month. There had to be at least thirty of them!

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		How Do I Want To Play This?

		After turning off Shane’s old computer, Riley went back into the master bedroom. She got out her vibrator and Jilled her pussy off again, thinking about hotwives, Shane, Troy—all of it!

		She was soon shivering her way through another really great orgasm. It was super-hot and it seemed to last forever.

		“Well, that was a fun,” she murmured happily, putting away the vibrator and getting her clothes back into place, after carefully wiping her juicy pussy lips dry, of course.

		What do I want to do about this? She asked herself the question as she strode back down the hallway toward the front room.

		Do I try and seduce Troy Tuesday morning and then tell Shane all about it that night?

		She shook her head and thought, No, that’s too bold a plan. What if he’s turned on by the idea of being married to a hotwife type but he’s not truly ready to experience the reality of being cuckolded?

		“That could break up our marriage,” she sighed out the words as she crossed the kitchen and got herself another cup of coffee.

		I don’t really want that, Riley realized, now that she thought about it.

		A big part of her still loved Shane very much. And she was very happy with her current life just the way it was, aside from the lack of sex. She wanted to revitalize her marriage, not end it!

		But I want a hot sex life again, she acknowledged. I haven’t changed my mind about that.

		The discussion of “hotwifing” she’d just read had featured numerous men and women who had been practicing this new, radical lifestyle for years now. All of them insisted that the experience had completely rejuvenated their stale marriages. Sex between the various marital partners was hotter than ever, or so they all said.

		Riley thought long and hard about that. Could fucking someone new really just add spice to a relationship, instead of precipitating its end?

		She resolved to give this matter a lot more thought before making any decisions. In the meantime, she had the rest that manuscript to finish editing, so she may as well get started…

		

		****

		

		As she continued to work on the book, a plan began to form in the back of Riley’s mind. She intended to casually mention this morning’s meeting with Troy to Shane fairly soon; as a way of sort of testing the waters.

		If he had been secretly fantasizing about her being with another guy in bed--as she suspected he had--just bringing up the planned second pool meeting with the young hottie might be enough to stir Shane to some sort of action. She didn’t know what she was expecting him to do, exactly, or what he might admit to her, but she found the notion of planting the seeds of the idea that she might be tempted to cheat on him Tuesday with hunky young Troy utterly irresistible!

		“Let’s just see what he does,” Riley said aloud with a sly smile, taking a quick break from her editing. “Let’s see how he reacts to the news that I met a red-hot young man down at the pool over the weekend, and that I’m seeing him again soon.”

		She went back to the kitchen table and got back to work. The afternoon seemed to fly by, now that she had a strategy in place.

		At five o’clock, she closed down her laptop and got up from the table. She threw the rest of this morning’s by now strong, stale coffee out and washed up the pot and her cup.

		Wanting to celebrate her very productive workday, and her little scheme, she poured herself a cocktail and sipped at it. She had one more while she got dinner together.

		She was fixing Shane ground beef tacos for dinner tonight, complete with refried beans, Mexican rice, and flour tortillas. As she laid out the filling choices—sliced black olives, shredded lettuce, sliced tomatoes, avocado wedges, and grated cheese—she mentally debated whether it was best to bring up her recent meeting with Troy during dinner, or later, when they were in bed together.

		No, during our meal is best, she decided. He might not come to bed when I do. He might be “busy” with his hotwife sites. Besides, I know he’ll have several bottles of that Mexican beer I bought to accompany the tacos, so he should be loosened up and relaxed.

		She finished her vodka tonic and went over to the cupboard where they kept the liquor. There was a half full bottle of tequila and a package of margarita mix and, far at the back of the cupboard, a small bottle of triple sec.

		What could be more natural than offering him a margarita or two before serving him a Mexican dinner? She asked herself the question even as she got out the ingredients to make a batch of margaritas and arranged them on the counter in front of the blender.

		Riley wanted Shane to be in as relaxed and receptive a mood as possible when she mentioned Troy tonight. Her heart beat faster as she imagined how that might go…

		

		****

		

		“Maybe it’s because I’m half tipsy, but these tacos taste way better than usual tonight, babe,” Shane said with a smile, starting on his third one.

		“I put more cumin than I normally do in the meat as it cooked, along with more chili powder,” Riley explained, taking a big sip of her beer, “maybe that’s the secret to why they taste so good.”

		“Well, whatever it is, they’re delicious,” he raised his own beer bottle in a toast.

		They clicked the two glass bottles together and each took a big sip. Riley felt the alcohol pulsing through her bloodstream.

		She and her husband had both had two margaritas before dinner and two beers, so far, with the meal. Plus, she had downed two vodka tonics while she puttered about the kitchen this afternoon, getting everything ready.

		Normally, Riley wasn’t much of drinker. She liked to think she could handle her liquor, but she had to admit, she was really feeling all of the alcohol she had consumed tonight.

		That was okay with her. She was nervous as hell about what she was about to do next, and the booze seemed to be definitely helping calm her down.

		“Oh, hey, did I mention that I went out to the pool while you were at the tennis club today?” She tried to keep the excitement she was feeling out of her voice.

		“Uh, no, I don’t guess you did,” Shane said with a little shrug and went back to wolfing his taco.

		“I…uh…met some people while I was there,” she said haltingly. “Some kids who live on the other side of the development.”

		“Kids, what do mean kids?” Shane asked the question just before taking another swig of his beer.

		“Well, not kids, exactly but they were all much younger than the two of us,” she explained. “I’d guess they were in their early to middle twenties.”

		“Oh?”

		“Yeah, two girls and a guy,” Riley said, her heart now pounding with excitement. “The guy is a grad student, in Biology, over at State, from what I gathered. He’s just finishing up his thesis.”

		Shane seemed bored with the conversation. He ate more of his third taco and drank some more beer without commenting further.

		“He asked me to help him with his thesis, when he found out I’m a professional editor,” Riley went on.

		When Shane still didn’t take the bait by showing any reaction to that, she added, “I might have said no, but he’s a really good-looking kid. He has a killer bod—washboard abs, no waist at all, and big, broad shoulders—and I thought he was kind of hitting on me, if you can believe that!”

		Shane’s ears seemed to perk up when she said that. He gulped down the last of his beer and held up the bottle, “Do we have any more of these, babe? They go really well with this meal.”

		“Sure,” she said, getting up to fetch him one from the refrigerator.

		After she’d done so and sat back down, Shane asked casually, “So how did you feel about that, this kid hitting on you, I mean?”

		She laughed and said, somewhat embarrassed, “Well, it was kind of flattering, if you really want to know the truth. I mean, here I am in my middle thirties, and this really hunky young guy is openly coming on to me.”

		As she watched her husband, his face changed. He suddenly got very intense as he asked, “What do you mean by that? What, exactly, did he say?”

		Riley shrugged and took another sip of her own beer, replying, “Oh, I don’t know. It wasn’t so much what he said as how he was looking at me. A woman can usually tell when a guy is…interested.”

		Shane actually licked his lips before he whispered, “Interested…you mean, like, he was making a play for you?”

		“Well, I wouldn’t go so far as to call it that,” she said, striving to keep her voice conversational, trying desperately to maintain the fiction that she was just making small talk about her day at the dinner table. “But he wanted me to meet him back at the pool this Tuesday morning, to further discuss the possibility of me helping him polish up his thesis.”

		“Are…are you going to go?” Shane’s voice betrayed his own rapidly rising excitement at the notion of his wife rendezvousing with another man, a much younger man!

		Riley marveled at the change that had come over her husband in the last minute or so. He was now hanging on every word she said.

		“Oh, I don’t know,” she said doubtfully, playing poor Shane like a hooked fish. “Do you think I should?”

		He licked his lips nervously once again and blurted, “Of course you should!”

		Seeming to realize that his answer had been far too insistent, under the circumstances, he continued on in a much more casual tone, “I mean, the kid clearly needs help, and he’s a neighbor and all. Sure, you should offer to lend a hand.”

		Riley felt her clit throb. She found this--teasing Shane—to be really fun, now that she was doing it!

		She suddenly felt almost as if Shane was a guy she had just met, and they were flirting with each other. A big smile blossomed on her face as she said, “Well, if you really think I should, I guess I will.”

		The effect of her words was undeniable: Shane’s eyes were now sparkling openly with aroused lust! A little shudder ran through her as she realized that she had been right all along--her husband really did love to fantasize about her being bedded by other men.

		Taking another sip of her beer, she wondered if he wanted her to make his sexy daydreams a reality. Did he want her to seduce Troy on Tuesday morning? Did he really want this to go that far?

		

		****

		

		The rest of the evening was a half drunken blur to Riley. She had yet another beer and went into the living room to watch television with Shane when she was done cleaning up the kitchen after dinner.

		That is, she sat beside him on the couch in front of the TV for a couple of hours, but she couldn’t have told you later what it was that they watched. Her thoughts kept running to Tuesday, to being alone with ultra-handsome Troy.

		Again and again, she wondered just how far Shane wanted her to go. He had been all in favor of her meeting with her sexy young neighbor once more, and she knew from looking at the cheating wife websites which her husband frequented almost daily that he fantasized about her sleeping with other men.

		But did he really want her to go all the way with Troy? And did he want her to tell him all about it, if she did that?

		Or would he be crushed, when she confessed that she’d been unfaithful to him? Would their once happy marriage be over?

		She was still in a slight daze when Shane switched the big screen off at ten and suggested that they turn in. It was earlier than he usually went to bed, and Riley found her pulse rate rising as he switched off the living room lights and accompanied her down the hallway.

		Noting that he didn’t reach for his Kindle tonight, once they were in bed together, she waited breathlessly as he turned off the lamp on his side and waited for her to do the same. As soon as she did so, he moved over and spooned up right behind her.

		To her shock, she could feel his cock, hard and ready, against her ass as he cuddled her. She sighed and moved her lush little butt cheeks against it, kissing his hand as it slipped over her shoulders.

		“I don’t blame that kid for being attracted to you, baby,” he sighed in her ear. “You’re a beautiful woman.”

		Riley practically started purring as her previously inattentive husband said that and the let his hand slip away; down onto her right breast. He squeezed it gently and waves of pleasure engulfed her.

		Shane moved his big hand further down, so that it could lift the material out of the way and move under her nightie. He found her bare breast once again and fondled it. Her nipples had risen to full attention and he toyed with them, first one and then the other.

		“He might make a play for these, when you see him again. You can never tell about a horny young guy like him,” Shane whispered excitedly.

		Riley groaned and thrust her aroused breasts harder against her husband’s roving fingers. She murmured, “What should I do if he does?”

		She felt Shane’s cock jerk against her ass as he whispered, “What do you want to do, honey, if he does that?”

		“I…I don’t really know,” she said softly, “You know I’d never cheat on you. But he’s so handsome and that body of his is out of this world…”

		Shane gasped and his hand abruptly left her breasts. She felt her skimpy panties being dragged down, out of the way, and her husband’s very erect prick nudging her juicy lower lips.

		He took her in one savage thrust! She shivered at how good it felt to have his rigid cock in her once again and thrust her hips backward, burying him all the way inside her needy pussy.

		“What…what if I said it was okay for you to play with him a little?”

		Shane’s voice sounded choked with excitement as he spoke. She trembled under him and murmured back over her shoulder as her husband began to fuck her, “How…how far would you want me to go on Tuesday, if I did that?”

		She felt Shane’s big dick buck within her and thought for a second that he was coming already. His voice was a hoarse whisper as he confessed softly, “I don’t know.”

		A huge, illicit-feeling thrill shot through her body and she thought that she might orgasm prematurely as well! Shane was really starting to bang his cock into her.

		“Use your own judgment,” he mumbled, kissing her neck, her shoulders, lustily as he took her. “Do whatever feels right to you, babe!”

		Whatever feels right? The thought reverberated through her consciousness. This feels right! This feels oh, so right…

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		Troy – The Rendezvous

		Shane looked sheepish at breakfast on Sunday morning. They had enjoyed not just good but great sex together last night, for the first time in a long time.

		You would have thought that might have had the effect of bringing them closer together, but it hadn’t worked out that way so far. Her husband hid behind his newspaper while she scurried around the kitchen, getting breakfast ready to serve.

		Then he attacked the two eggs, bacon, and toast she sat down before him, as though he couldn’t wait to finish it and get over to the tennis court, where he had a game scheduled at ten. She sat back and watched him intently, but didn’t say much.

		As he got up from the table and got ready to leave the house, she came up to him and put her arms around his neck. Looking into his eyes, she whispered, “Do you still want me to meet Troy down by the pool on Tuesday morning?”

		Shane gulped and nodded that he did without actually replying. She went up onto her tiptoes and asked softly, “And do still want me to play around with him a little, if that’s what he wants, like you said last night?”

		Her long-time husband looked positively guilt-stricken as she asked that question in the bright morning light. She got the definite feeling he just wanted to slip out of her embrace and bolt out the door without answering.

		But she didn’t let him. She kept her gaze steady and demanded an answer, without saying another word.

		“I…I guess that would be okay,” he whispered at last.

		She continued to look at him as she asked softly, “Where did this all come from?”

		His face suddenly looked tortured as he admitted, “I don’t know. It gets me hot, somehow, imagining you in bed with another guy, a total stranger.”

		Giving him a little pitying half smile, she asked, “You do understand the difference between reality and fantasy, don’t you, babe?”

		He let out a deep breath and answered, “Yeah, I do.”

		After a few seconds, he added, “I think I really want this, but I’m not sure.”

		They broke apart and he headed for the door leading out to the garage and his car. As he reached it, he turned and said, “Either way, I’ll try not to blame you, if something does happen. I’ll try to remember that I was the one who told you to go ahead.”

		He turned back toward the door, opened it, and was gone. Seconds later, she heard the sound of the garage door clanking open and of his car starting.

		She stood in the kitchen and listened for as the sound of the car motor died away and she heard the garage door come down again. Riley went over and cleared the breakfast dishes away and poured herself another cup of coffee,

		Then she went into the bathroom and started to get ready face the day. She had to finish the manuscript, if she could, because another, even longer one had been emailed to her last night from her employer.

		

		****

		

		The rest of that day, Sunday, went by in a haze. Riley tried to focus on Avril Harrison’s steamy prose and let nothing else distract her.

		She was only partially successful. Each torrid sex scene made her squirm uncomfortably in her chair and think about Tuesday, and what it might bring.

		Shane didn’t get home until nearly three o’clock and she was almost done with the novel by then. He explained that he’d eaten lunch at the club with the guy he’d thrashed at tennis, and then played a friendly doubles match as Madge Johnson’s partner—Madge was a long-divorced woman who was a few years older than Shane, and Riley knew her too, and liked her—against the Holsteds, Linda and Tom.

		They had insisted on buying a round of drinks after the match and he had reciprocated. She noticed that Shane beat a hasty retreat into his garage workshop as soon as he could after he finished telling her about his afternoon, like he wanted to avoid her company altogether.

		Riley knew her husband pretty well, after eight years of marriage. She could tell he was embarrassed by his eagerness to have his wife’s Tuesday morning meeting with their handsome neighbor go forward, but didn’t want to discuss it anymore unless he was forced to do so.

		She found, to her surprise, that the idea of that was okay with her as well. Riley liked the titillating notion of Tuesday’s meeting happening, but she found that she didn’t want to talk about it with her husband anymore, either. He had already said that whatever happened was fine with him, hadn’t he?

		

		****

		

		They watched television again after dinner, but she went to bed early, tired from her long session with the laptop at the kitchen table. He didn’t turn in until eleven-thirty or so, and she was already fast asleep by then.

		Shane inhaled breakfast Monday morning and hurried out the door to work after reminding her that he had dinner with one of his architectural clients downtown tonight and cautioning her that he wouldn’t be home until late. She worked on the new book she’d been sent that day and daydreamed about tomorrow, Tuesday.

		She was anxious for it to get here, and yet she wasn’t. Riley was excited about meeting with Troy again, but very apprehensive about what might happen tomorrow.

		Tuesday dawned clear and bright. She fed Shane a quick breakfast and again, he nearly sprinted out the door, barely looking at her through the hasty meal and in a hurry to hit the road for work.

		Riley attempted to do more editing on the new manuscript, but her heart wasn’t in it. She was too nervous about today, now that it was finally here.

		At nine, she gave up all pretense of trying to work and got up and went into the bathroom to get ready. She wanted to take a shower, shave her legs and pits, and spend a good amount of time on her hair and make up.

		She also wanted to groom herself…down there as well, just in case things went that far between Troy and her!

		

		****

		

		I guess he’s not even going to show up, she thought dejectedly, glancing at her cell phone’s time signature again, and noting that it was nearly a quarter after ten.

		She sat up on the lounger and started to gather up her things; the book she had brought, her sunscreen, and the phone. Just then, she heard the pool gate creak open behind her and turned to see Troy closing it.

		“Hey, sorry I’m late, but I got held up on the phone,” he said apologetically as he came over to her. “My little brother called—which is unusual—so I had to talk to him for a while; sorry about that.”

		“Family comes first,” she said, staring up at him with a tiny smile.

		“Yeah, I guess that’s true,” he agreed, “unless they just want to hit you up for a loan to help them make it through the month, having squandered their monthly allowance on booze and drugs, as I suspect he did.”

		She laughed and nodded her understanding. He grinned back and said, “My little bro is a bit of a flake, I’m afraid. Our folks give him plenty to live on, but it never seems to be enough. He’s just going to have to learn to budget better.”

		“Where is he?”

		“He’s an undergrad at UC, Berkeley. This is his freshman year. I get the sense he’s partying a bit too hardy. I just hope he doesn’t flunk out.”

		“Easy thing to do at a big school like that,” she commented. “The academics are very challenging, the competition for grades is cutthroat, and I don’t imagine the temptations to party are lacking in the least.”

		“No, they’re not,” Troy agreed. “I checked out Berkeley, along with USC, the University of Oregon, and some ivy league schools, before deciding on State.”

		“What made you chose State over them?”

		“Lots of things,” Troy said with a shrug. “There’s a very laid back atmosphere on campus, compared to some of the others I considered. And it has an excellent Biology department, plus a Masters program which is well respected.”

		“Speaking of the Masters program, do you want to discuss that thesis now?”

		“Sure, why don’t we go back over to my place and I can show you what I have so far?”

		

		****

		

		I should have gone back to my house and changed into something else, before coming over here, Riley thought as she stood in Troy’s living room, looking around the condo he was renting.

		She was very conscious of the fact that she was dressed only in the filmy pool wrap and a very small bikini. He had worn his swim suit again and nothing else.

		His condo was the mirror image of her unit, minus the nice furnishings. Troy’s place was far more utilitarian. She would call the décor “Early Student”.

		There were your standard brick and board bookcases, a fairly new-looking big screen television, which had been bolted into place on the living room wall, a couch covered with a brown bedspread, a recliner that had seen better days, plus two battered but matching end tables, and coffee table that looked to be on its last legs.

		The kitchen table and chair set in the dining room/kitchen area had probably been purchased at a local thrift store. And what few wall hangings there were consisted mostly of cheaply framed classic movie posters.

		“Here, this is my laptop,” Troy said, emerging from the hallway carrying a small computer. “Let me set it up on the kitchen table and you can read what I’ve got so far.”

		She followed him into the kitchen and took a seat on one of the rickety-looking chairs and waited while he fired up the computer. Unlike the rest of the furnishings in his bachelor pad, this laptop was first class and looked to be brand new.

		“Nice computer,” she said to him.

		“Christmas present from my folks,” he answered, bending over the keyboard right next to her, bringing up the right document.

		He was right next to her, and he smelled wonderful. His well-tanned skin gave off an attractive scent, which she recognized as being a very expensive cologne.

		And he was even more handsome, up this close! She took in the tight pectorals, the perfect abs, the impossibly small waistline, and the broad, muscular shoulders and sighed softly.

		He’s dreamy, she thought, staring up raptly at him, so buffed, so fit-looking; so positively scrumptious!

		“Here we go,” Troy announced as the Word document opened.

		She tore her eyes away from his magnificent body and read the first paragraph. Scanning the second, she let out a more audible sigh.

		“What…is it that bad?”

		“Well, it’s not that it’s bad, per se,” she said, “it’s just dry and academic and boring.”

		She turned and smiled up at him, saying apologetically, “Other than that, it’s great.”

		He grinned sheepishly at her and asked, “Can you fix it?”

		“Do you have another copy of your original?”

		“Uh, yeah, I do, it’s on this thumb-drive,” he said, pointing to the small plug in device lying on the table next to the computer.

		“Well, then, let’s see what I can do with these opening paragraphs,” she said, turning back to the screen.

		For ten minutes or so, she was all concentration. Her entire focus was on the first two pages of the lengthy treatise.

		Then she sensed something. Looking up, she saw that all of his concentration was riveted on her revealed cleavage in the small bikini top!

		And it showed. Glancing over at his swimsuit, she saw that the very impressive bulge at the front of the baggy garment had grown into a regular tent pole!

		“You must see something you like,” she whispered up at him in a flirty voice, a tiny little smile creasing her lips.

		“Your body’s fantastic, Riley,” he admitted, sounding almost bashful about his interest in her chest. “I can’t seem to keep my eyes off those perfect breasts of yours.”

		Riley’s heart skipped a beat as he leaned down and lined his lips up with hers.

		“You know I’m married, right?’

		“I don’t care, if you don’t,” he said, just before he kissed her.

		

		****

		

		He had her up out of the chair, down the hallway, and into the bedroom practically before she knew it. Troy’s hard chest was up against hers for most of that time, and they were making out like a couple of horny high school kids.

		Somewhere between here and kitchen, she had lost both her flip-flops and her pool wrap. Now there was only the flimsy fabric of the bikini and his baggy swim trunks between their bodies!

		She felt his fingers on the snaps of her bra. Riley had the panicked thought: Should I stop him?

		Before she could reach a decision, it was too late to stop him. The two halves of the clasp holding her top closed separated and he tugged the whole thing free and tossed it over on the dresser.

		“Oh, man, those are gorgeous!” Troy let out a deep, longing sigh as he stared down are her fully revealed nipples. “I just knew you’d have great tits, and you do.”

		Riley started to say something, but the younger man’s mouth was back on hers and his tongue was slipping inside once again to toy with her own. She felt her breasts jerk in unison against his chest and her arms went around his neck once more almost automatically.

		Oh, his naked chest feels so great up against mine; she thought, feeling her clit throb and a fresh deluge of pussy oil coating her lower lips as the two embraced.

		The passionate kiss went on and on, and Riley could feel her pussy getting absolutely soppy-wet. She knew she had to stop this soon, but she told herself that it would be okay to continue the hot make out session with this beautiful young man for a few more seconds; it just felt so good to be wrapped this tightly in his strong arms!

		She was so turned on that she barely noticed a minute later when he eased her bikini bottoms off and they slid down her legs to lie around her ankles. Riley gasped and murmured with delight when his finger slipped inside her pussy a few seconds later and he began to finger-fuck her.

		Got to stop now, she told herself frantically, got to stop this, before it’s too late!

		The thought flew from her mind as the first spasm of pre-orgasmic ecstasy pulsed through her clit while his tongue made love to hers. Her breasts jerked again against his chest again and then she felt his hard cock slap against her belly.

		Startled, she stepped back, breaking off the kiss, and looked down. Troy’s swimsuit now lay down around his feet and his swollen-to-fullness manhood was jutting out from his big nut sac.

		Oh, God, it’s so pretty, just like the rest of him, and it’s...HUGE!

		She knew she had to end this, before it went any further, but Troy was whispering, “Suck it for me, Riley; just a little.”

		“Ooh, I shouldn’t,” she sighed, wanting more than anything to do what he had just asked!

		“Please,” he whispered in her ear, nuzzling it with his lips as he did so, “you want to; I can see that.”

		Troy gently pushed downward on her shoulders and she found herself sinking helplessly onto her knees in front of him. His enormous dick was right in front of her lips…and it looked so tempting!

		“Come on, darling, give it a tiny lick,” he urged her in a whispered tone.

		The thick head brushed her lips as he nudged it forward just a little, and a hot, thrilling flash of utter desire gripped Riley’s clit and echoed throughout her entire body. She stared at the hot spear of male flesh and opened her mouth to receive it.

		It pushed inside and her tongue went crazy on it. Troy gasped and gripped her head on both sides, saying, “That’s the way to lick it, baby. That’s the way to lick my big cock!”

		She looked up at his gorgeous young body and shivered. His dick felt like absolute heaven between her lips as she began to suck it feverishly.

		He’s so beautiful, she told herself, he’s perfection, and I WANT him! God, help me, I want him so badly!

		

		****

		

		The big cock banged into her relentlessly and she got ready to come yet again. This was so fucking hot!

		Troy had been balling her for a solid twenty minutes and so far she had come twice already. She had her legs wrapped around his hunching ass and her tits pressed up against his chest as he ravaged her pussy, much to her delight.

		She was kissing him as he fucked her brains out, sucking at his tongue and making little nonsense noises in the back of her throat. Riley was delirious with joy. No one had ever fucked this good—no one!

		All at once, Troy straightened up, pulling his mouth from hers and gasped, “Oh, fuck, babe, I’m going to come. Is it…is it okay if I come inside you?”

		Riley started to orgasm, hard! She was climaxing like a wild woman, too turned on to speak a word.

		I want him to! Oh, God help, I want to feel his come inside me!

		Troy took her silence as a “yes” and began to empty his virile young balls into her tightness. He groaned and really unloaded in her.

		Jet after jet of heavy, thick semen erupted into her pussy and she clung to him and came even harder. His youthful spunk was so hot, so copious; it made her cunt boil over with lust as she felt it spurting endlessly into her womb!

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		Getting To Know One Other

		“I shouldn’t have done that; let you come inside me without protection,” she chided him.

		They were snuggled up together on the bed, just holding one another and kissing. He grinned and asked, “Why? Aren’t you on the pill?”

		“I don’t need to be,” she explained. “I can never get pregnant, no matter how hard I try. Or so the doctors all tell me.”

		“So, what’s the problem with me coming inside of you then?”

		“Those two girls out at the pool,” she said, staring into his mischievous eyes, “I gather they’d both been to bed with you recently. And God knows how many other girls as well; you may have some horrible disease, for all I know.”

		“I’m pretty sure I don’t,” he replied, still smiling over at her. “I got tested two days ago, and I was clean as whistle. What about you?”

		Riley laughed and shook her head negatively, “No way; that was the first time I’ve been with anyone other than my husband in nearly ten years.”

		“Really,” Troy sat up a bit straighter, clearly surprised by what she’d just said. “A hottie like you hasn’t fooled around before?”

		She grinned at him. Running her forefinger idly over his hairless chest, she said, “Do you really think so; do you really think I’m…hot?”

		“Fuck, lady, you’re scorching!” He said the words with a huge smile.

		Hugging her even tighter, he whispered earnestly, “I mean it. You’re one of the sexiest women I’ve ever been with.”

		Riley almost purred. He thought she was hot! How incredible!

		“With a rockin’ bod like yours and that face,” he said softly, “you could get just about any dude you wanted.”

		He thought about that for a moment and then asked, “What about your husband? Is he a good guy?”

		After a moment, she said, “Yeah, I think so. He can be a little distant at times, but I still love him.”

		Troy let that lie there for a minute, before saying, “And yet you just cheated on him with me; why is that?”

		Riley felt her face coloring. She said, “Well, he’s been ignoring me lately. So, I finally decided to do something about it.”

		There was a long silence between them. Troy broke it by asking, “Why me? Why now?”

		She smiled and answered, “Come on, Troy, you’ve got to know you’re a gorgeous young man. I bet you meet a half-dozen girls a week who would like nothing better than to be right where I am now; in this bed.”

		“Maybe,” he agreed, “but that just makes me choosier. Those two airheads at the pool, Monica and Taylor; they have great bodies but they’re not much to talk to, once the sex is done. I doubt I’ll fuck them again, even if they want me to.”

		“Oh, so you don’t mind lowering your high standards a little, if a girl is pretty enough?” She asked the question playfully, letting him know she was giving him a hard time, just to tease him.

		She was having fun again, bantering with this Greek God of a boy. There was clearly more to him than his stellar good looks and his easy charm; and she liked that.

		Troy laughed and admitted, “I may make exceptions, if a girl is attractive enough. But after I’ve bedded her, I tend to lose interest quickly; if I find out she’s not worth hanging with.”

		He waited a beat and then added with a shrug, “Like you said, I get lots of offers, from lots of different girls. I only continue to see the ones that really do it for me.”

		She scooted closer to him and asked softly, “How about me, junior? Do I do it for you?”

		“Yeah, you really do, Riley,” he said quickly, taking her tightly in his arms again. “You’re beautiful and smart and fun to talk to. What’s not to like?”

		Before she could answer, he kissed her again. She felt his cock stiffening against her belly and sighed.

		This hunky kid was going to fuck her again. And she could hardly wait!

		

		****

		

		God, he was everything I dreamed he’d be and so much more! I can’t wait for Thursday to get here!

		She had those steamy thoughts as she unlocked her front door at five that evening and slipped inside. It was time to get dinner together for Shane and first she wanted to take a long, hot shower.

		Riley had taken one at Troy’s, to wash her pussy out—Troy had creamed her three times today, and all of his loads had been huge—but she wanted to get really clean for Shane. She didn’t know how he would react to what she’d done today, if she elected to tell him everything.

		But she suspected he’d want her again tonight. And she didn’t know how he’d react to seeing another guy’s semen oozing out of her pussy when she got naked for him!

		On the other hand, that might turn him on no end; she thought as she made her way into the bedroom and stripped off her scanty outfit. We’ll just have to see.

		She had been agonizing all afternoon about whether to admit to her husband just how far she had gone with Troy today. He might think that her letting the younger man do practically anything he wanted with her body today was cooler than cool.

		But he might be pissed off or really hurt by what I did this afternoon, too, if I decide to level with him.

		She started the shower and got inside. Going through everything in her mind that she had done with Troy today, she couldn’t believe how far she had taken things with him.

		Yeah, Shane might be really angry if I tell him everything, she admitted to herself as she lathered up.

		After all, he said to ‘use my own judgment’, not to go ahead and fuck him three times and blow him once!

		She smiled as she remembered the blowjob. Troy had already come three times, so she’d felt confident about letting him shoot off in her mouth and then swallowing it for him.

		After all, how much come can one guy’s nuts make? That’s the question she’d asked herself as she had knelt on the rug and let him fuck her mouth and throat just before she’d walked home from his place.

		She’d forgotten how much the output from a young man’s balls differed from that of an older guy’s, like her husband. Troy had nearly drowned her in semen.

		She’d had to swallow frantically to keep up with him! As a matter of fact, she was barely hungry tonight, even though she’d missed lunch; her youthful lover having fed her a hot protein meal that had filled her tummy to the brim just minutes ago!

		

		****

		

		Riley took the large frozen lasagna out of the small chest freezer in the garage and brought it back into the kitchen. She slid the aluminum tray out of the package, removed the foil on top, and made a tent out of it as the directions indicated.

		Then she popped the whole thing into the preheated oven and made herself a drink. It should be ready by the time Shane walked in the door. All she had to do now was make a salad to accompany it and brown a loaf of garlic French bread.

		Easy, she thought, bringing the vodka tonic to her lips.

		She glanced at her computer, which was open on the table and sighed. Today had been incredible as far as the sex was concerned, but it had really cost her in terms of work. Now she’d have to totally buckle down tomorrow and edit like a madwoman from the early morning until about this time in the evening.

		But today was so worth it, though, she thought with a smug smile, God, but that handsome kid made me come a bunch of times this afternoon, and those hot climaxes were better than I have experienced in years—maybe ever!

		Riley went over and closed up the laptop, after checking her email. There was nothing important.

		She put it away for the night and set the table for dinner. As she did so, she thought about just how much detail concerning her day she wanted to give Shane tonight.

		I’ll definitely tell him that we made out, she decided as she started on the salad. If I hadn’t at least done that, he’d be disappointed.

		And maybe she’d admit to touching Troy’s big cock. Somehow, she sensed that Shane would be more than okay with that.

		Perhaps she’d even admit that she’d sucked it a little for her new lover. And if her husband seemed good with that, she might go still further, and tell him about Troy licking her pussy and sucking her tits.

		Yeah, I think he’d be alright with that. I suspect that it would really turn him on to think about me getting completely naked and being eaten to a climax by a hot young guy.

		She agonized about whether to tell him Troy had made her come incredibly hard when he’d licked her clit. Riley snorted with laughter and thought, God, if I told him how explosive my orgasm was when he rubbed my g-spot with his middle finger at the sane time he lapped at my clit—the move those two ditzes out at the pool, Monica and Taylor, loved so much—he might really start to feel jealous!

		Riley guessed she’s have to see how it went tonight before she decided on just how much she’d reveal to her husband. It was one thing to say you’d be more than okay with your wife being naughty with another guy, but actually being alright with it was another thing entirely.

		

		****

		

		Shane came through the door at exactly six. One look at his eyes told Riley everything she needed to know about how excited he was about today.

		Her husband’s eyes were bright with arousal. He fixed himself a drink and asked her abruptly, “Did you see him today, like you planned?”

		“I did,” Riley answered evenly. “We met down at the pool at around ten, as we had discussed.”

		“How did that go?” Shane wanted to know right away. “Did you talk long?”

		“We…uh…went back to his place and he showed me his thesis,” she said. “It needs a lot of work.”

		“So, you’re going to be spending more time with him?” Shane asked the question hopefully.

		“I think you can count on that, lover,” she answered evasively. “Now, sit down and eat your dinner and we can talk more about my day afterward.”

		Shane grumbled a little but did as she directed. It was clear he wanted to hear all about what she’d done with Troy, but that came as no surprise to her, as excited as he’d been when she had first told him about meeting the younger man out by the pool on Saturday.

		They ate largely in silence, with her husband shoveling in the food and gulping down the red wine she’d served with the Italian-themed dinner. It was as if he couldn’t wait the have the meal over with and to hear more about her rendezvous this morning with Troy.

		“Let’s not bother with the TV tonight,” he suggested as soon as she had the table all cleared and the leftovers put away.

		He took her in his arms and whispered, “I want to hear about your day…I’m dying to hear!”

		She felt her heart rate picking up as she said, “Okay, let’s go in the bedroom and I’ll tell you about it in there.”

		Shane hurried her down the hall and into the bedroom. Once they were inside, she turned and began unbuttoning his shirt.

		“What-what are you doing?”

		“I’m just getting you more comfortable, darling,” she whispered, undoing the last button and then slipping off his necktie. “I want you totally naked when I tell you what I did with Troy today.”

		“How about you, are you going to be naked, too?”

		“I sure am, big boy,” she promised breathily, undoing his belt and unsnapping his slacks. “I’m going to get naked right along with you and tell you everything you want to know.”

		Shane shuddered visibly at that news and held still while she skimmed off both his pants and his boxers. His cock was already half stiff as she went to her knees and untied his shoes, along with helping him out of his clothes and taking off his socks.

		She had donned an old sweatshirt and a pair of yoga pants after her shower. When she had him completely stripped, she stepped away from him and removed them.

		“No bra,” he said with an approving smile.

		“I did wear panties, but now they’re gone too,” she answered with a sly grin, taking off her remaining garments in one smooth downward motion.

		“Here, come lay on the bed with me, while I fill you in on what happened after you left for the office today,” she offered, easing her naked body down onto it and patting the mattress beside her invitingly.

		Shane vaulted onto the bed and moved up close to her. She eyed his hard dick and said, “Well, to start things off, I read a couple of pages of his thesis, sitting at his kitchen table.”

		She went on to tell him how much work it needed. He listened impatiently, clearly wanting her to get to the juicy parts.

		Riley took her time in doing that, enjoying tantalizing her husband enormously. His cock stayed hard and she reached out and touched it as she spoke.

		“I stopped editing when I noticed he was staring down at my cleavage,” she said next. “And he got hard, like you are now.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		Riley Tells All

		Shane sighed and appeared to be savoring the feel of her hand around his stiff dick. She said, “His was cock turned out to be much bigger than yours, and I’ve never thought of yours as being particularly small.”

		“How…how big was it?” Shane croaked, his prick jerking in her gently stroking fist.

		“Huge,” she answered simply. “I couldn’t really tell much beyond that, at that point, because he still had his swimsuit on.”

		Her husband gasped, “You…you mean he took it off, later?”

		“Oh, yeah,” her eyes glittered as she told him that, “and mine, too.”

		Shane gave a strangled cry and fought to keep from coming right then. When she was sure he had his cock under control once more, she added. “But first he kissed me. He leaned down and kissed me, honey.”

		“Oh, oh, God,” he wheezed excitedly. “And you let him, you let him kiss you?”

		“Well, I was pretty sure you’d want me to go at least that far, after what you said,” she explained.

		“Did he, you know…French you?”

		“Yeah, he did,” Riley admitted coyly.

		She flashed her husband a tiny smile and said, “And it really turned me on, too. I’ll admit it. This kid is so good-looking; it was like making out with a movie star or something!”

		“God, that’s so hot,” Shane gasped, clearly seeing his sexy little wife passionately making out with a really handsome guy in his mind’s eye.

		“He pulled me up out of my chair. He’s very strong and muscular, darling,” she confessed shyly. “Troy wanted to hold me while we kissed, and I was powerless to resist him.”

		And I didn’t even try to resist him; she thought smugly to herself, I didn’t really want to!

		“What-what happened next?” Shane demanded breathlessly.

		“We made out for a while and both of us kept getting hotter and hotter. His tongue was all over mine, and my nipples got so hard, up against his big chest! There was only my skimpy bikini top between us, darling.”

		Her husband made a little growling sound and again, his dick jerked in her fist as he imagined that. She whispered, “He moved me across the front room and down the hallway, still kissing me passionately.”

		Shane’s breathing had stopped and his eyes were all agog, waiting for her to go on with the lewd story. She did, saying, “He took my top off as soon as we got next to the bed. And I’m afraid made no move to stop him; I just let him do it--it was as if I suddenly had no will of my own! His bare skin just felt so good against my hard nipples, baby. I guess I got a little carried away!”

		He was no longer able to form words by then. She shrugged as she said, “He took my bottoms off, too.”

		Shane drew in his breath. It was obvious he was fighting hard to keep from coming. She added, “He fingered my pussy, and I was so wet by then!”

		There wasn’t a sound in the house except for her husband’s labored breathing. Riley said simply, “I was so turned on. He wanted me to suck him…and so I did!”

		Her tortured husband gasped and she was sure she was about to feel his hot jism spraying all over her. But he was able to control his urge to come once again, just barely.

		“He had a really big one, honey,” she offered in a soft, almost inaudible voice. “It was so pretty, that when he urged me down onto my knees, I just had to give him what he wanted, didn’t I?”

		Long seconds ticked past and he realized at last that she was expecting him to answer her, to give her his approval of her naughty behavior. He gathered himself and finally managed to croak, “Fuck, yes! You had to suck that huge cock, baby. I can see that!”

		Riley smiled shyly at him and went on with her story. She whispered, “It was a good two inches longer than yours, darling. And it was so big around. I could barely get it in my mouth at first.”

		Shane gasped again and she went on rapidly to add, “But I guess I got used to its size pretty quick. I gave him a good blowjob, I think. I used my tongue a lot and let him push it in as deep as he wanted. I gagged a few times, but I kept on sucking.”

		“J-Jesus,” her husband’s voice had by now been reduced to a guttural growl, “Did you let him…you know…come in your mouth?”

		“I would have, I think, but he didn’t want that right then,” she answered in her tiny voice. “He wanted to fuck me…so I let him.”

		Shane threw back his head and screamed out that he was coming. Riley smiled and gave him the best handjob she knew how to give.

		His come splashed all over her belly and tits and clear up onto her neck. He moaned and kept right on shooting off in her working fist.

		There seemed to be a gallon of it. Her poor cuckolded hubby was really excited!

		

		****

		

		“Do you really want to hear more?” Riley said, as she emerged from the shower minutes later.

		She had been careful not to get her ash-blonde locks wet as she had carefully scrubbed off the copious gouts of her husband’s jism. Now squeaky clean and dry once more, she threw herself down next to Shane and waited for his reply.

		“Fuck, yes, I want to hear it all!” His voice was harsh and demanding, but there was a pleading quality about it as well. “Did you really fuck him?”

		“I did,” Riley answered simply, “and more than once, I admit.”

		Shane’s limp cock, unbelievably, started to firm up again. She stared down at his dick and murmured, “What’s gotten into you tonight? You never used to be able to get hard again this quickly, not since you were in your early twenties.”

		He reached for her and crushed his wife’s magnificent tits up against his chest. Shane muttered, his voice filled with lust, as if he was totally turned on by her infidelity this afternoon, “I want to fuck you while you tell me about it. I want to fuck that hot little pussy of yours; just like that kid did today!”

		She just smiled invitingly at him and let him manhandle her onto her back. Riley knew her pussy was still really wet. She wasn’t nearly as aroused as her husband was, but she definitely wouldn’t mind some hard cock right about now!

		Shane seemed to sense that she was as ready as he was; he wasted no time with foreplay. He simply rammed his manhood into her slick pussy and she moaned at how great that felt.

		“Oh, yeah, baby, fuck me, just like he did,” she sighed.

		“I’ll fuck you alright,” he growled. “I’ll fuck you so hard your eyes will cross!”

		“Ooh, that sounds wonderful,” she cooed, taking his pounding happily.

		“Tell me,” he urged her. “Tell me all about how he fucked you with that huge dick!”

		She sighed again and murmured, “That first time he did me, I was on my back, just like this.”

		“The…the first time,” he gasped. “How many times did he fuck you?”

		“Three, all together,” she whispered up coyly at her husband while he gave her cunt the fucking of a lifetime. “He was really horny for me, darling. He thought I was really hot!”

		“Jesus, you are,” Shane grunted as he powered his dick into her again and again, “you’re fucking smokin’ hot, you cheating little bitch!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I think you love it that I cheated on you,” she purred up at him. “I know I do!”

		“Does that mean you’re going to do it again?”

		His tone was at once anguished but somehow hopeful, like he was desperate for her to cheat on him again, but fearful she would—both at the same time!

		“Next Thursday,” she sighed. “I’m going over to his place again…to help him with his thesis…and to suck his cock!”

		Shane groaned but kept on fucking her. She looked up at her husband guilelessly and asked, “Is that alright with you, honey, for me to be naughty with him again? If agree to tell you all about it afterward, I mean?”

		Her handsome hubby just closed his eyes and fucked her even harder. She smiled and whispered, “Do you want to hear about the second time? When he got me up on all fours and did it to me doggie style…?”

		

		****

		

		“You sucked him off all the way?” Shane sounded incredulous as he asked the question.

		“Oh, yeah,” Riley assured him, letting his hard on slip out of her mouth briefly. “Just before I came home to fix dinner for you.”

		She giggled, “I didn’t think he’d have much come left, but, boy, was I wrong!?”

		Shane sighed deeply again and caressed her blonde hair lovingly before asking her, “How…how much was there, for you to swallow?”

		Riley giggled and said, “A bucketful, darling, that cute boy filled your wife’s little mouth with gush after gush of his hot, slick come, I’m afraid.”

		Her husband twisted involuntarily on the bed as he envisioned that and his grip suddenly tightened on her hair as he gasped, “And you swallowed all of it?”

		“Every last drop, baby,” she said as she smiled up at him and she bestowed his own hard dick with another tongue swipe. “Isn’t that what you wanted me to do?”

		“God, yes,” he sighed, his cock jerking against her lips, “I just wish I could have seen it!”

		The thought of that sent a thrill coursing down into Riley’s pussy. She realized how incredibly much of a turn that might be, to actually have her husband in the same room with her and Troy, as the younger man fucked her brains loose, or while she blew him!

		“Do you think you could really deal with that…being there in person, I mean?” She asked Shane the question immediately, anxious to hear his answer.

		He took a full half-minute to think it over before he gave it to her. Shrugging somewhat sheepishly, he admitted, “I don’t really know, to tell you the truth. It sounds really hot, seeing you do all of those naughty things with another guy, instead of just hearing about them. But I might get jealous and ruin it. I just don’t know.”

		Riley smiled at him and said, “Well, think about it. Troy seems to be a bit of an exhibitionist to me. He loves to show off that rockin’ bod of his down by the pool, and his big cock in private. It wouldn’t surprise me to find out he’s okay with you watching, as long as you’re sure you’d be cool with it.”

		She paused a beat before adding, “No one would be turned on by a fistfight erupting in the bedroom. That would spoil everything for everyone.”

		He nodded agreement and she went back to giving him an incredibly slurpy, sucking blowjob, just like the one she had given to Troy late that afternoon.

		She knew Shane was seeing mental images of the younger man’s huge cock in her mouth as she blew him, just like she was. And that was so hot—for both of them!

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		Waiting For Thursday

		Wednesday seemed to drag by for Riley. This new manuscript was nowhere near as hot or erotic as the last one had been, and editing it proved to be almost as big a chore as fixing Troy’s scientific, scholarly treatise was turning out to be.

		He had emailed her a copy of the rough draft and she was going over it whenever she needed a break from the tepid romance she was attempting to breathe life into, for an author Riley secretly thought of as being inept. She swore she could write better than this woman!

		Why don’t I try it? The thought suddenly struck her from out of left field.

		She had done some writing in college, for the school newspaper and in some fiction writing classes she’d taken, just as a lark. For those, she had done short stories, about campus life, failed love affairs, and other things that had happened to her thus far in her rather typical, early-twenties life.

		One of my professors said I should give longer fiction a try. He even suggested I might get it published somewhere, if I was willing to work at it.

		All of that was before Amazon.com really got going, Riley knew. It was now so easy to get yours stuff into print. And you, the author, got most of the proceeds of each sale, from what she had read on the web; up to seventy percent of the cover price!

		Plus, she could do all of her own editing. After all, that was how she made her living, editing the work of writers. Why pay someone else to do what she could easily do herself?

		That just left designing the covers and formatting the finished manuscript and she bet if she searched the web she’d find that such services were available, cheap!

		A surge of real excitement pulsed through her as she sat at her laptop. She thought: I know I could do it! I could become a real, live author! I could write as well as this…bitch--I know I could!

		Another thing she’d need would be a pen name. No one in her right mind published this sort of dreck under her real name!

		A name, a really naughty one, popped into her head. There was guy who called himself “Dick B. Long” who published erotica.

		She had sniggered every time she’d seen the suggestive pseudonym listed on Amazon, under the books some of the authors she’d edited. Why couldn’t she use something similar?

		After a moment’s thought she grinned and said aloud, “I’ll be…Pussy B. Wett!”

		Giggling like a naughty schoolgirl at first, she sat back in her chair and gradually dissolved into fits of helpless laughter. She roared; she tittered uncontrollably--tears eventually rolled from her eyes and down both cheeks as riotous amusement gripped her and refused to let go!

		When she finally gained control again, she asked herself what her first book should be about. What was that old chestnut of advice to fledgling authors; “write what you know’?

		So, my first erotic novel will be about a bored housewife, whose husband is ignoring her sexually after ten or so years of marriage. They got married young, so she’s still in her thirties as the book opens…

		“I’ll make her a housewife, married to a rich husband, so the similarities to my own life won’t be quite so evident,” she thought further, aloud.

		Not that I’d ever tell anyone I was writing this kind of book, anyway, Riley promised herself. I’d be too embarrassed to admit it!

		“She meets this hunky young guy down at the swimming pool at the condo development they’re both living in,” she said aloud, letting her imagination roll. “No point in going too far afield with the plot.”

		My character’s name will be…let’s see…How about Regan? That’s close to Riley but not too close.

		“And he’s Troy, no, that’s not good, what about Jason or Eric?” Again, she spoke out loud,

		Jason is good, I think, she told herself. Now what’s the husband going to be called?

		She thought a minute and said to herself, I know, Silas, I could call him Si, for short; that’s close to Shane but, again, not too close!

		Riley smiled, pleased with herself, and opened a new document page in Word. She thought about a working title for her fledgling novel for a moment, and then typed: “Fulfilling Her Husband’s Fantasies - Becoming A Hotwife”.

		Just to see if she could really do this, she started to type. Pretty soon, she had five-hundred words, and then a thousand. Riley stopped at that point and got up and stretched and poured herself another cup of coffee.

		When she sat back down at the laptop, she went back to fixing Troy’s thesis for a while. Quickly getting bored with reshaping technical prose, she brought her own first novel up and re-read it from the first paragraph.

		“Not bad,” she whispered aloud when she had finished reading, her eyes glowing with excitement.

		As far as she could see right now, she’d just have to change a word here and there, add a few things, and it would be alright. Encouraged, she went back to editing the other woman’s manuscript.

		She alternated between the three all morning long. Before she knew it, her day was half over.

		Breaking for lunch, she made herself a half a peanut butter and jelly sandwich and ate it over the sink. She poured another cup of coffee and returned to the laptop…

		

		****

		

		Wow, that was really cool, she told herself as she fixed dinner at five. I got quite a bit of the new manuscript edited, I wrote just over twenty-five hundred words on my own book, and I got a good ways into Troy’s thesis.

		“I guess this multi-tasking stuff really works,” she said aloud. “Most of tomorrow is going to be devoted to scrumptious Troy and his super-cock, but that should just give me more to write about on Friday!”

		She chuckled happily at that thought and made herself a vodka tonic to sip while she finished getting dinner together. This writer’s life, and being a hotwife as well, was super-fun!

		Riley was making a quick, one pan dinner from a recipe she’d discovered on the web, and she bet Shane would like some merlot to accompany it. She got a bottle out, opened it so that it could breathe a little, and put her laptop away.

		Setting the table, she made herself a second vodka tonic and checked the stove. Everything looked to be coming along great.

		By this time tomorrow, I bet I’ve sucked Troy’s prick again and he’s fucked me a bunch more times!

		She smiled at that thought and gulped down some more of her cocktail. Life as a hotwife was going to be great!

		

		****

		

		“You’re still on for tomorrow?” Shane inquired at dinner, chasing his meal with a big sip of the red wine.

		“I got a lot more of his thesis edited today,” Riley said. “We should have a great deal to talk about.”

		Shane finished up his dinner and drank the rest of his wine. He grinned across the table at her and said somewhat wryly, “Didn’t sound like you did much talking last time you were over at his place, honey.”

		She smiled and poured the last of the wine into his glass, saying, “My mama taught me that it’s not polite to talk with your mouth full.”

		He blanched and gulped down his wine. She stood up and cleared away the dirty dishes, saying, “And my mouth was full of nine inches of hard cock a lot of the time.”

		Shane waited until she had set the dishes in the sink. He finished the wine.

		When she was nearing the now empty table once again, he abruptly stood up. She saw his cock was as hard as it could be beneath his slacks.

		“Come here, you hot bitch,” he whispered breathily, “I want some of what you’re going to give that kid in the morning.”

		Smiling provocatively, she turned and got a dish towel and folded it in half. She placed it on the floor right in front of him and knelt down on it.

		“This linoleum is hard on the knees,” she whispered, as she unzipped his pants and undid his belt.

		Shane’s slacks fell away and she slid down his boxers, revealing his hard cock. She licked at the head briefly, looking up at him.

		“Are you really going to suck it for him, babe?”

		“Oh, I intend to do a lot more than that,” she assured him in a low, hungry voice.

		Her husband groaned as she slipped his rigid dick into her mouth and started to suck. He smiled down at her, deliriously happy, as she ate all of his cock, licking all around it as she did so.

		“Show me,” he wheezed under his breath, “Show me how you’re going to suck his big prick tomorrow, honey!”

		She did. Riley gobbled his cock up as though she couldn’t get enough of it for long minutes.

		Her pussy was boiling over with arousal and her nipples were poking out against her blouse, even though she had one of her thickest bras on today. He noticed.

		“Fuck, you look ready for this,” he sighed, reaching down and pulling her to her feet. “You look ready as hell to get fucked!”

		Riley mewled happily as her tore at her buttons, unsnapped the heavy duty bra and unzipped her jeans. Practically before she knew it, she found herself mostly nude and face down on the nearby kitchen table.

		The surface felt cold against her bare skin but Riley was too turned on to care. Her husband’s rock hard dick split her wet pussy open easily and rammed himself deep inside with one mighty thrust.

		“Oh, fuck me,” she murmured, “fuck my naughty pussy hard, baby; just the way he’s going to tomorrow!”

		Shane made a little growling sound, deep in his throat, and proceeded to do just that. His cock flew in and out of her soupy cunt and her whole body shook with the impact of his thrusts.

		God, but it feels good to get fucked like this! She purred with contentment as she took his pounding eagerly.

		It felt great to have a sex life again! Her darling Shane still wanted her, and wanted her badly.

		That was obvious. And she didn’t care if she had to fuck Troy to arouse his interest!

		In fact, that didn’t sound bad to her at all…

		

		****

		

		“Remember to do what I asked,” he reminded her the next morning as he got ready to leave for work.

		“Are you sure?”

		He grinned and kissed her, hard. Breaking off the kiss, he whispered, “I’m sure. I want to see his spunk inside of you, baby, please!”

		“Okay,” she agreed with an embarrassed little smile. “I won’t take a shower before you get home.”

		“See that you don’t,” he admonished her, grinning from ear to ear as he headed for the door leading out to the garage. “I want to see that big creampie, honey!”

		“You pervert,” she grinned back, loving her kinky man more than ever.

		Shane opened the door and was gone. She turned away, still smiling, and went to get ready.

		Riley wanted to make sure her body was perfect for Troy today. She wanted an extra long shower, a close shave everywhere, and to make sure that her hair and make up were just so before she showed up at his door at ten…

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		Thursday Morning

		“Hi, did you get my email, with the edits so far?” She said as Troy swung the door open just after she had rung the bell.

		“Yeah, they looked great,” he said. “But not as great as you do this morning, Riley.”

		“No bikini this time,” she said, smiling up at him.

		“We can soon fix that,” he retorted, grinning back at her.

		He reached out and took her by the elbow and pulled her inside. Shutting the door, he locked it and swept her into his arms.

		Riley didn’t hesitate at all this time. After all, Shane knew what they were going to do together today as well as she did, and he was clearly as anxious for it to happen as she was!

		Troy’s tongue was in her mouth right away, toying with hers. She sighed and felt her pussy start to get wet, her nipples begin to spike.

		He made out with her for half a minute more, and then broke off the kiss and took her hand in his and led her into the bedroom. She let him undress her rapidly.

		“I’ve been so looking forward to today,” he said as he got the last of her clothing off. “Fuck, you’re so frigging hot!”

		“So are you, baby,” she assured him, undoing the buttons on the front of his shirt frantically, stripping it off him as soon as she had the last one undone.

		Moments later, they fell into bed together. Her lips were pressed tightly up against his as his big hands roamed all over her naked flesh.

		I love this, she thought to herself, he’s gorgeous, his cock is phenomenal, and Shane knows just what I’m up to! Does it get any better than this? Being a hotwife is sensational, absolutely; the best thing ever!

		“Are you wet enough to take me?” He gasped out the words when the steamy kiss was over, his cock like a fencepost against her naked belly.

		“Oh, God, yes,” she murmured, reaching for him, aching to feel him inside of her once more. “Fuck me with that huge thing, darling. Fuck me hard and make me come!”

		He wasted no more time, centering his towering manhood in the middle of her wet pinkness and pushing gently. Riley sighed as she felt him part her folds and slide all the way into her again.

		God, he really fills me up, she thought, wrapping her calves around his muscular ass as he began to give it to her, slow and easy, letting her adjust to his size, his big dick feels so good, and it goes in so deep!

		“Jesus, you’re hot and wet,” he moaned into her ear as he fucked her, “that little pussy of yours is so slick and so ready for me to fuck it!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she murmured, moving with him, tossing her hips up to meet his downward stroked, berthing his thick cock to the hilt each time he entered her.

		“Oh, baby, you’re perfect,” he sighed, speeding up his thrusts as she warmed even more to his penetrations.

		“So are you,” she said, breathing out heavily, pulling him down for a hot kiss as their bodies merged into one again and again, “oh, God, so are you!”

		Silently, they fucked for a good five minutes, the only sound in the room the faint creak of bedsprings going up and down, and the soft sighs of the two lovers. She sucked at his tongue as if it were a cock and closed her eyes in utter ecstasy.

		This is incredible, she thought, feeling her tummy muscles start to ripple already, this kid fucks me so great. And Shane is going to love it when I tell him about this tonight, about how Troy fucked me hard and deep, and made me come all day long!

		At that moment, he tore his mouth away from her and, looking slightly disappointed with himself, sighed, “Usually, I’m good for a long time. But you’re just too hot, Riley. Got to cream you…got to come in that tight little pussy of yours!”

		Riley felt his hot words pushing her over the top. She moaned and started to come around his ready-to-spurt cock, saying; “Give to me, baby. Let me feel that hot spunk filling me, hitting my clit!”

		Troy shuddered and started to blast steaming-hot jism into her clasping cunt. She squealed with joy and hung on tight, working her spasming pussy against his pubic hair, keeping his massive cock trapped within her flexing walls.

		I want it, the thought tumbled through her head as she came and came. I want every drop of that gooey man-cream. Shane wants to see it, flooding out of me, and I’m dying to show it to him!

		

		****

		

		“Wow, I haven’t come that fast since I was in my early teens, getting my first piece of ass,” Troy said, somewhat embarrassed by his recent rapid arousal and orgasm.

		They were lying back against the pillows at the head of the bed, cuddling and touching one another, exploring each other’s naked bodies. She smiled at him and said, “Hey, you were great as far as I’m concerned. We both came together, and sometimes that’s the best way.”

		“Yeah, but I’m usually able to make a girl come numerous times before I join her,” he said sheepishly.

		He actually blushed and went on to say, “I don’t know what came over me.”

		Looking away for a moment, he glanced back at her and admitted, “It’s just that you’re so hot…so sexy…so fucking pretty!”

		Riley felt a hot flush spreading through her recently sated pussy at that nice compliment. She thought, Not bad, for an older girl…he thinks I’m some sort of sexpot!

		“I think part of it is your being older than me, a real woman,” he said, “and not some coed or high school chick.”

		“It doesn’t bother you, then, that I’m thirty-three?”

		“Fuck, no,” he answered with a grin, “I think it’s hot that you’re that age.”

		“Am I the oldest woman you’ve ever been with?”

		Troy thought about that a moment and nodded that she was. He said, “I had a thing with a prof, once. But I’m pretty sure she was only thirty-one at the time.”

		“How old were you?”

		He smiled somewhat bashfully and admitted, “I was just eighteen. I was in my first year of school at State and I think it was her first semester as an instructor.”

		“You naughty boy, seducing your teacher,” Riley smiled at him and touched his cheek. “I bet you got a good grade in that class.”

		“I got an ‘A’, I’ll have you know,” he shot back, still smiling. “And I didn’t seduce her; she seduced me, when I came to her office one day to ask about an assignment after class was out.”

		Riley laughed, seeing that in her mind’s eye. She asked, “Did you do it right in her office?”

		“Nah, we left campus and went over to her place,” he said, “she lived real close to the school. She walked to work, most days.”

		Riley was fascinated by this tale of youthful seduction by an older woman—not that thirty-one was old, by any means—partly because it was hot to hear about, and at the thought she might be able to use it in her new career as a fiction writer. She asked Troy, “Did you know you were going to go to bed with her, when she asked you over to her place?”

		“No, not at first,” he said. “She gave me some bullshit line about lending me a book she had at her apartment.”

		“But as soon as you got there, she was all over you, right?”

		He laughed and said, “Pretty much; we were naked and in her bedroom within the first five minutes, and she had my cock in her mouth.”

		Riley chuckled at that image; a young Troy being ravished voraciously by an older woman! She said, “You must have liked that; one of your professors, sucking your dick!”

		“I thought it was kind of cool, at that,” he agreed, stroking her hair. “I wasn’t really expecting it.”

		She thought about it for a second, and then asked, “Did you two get together often, after that first time?”

		“Oh, yeah, we went to bed together right up until the end of the school year,” he remembered, a fond smile on his face.

		He shook his head and went on to say, “She was a real wild one, Dr.Kelly. She got fired for sleeping with one of her students eventually. As I recall, she swung both ways, and some jealous sorority girl ratted her out to the administration when she got wind that June---that was Dr. Kelly’s first name--was also sleeping with one of her sorority sisters. I guess she thought she was in love with her or something.”

		“Have you ever been in love?” Riley couldn’t help asking the question: it just sort of popped out.

		“No, not really,” Troy admitted. “Oh, I’ve gone steady a few times, and I did my best not to cheat. But I was never very successful, I have to confess. Some hot little thing always came along and I couldn’t seem to resist taking her to bed. That’s a real relationship killer, when your steady hears about it. And they always do, eventually.”

		“Shane, my husband, knows all about us,” Riley blurted, before she could stop herself. “I told him I was thinking about sleeping with you, and he was okay with it.”

		“Whoa, that’s unusual,” a somewhat shocked Troy answered. “Most guys would be pissed that their wives were considering fooling around outside their marriage.”

		Riley decided to plunge ahead, now that the cat was out of the bag, so to speak. She said, “Have you ever heard the term…‘hotwife’?”

		Troy nodded and said, “Yeah, I have. That’s a woman who is married, but fucks whoever she pleases, and then tells her husband all about it, right?”

		“Right,” said Riley. “Well, my husband, Shane, is hung up on that idea. He was secretly fantasizing about me screwing around with other guys before I ever met you.”

		Again, Troy nodded that he got it. He said, “That’s pretty wild. Are you going to tell him that you made his little fantasy come true?”

		She smiled smugly as she replied, “I already have. I told him all about Tuesday, that night, after dinner. We haven’t had that good a sex in ages, let me tell you!”

		Troy’s mouth dropped open. He said, “That’s really awesome, now that I think about it. Your husband must be one kinky dude, but he sounds way cool!”

		“Well, like I told you Tuesday, I love him, so I’m a little prejudiced in his favor, but I think so,” she answered with an even bigger smile.

		After a few seconds went by, Troy asked her, “Are you going to tell him about today, too?”

		She giggled and said, “He already knows all about it. He asked me not to shower before he got home. He wants to experience what they call ‘sloppy seconds’!”

		He laughed and shook his head in amazement at that concept. Afterward, he reached over for her and whispered, “Well, let’s not disappoint him. We should make sure he has lots to experience, when he gets home tonight!”

		Riley glanced down and saw that his big cock was starting to firm up once again. She took the slightly sticky shaft in her hand and began to jack the skin up and down as they kissed once more.

		This is so great, she thought, now Troy knows all about Shane and Shane knows all about him. I don’t have to hide a thing anymore!

		Within seconds, the cock in her fist was as hard as a boulder. She lapped at his invading tongue excitedly and thought: Fucking someone this young is fantastic. He can get hard again right away, after he comes. And I bet he lasts quite a while this time before he shoots off a second time…

		

		****

		

		Troy more than lived up to that expectation during the next hour. He fucked her doggie style and then missionary again.

		She came twice, orgasming hard, and he switched over to a spoon position, his long, thick cock still rock hard and all lubed up with her pussy oil and girl jizz. Riley closed her eyes in pure bliss and just let him fuck her from behind.

		“This is one fine little ass,” he grunted, banging himself deep into her juicy cunt. “Do you like anal?”

		Shuddered as she pictured this huge dick going up her bottom! She couldn’t help herself!

		“It’s…it’s been years since I last did that,” she stammered. “I let an old boyfriend talk me into trying it in high school for the first time. I’m afraid I never liked it much. Some guys seem to love it, I suspect because it’s sort of kinky and unusual, but I never got much out of it. Besides a come-filled bottom and a little pain, I mean.”

		“Oh, that’s a shame,” Troy said softly, still fucking her pussy exquisitely. “It can be really fun, if you do it right. It doesn’t sound like those guys really knew what they were doing.”

		Riley trembled. He was doing her so great! She was going to come again, soon, that was for sure.

		HE really seems to know what he’s doing, when it comes to sex, she thought, loving everything about fucking him; his strong arms around her, the feel of his muscular chest up against her back, the way he kept driving that incredible cock of his into her pussy, right across her clit!

		“There are a lot of nerve endings in the anal region,” he whispered, running finger over her pucker as he continued to lunge in and out of her pussy. “It can feel really nice, when someone stimulates them just right, while he’s touching your clit.”

		He drew his exploring finger for a moment, and then returned it to her anal opening. The finger was wet with saliva this time and Riley sighed as he teased her with it, oh, so skillfully.

		“Oh, what are you dooooooooing to me?” She purred out the question as his thick cock glided in and out of her tight pussy on its heavy cushion of girl lube and he barely penetrated her anus with his slick fingertip.

		“Showing you how good anal stimulation can feel,” he hissed in her ear, sliding a little more of his big finger up her ass while he fucked her cunt.

		A furious spasm of pre-come sensation fluttered through both her pussy and her ass. She moaned and made no move to stop him as he began to finger her backdoor as his hard dick sawed in and out of her pussy.

		That feels weird…but so exciting! She had the thought as he reamed her butt hole out with his finger and drove his big prick in and out of her clutching cunt.

		“Do you like it?” His voice was soft and she found it to be utterly mesmerizing as he murmured in her ear.

		“Y-Yes, oh, God, yes,” she gasped, right on the brink of a monumental orgasm.

		“Do you want me to keep doing it?”

		“Ugh! Oh, yeah, fuck, yes,” she bleated helplessly, her whole body starting to shiver.

		“I’d love to fuck this little butt of yours, later today!” His voice was soft, teasing in her ear.

		“Do it…do it, if you want to!” Her answer was a scream of joy as she started to come around his gliding finger and pistoning cock. “Oh, dear God, you can fuck me anywhere you want, baby!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		Shane

		It was no more than a few hundred yards from Troy’s place to Riley’s. Normally, it would have been a pleasant stroll; no more than that.

		Today, at five o’clock, even walking that short distance presented a real challenge. To start with, her ass ached a bit.

		Troy had been gentle and he had used lots of slippery lube when he’d ass-fucked her for the first time in a long time. And his cock had felt marvelous up there, just as he had assured her that it would.

		She had come like a house afire, when he’d finally shot off back there. Riley remembered seeing stars and her vision had taken on a red tint, as her pussy and ass had gone off together, as she was screaming for him to “fuck me hard, baby. Fuck my ass deep with that huge cock!”

		Riley smiled. He’d been so right about anal sex: it was fantastic, when you did it with the right guy. And Troy, even with his much bigger than normal cock, had definitely been the one!

		I hope some his jizz runs out of my ass while Shane is watching, she thought as she turned the corner and started up the street for her condo. I know some will ooze out of my pussy for him to see. Troy made more than sure of that!

		Once he’d found out that Shane wanted sloppy seconds tonight, he’d made doubly sure he got them. He had come in her cunt twice today—big, gushing loads both times—as well as once in her bottom, just a little while ago.

		She felt his thick jism squishing around inside her butt cheeks as she walked. Riley wondered if Shane would like that as much as he was going to like the huge creampies her young lover had pumped into her pussy today.

		Well, I guess we’ll see pretty soon, she thought as she made her way up the driveway to her place. He should be home right around six, as usual.

		When she opened the door, the light on the answering machine was blinking. She crossed the room and played the single message.

		“Hey, babe, I’m going to stop and grab a burger at Carl’s Junior on the way home. Why don’t you just fix something quick for yourself and eat it before I get there?”

		Just before he hung up, he added, “I can’t wait to get you in that bedroom and hear all about what you and your grad student friend did today!”

		“What a fucking horndog!” Riley said out loud, a huge smile on her face at her husband’s eagerness. “He can hardly wait to see all of that white goo leaking out of me!’

		She went into the kitchen and fixed herself a sandwich. Riley had to admit, the prospect of showing her cheating pussy to him and then getting a thorough fucking in return, delighted her.

		I can hardly wait, either, she said to herself as she quickly threw together a ham and cheese sandwich from the deli drawer in the fridge and ate it. This is so damn exciting…just the way I wanted our sex life to be again!
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		“I couldn’t wait to get home,” Shane blurted when he came in the door at a quarter to six. “I cut out of work early; one of the advantages of being a partner in the firm. I already ate, did you?”

		“Yeah, I just finished a sandwich,” she said smiling at him, her heart starting to beat faster, now that he was home. “Do you want to go in the bedroom now?”

		“Hell, yes,” he said, throwing down his briefcase and his suit jacket. “Did you do like I asked?”

		Riley looked back and saw that her excited hubby was already stripping off his necktie and unbuttoning his shirt as he followed her eagerly down the hallway. She gave her ass a little extra wiggle for him and said, “Yeah, I did. My pussy is overflowing with spunk, baby; another guy’s spunk!”

		“Shit, I can’t wait to see,” he exclaimed, yanking off his shirt and tie and fumbling with his suit pants and belt.

		“Hurry up,” she said softly, whipping off her own pullover sweater and unhooking her bra. “I can’t wait to show you.”

		The two of them set a new record for getting naked. As the last shred of clothing hit the floor, they tumbled into bed together.

		“See?” She said, pulling her pink pussy lips wide apart.

		A thick coating of pearly-white jism shone from her clit clear down to the bottom of her slit. He moaned when he saw how much of it there was, and she gave a little inner-clench of her twat muscles as he watched. A huge glob of the stuff was forced out of her and lay gleaming on her cunt lips for him to see.

		“Fuck!” His voice was soft, almost awed as he beheld the evidence of his wife’s cheating on him all day with someone else.

		“And that’s not all,” she smiled at him and turned onto her side, so that he could see her ass opening.

		Riley didn’t know if Troy’s jizz would be as prominently displayed in her asshole as it was in her pussy. After all, he’d only fucked her in the butt once, while he’d creamed her cunt twice today.

		She needn’t have worried. A heavy stream of semen flowed out of her tight little pucker as Shane watched.

		“Holy shit, did he…I mean…did you let him fuck you back there, too?”

		“He really wanted to claim my ass,” she said coyly over her shoulder, “so I let him? You’re not mad at me are you?”

		“No, fuck, no,” Shane whispered, mesmerized by sight of the thick goop running out of his wife’s butt.

		“I never thought about it, until it was over,” she said apologetically. “But I’ve never let you have my ass, not in all these years.”

		That seemed to jar her husband back to reality. He looked at her and said, “You didn’t want anal. I tried to get you to do it several times, back when we first met each other, but you said you’d tried it a couple of times already, and just didn’t like it.”

		“I didn’t, until today,” she grinned up at him mischievously. “Troy is really good at sex. He talked me into trying it again, and I loved it!”

		“Does that mean…”

		“Yeah, I think it does,” she said, answering his question before he had a chance to finish asking it. “Your cock isn’t as long as his, or as thick. If I could let him do me back there and enjoy it; I don’t see any reason why my husband can’t!”

		Shane beamed. He said, “God, that sounds so hot. I’ve wanted to fuck that cute little butt of yours for years!”

		“I’ll let you try it, provided you agree to go slow, use lots of lube, play with my clit while you’re doing it, and be patient with me, as far as getting used to it goes.”

		“Sure, can we do it now?”

		“Not today, I don’t think, honey,” she said apologetically. “Troy’s big cock really reamed me out and I’m a little sore back there right now.”

		When Shane’s face fell with obvious disappointment, she smiled and continued, “We’ll see. Maybe I’ll be more in the mood after you fuck my pussy, big boy.”

		She rolled onto her back once more and opened her legs for him, holding out both arms invitingly. Looking down, she saw that her pussy was absolutely sloppy with Troy’s come.

		Her husband did, too, but it seemed to entrance him. Shane just stared at it for long moments, his dick as hard as she’d ever seen it.

		“Holy fuck, just look at all of that jism,” he sighed aloud, practically licking his lips as he gazed at it oozing from her cheating pussy.

		“Don’t you want to fuck me, while I’m full of his spunk, baby?” Her voice was soft and inviting. She rolled her hips up at him and a big wad of jizz slid out of her cunt downward, to join the steady flow still escaping her asshole.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, that looks so hot!” Shane panted out the words as he fitted his cock head into her gleaming pussy lips and shoved forward.

		A huge gout of semen inundated his nuts and he moaned helplessly. He gasped, “Jesus, there’s so much of it. That kid really filled you up!”

		Riley was in heaven. Her husband’s cock felt perfect up inside her gooey twat. She could feel every droplet of Troy’s spunk inside her now, thanks to Shane’s prick displacing it, forcing it into every nook and cranny of her cunt.

		“I can’t describe how it feels to have your cock in me,” she murmured, her eyes catching and holding his. “It’s so sensual, so taboo; to fuck you with another guy’s come in me already!”

		“You’re telling me, baby,” he said, starting to fuck her furiously. “Your little pussy feels so slick, so…different, somehow!”

		“I hope you empty your balls into me, when you come, darling,” she cooed up at him as banged down into her juicy depths. “I want you to reclaim me, to make my cunt yours again!”

		Shane trembled all over as she spoke those words and fucked her even harder. He made her big tits jiggle and shake as he powered down into her again and again.

		Riley wrapped her legs around him as he balled her, as she had done earlier with Troy. She loved this. She loved getting fucked over and over again, by not just one but two hot guys in the same day!

		Being a hotwife is the way to go, that’s for sure. Just last week, I wasn’t getting any sex and now I have all I can handle and then some…
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		“Fuck, baby, that was amazing,” Shane sighed contentedly.

		Their marathon fuck session had just ended and he had really creamed her pussy, when he finally had come. She’d loved it, every spurting, jetting drop of it!

		“How many times did he fuck you today?”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, two, I think. I kind of lost count, if you want to know the truth, sweetie,” she said to her husband. “I got really into sucking his dick in between fucks, you know, to get it hard again?”

		“Goddamn, but that sounds great,” he let out a big breath as he said it. “I’d love to have seen that.”

		Excited about the news she was about to give him, Riley turned on her side and beamed at Shane. She said, “Maybe you will, and soon. I told Troy about the hotwife thing, and he thought it was really cool. Like I suspected, he’s a bit of a show-off at heart. He said he wouldn’t mind you watching, the next time he fucks me!”

		“Jesus, that’s incredible,” Shane blurted, “do you really mean it?

		She thought about that for a moment and said, “I’m okay with it as long as you promise not to get jealous. It could be really fun, for all of us; if you can keep your cool when he starts to…you know…when starts to fuck me!”

		“Can I join in, once the two of you get going?”

		Riley made a face and said, “Maybe, maybe not; it will depend on how things go. To start out with we, Troy and I, that is, would just want you to watch.”

		His face fell again and she rushed to add, “You could sit real close to the bed while we got it on. And you could jack off as you watched. I’m sure we’d both be okay with that!”

		Shane’s face lit up. He said, “That would be way hot, babe. I could live with that, if he could.”

		After a moment’s thought, she said, “I’m sure Troy would be okay with that.”

		She knew her answer made Shane very happy, because his dick started to get hard almost immediately as he imagined her fucking Troy right in front of him. After she had watched it begin to stiffen up again, he suddenly asked her, “Are you going to let him fuck you in the ass again, while I watch?”

		Riley flashed him a coy little smile and said, “I don’t know. Would you like that, honey? Would you like to see a huge cock splitting my butt open?”

		Shane moved closer to her and answered, “You know I would. I can’t think of anything that would excite me more than that.”

		The smile grew bigger as Riley slid downward, taking his almost hard cock in her grip again. She looked up at him and whispered, “How about this? How about seeing his huge dick sliding into my mouth for the first time?”

		Her husband moaned helplessly as he imagined that while her lips engulfed his own hard on. Riley licked and sucked, tasting her own juices on it, as well as his come.

		She didn’t mind at all. Swallowing noisily, she let him bottom out in her throat and began to blow him.

		“Fuck, but you’re a hot girl, when you want to be,” Shane sighed, watching her eat his prick up again and again, her tongue swiping at his entire length as she sucked him.

		When he was throbbing-hard again, she slowly released his prick and smiled up at him, saying, “This big fellow is really hard now, baby. What would you like, a blowjob, or a fuck, or maybe you want something a little kinkier?”

		“Kinkier,” Shane repeated, sounding intrigued, “what did you have in mind?”

		“Oh, I don’t know,” Riley teased him, “maybe you’d enjoy jacking off all over my face or my tits. Or maybe you’d like me to watch me do that for you?”

		Her husband shuddered from head to toe and he said, “I’d love to try that sometime, babe.”

		He flashed her wolf-like smile and said, “How about that ass? Would you give that to me, like you did that kid earlier?”

		Riley felt a huge flush of excitement roll through her. She said softly, “Okay, but you have to go slow and play with my clitty a lot first. That’s the way Troy did it, oh, and you have to use lots of lube.”

		Shane looked down at her asshole and said, “I seem to recall reading that another man’s come is the best lube. And you still seem to have a lot of that inside that cute little butt of yours, honey.”

		Another flurry of pre-come spasms racked her as she realized he was right. Troy had really spunked her bottom earlier, when he’d come inside her butt. And there had to be a lot of lube still back there as well.

		It had taken her young lover a long time to enter her this afternoon. He had a long, thick cock with a wide head and he had really taken his time penetrating her butt.

		She shuddered as she remembered how that had felt, when it finally opened up for him and he’d slid inside. He had been pummeling her clit like crazy at the time and she’d been so wet she was positively soupy down there!

		“Will you lick my clitty a little, you know, before you butt-fuck me?”

		Shane blanched visibly, staring down at the jism-slick opening. His spunk and that of another man still oozed out of her in big wads.

		It thrilled her to whisper, “Come on, you know you want to, darling. And my ass will feel so nice around your big dick!”

		Wordlessly, Shane moved down between her legs and started to reluctantly clean up her glistening pussy lips. She watched him swallow his first mouthful of male jizz and shudder, but she noticed that he didn’t stop licking.

		On the contrary, he closed his eyes and shoved his tongue deep inside her and a cascade of white goo inundated his tongue. He gasped as he swallowed the big mouthful of semen and he began to really eat her like he meant it!

		“Oh, you hot baby,” she cooed encouragingly, her pussy heating up instantly as she watched her big, studly man gobbling down jizz, lapping at her clit. “That’s it. Eat me. Eat me right up and I’ll let you fuck me in the ass!”

		Shane made a little whimpering sound and started to tongue-fuck her like there was no tomorrow. She moaned and tossed her pussy up to meet his oral thrusts…
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		“Fuck, you’re so tight back here,” he gasped, sinking his rigid dick balls-deep in her asshole for the first time ever a few minutes later.

		It was Riley’s turn to whimper now and she did. He felt huge up inside her sore bottom.

		But his finger on her clit felt divine! He started to fuck her and she mewled out her pain/pleasure.

		She loved being nasty for him this way. She really loved it!

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		Troy In Their Bedroom

		Shane and Riley awoke in a tangled heap the next morning. She glanced over at him and smiled, loving him at that moment as much as she had in years.

		He’d been magnificent last night! Her husband of eight years had fucked her like horny teenager and made her come numerous times.

		The ass-fuck had been unbelievable. Shane had bellowed out his ecstasy when he’d at last come in her and she had matched him with a scream of pure bliss of her own.

		After that, they had cuddled for a while and she had finally gotten up and taken a long hot shower to wash the come out of her butt and pussy. He had helped her.

		And he had been so gentle, so loving as he washed her hair and soaped up her back. They had kissed under the driving water and she had gotten so aroused again.

		In no time, they were back in bed together and he was kissing her and she was rubbing her swollen nipples against his chest as he took her once again. That fuck had lasted forever and she had come multiple times before he finally unloaded in her and she’d joined him in a final orgasm of the evening.

		That had been at around ten. After that, they had slept the sleep of the unrighteous until just now.

		It was five-thirty and the clock radio alarm had just gone off. Some twit at PBS was prattling away about the stock market.

		Riley reached over and turned it off. Shane stirred awake and smiled at her.

		“God, you were unbelievable last night,” he whispered to her.

		“No, you were, darling,” she assured him. “You really nailed me, over and over again, in all my holes!”

		He grinned, remembering, and said, “Your ass was so velvety smooth around my dick. What a fuck!”

		She grinned back and said, “Glad you enjoyed it. I know I did!”

		He patted her naked bottom under the covers and asked, “How is that cute butt this morning? Are you sore?”

		Checking, Riley said, “No, not really; it feels a little…different this morning. I can tell it got a real workout yesterday. But it isn’t too bad. I bet its back to normal by tomorrow.”

		“Do you really want to do what we discussed last night, right before we crashed?”’

		“Invite Troy over for dinner Saturday and offer to let him spend the night?”

		“Do you think we’re really ready for that?”

		She smiled and patted his cheek, “I told you, my ass feels almost normal this morning. How about you; are you getting cold feet about watching me with him, in this big bed, from over in that chair?”

		He answered, “I think I’m ready. Hell, I know I’m ready!”

		After a few beats had gone by, he added, “According to some of my wife-watching sites, it’s really hot, seeing someone you love suck another guy’s cock, provided your relationship is rock solid, that’s the important thing.”

		“Why is that?”

		“Do you want to divorce me and run off with this kid?”

		“My God, no,” Riley laughed at that idea, “I want to stay with you, forever and ever!”

		“See, that’s the key to not getting jealous,” Shane informed her. “You have to know that your wife loves only you before you’re comfortable sharing her with other guys. All the rest of it is just sex, for fun, to please you both. It doesn’t really mean anything.”

		Riley nodded slowly, understanding for the first time how he could be comfortable with the idea of her fucking other men. None of it meant anything; it was purely recreational; a harmless, fun hobby!

		“I think I get it now,” she said to him. “It’s just a pastime, like watching sports or taking a cruise; it’s just more risqué than most hobbies, and a lot more fun!”

		The two partners looked at each other for a long moment. Then Riley said, “Come on, we’ve got to get up now. You’re going to be late if you don’t, and this is Friday. The traffic into downtown will be heavier than usual.”

		

		****

		

		She got Shane off to work right on time. Riley was falling behind badly in her editing because of the time she had taken off this week to fuck Troy and to work on her own book. Helping fix her new lover’s thesis had taken some time, too.

		Finishing up with the breakfast dishes, she got out her laptop and went to work. Some new ideas for her own erotic novel were floating around the back of her mind as she worked away diligently on the uninspired manuscript. She put it aside for a half hour and wrote.

		The break seemed to invigorate her. She had started out by re-reading what she had written thus far and she had been encouraged to find that it still struck her as being pretty damn good!

		Maybe she could do this after all—juggle being an editor, a novelist, a wife, and the lover of a hot young guy. It was great fun to try anyway, she was discovering!

		At noon, she took a break and ate lunch. She got out her cell phone and gave Troy a call.

		He answered on the second ring, and she heard what sounded like a noisy dining hall in the background. Her handsome lover said, “Hey, how are you? Did everything go okay with Shane when you got home?”

		“That’s what I’m calling you about,” she said. “It went better than okay. We had a truly marvelous night of naughty story time and hot sex; one of our best ever!”

		“Glad to hear it,” Troy answered. “I think that’s so hot, that you two can share something like that and both get off on it.”

		“We did just that,” she assured him, “we got off like crazy.”

		A short silence descended between them and she decided it was as good a time as any to broach the subject of Saturday night’s proposed dinner and sleepover. After thinking about what she wanted to say for a moment longer, she opened with, “It went so well that we’d like you to come to dinner Saturday night, if you’re free. I talked to Shane about his watching the two of us, in our bedroom. And he’s all for it.”

		Another lapse in the conversation occurred after she said that. Troy seemed to be thinking that over carefully, before answering.

		“Is he okay with just playing with his own cock this time, like we discussed?”

		“Yeah, he’s going to want to join in eventually, if this works out, but he’s okay with just watching for now.”

		After what seemed like an eternity to an anxious Riley, Troy said, “Alright, what time? Do you want me to bring anything; wine, an appetizer plate?”

		“No, no, that’s okay, I’ll do all of that,” she said quickly, her heart lifting at the very thought of Troy spending the whole night in her bed tomorrow night. “You just show up about seven. We’ll have some cocktails and eat about seven-thirty. I’m thinking of serving roasted game hens with wild rice, and asparagus for our vegetable, does that sound okay?”

		“Sounds great to me, a starving grad student who is forced to cook most nights,” Troy said with a laugh, “and I’m not much of a cook, I’m afraid. I’ll be there, never fear!”

		They broke the connection and Riley dialed up Shane’s cell immediately. When he answered she said, “It’s on for Saturday. I have to go to the store and buy the game hens, so that they’ll be thawed out by tomorrow night. Oh, honey, I’m so excited!”

		“So am I,” agreed Shane. “This is going to be super. I can hardly wait for tomorrow night either!”

		

		****

		

		Riley dithered over what to wear. She wanted to look nice, but she didn’t want a lot of clothing to slow her down once the three of them adjourned to the bedroom.

		On the other hand, serving dinner in a piece of sheer lingerie would feel tacky and cheap. She struck a balance by wearing a pair of tan shorts, with a wispy pair of thong panties on underneath them, chunky-heeled wedges, and a red blouse with no bra under it.

		Standing before the bathroom mirror at six-thirty, she smiled into it and was satisfied with the result. She looked sexy, but not overly so.

		Her outfit could be taken off quickly, so as to not slow the evening down, once it got started. She really liked the way her hair and make up had come out as she flipped off the light and went out into the living room.

		Shane was seated in his lounger, reading the paper. He was dressed very casually too, in a nice looking, new sweatshirt, walk shorts, and sandals.

		“You look good enough to eat, baby,” he said, smiling up at her as she entered the room.

		“I hope so,” she shot back with a naughty grin. “Troy is great with his mouth and tongue…just like you are, sweetie.”

		“How about making the two of us a cocktail to sip before he gets here?”

		She gave him a look and said, “Remember what happened at the barbeque not long ago. Not too much booze for you tonight, mister. I want to see that dick get good and hard while you’re watching us.”

		He laughed and said, “I wouldn’t worry about that. It’s half hard already, just thinking about what’s going to happen tonight!’

		She joined him in nervous laughter and headed into the kitchen to make them both cocktails. Riley stuck to vodka tonic and she poured a Johnny Walker Black on the rocks for Shane.

		The hens were almost done cooking and their aroma filled the house with its rich, roasted smell. She had the wild rice all done and it was staying warm in the oven. When the guest of honor got here, she’d steam up the asparagus. There were two bottles of a very nice Chablis chilling in the refrigerator.

		Riley sat in the front room, making small talk with her husband. They were both as nervous as could be, but were hiding it well so far.

		The doorbell rang at precisely seven o’clock and Riley got up to answer it. Troy looked positively delicious tonight, dressed in a pullover golf shirt and green denim walk shorts. He wore flip-flops on his feet and held out a fresh-cut bouquet of flowers to Riley.

		“Oh, these are gorgeous,” she bubbled as she took them and gave him a kiss on the left cheek.

		Her tall young lover entered the front room and Shane stood up and extended a hand cordially. The two men shook, taking stock of each other as they did so.

		“May I offer you a drink before dinner?” Shane’s voice sounded friendly but slightly uptight as he met the man who had cuckolded him.

		“Have you got any beer? I’m not much of a hard liquor drinker, I’m afraid.”

		“Sure we have,” Shane said, going into the kitchen to fetch their guest one, “Corona, or Coors?”

		“I’ll take a Corona, if you don’t mind,” Troy called after him. “I love Mexican beer but I can rarely afford it.”

		“Is straight from the bottle okay, or would you prefer a glass?”

		“Oh, the bottle is fine,” Troy assured him from the front room.

		Riley had joined her husband in the kitchen. She was looking under the sink for a vase in which to put the flowers.

		“He is very good looking and in super-buffed shape,” Shane whispered, grinning at her. “I don’t blame you for succumbing to his charms.”

		She smile back at her husband and whispered “He has a great cock, too. Wait till later, you’ll see.”

		

		****

		

		Dinner came out great. The three of them sat at the dining room table and dug into the meal, sipping the chilled white wine.

		They had each had three drinks before dinner, so no one was feeling any pain by the time they neared the end of dinner. The trio had consumed a full bottle of wine and was halfway through the second one.

		“Riley tells me you’re an architect,” Troy said to Shane as they finished up their wine.

		“Yes, my firm is called Dunham, Graham, And Rivers,” he said, pouring the rest of bottle into their glasses, distributing it evenly among them, “as you might have guessed, I make up the ‘Rivers’ part of it.”

		“That’s great,” Troy said, “it must be nice, having your name on the door.”

		“Well, it can mean a lot of problems, too,” Shane said with a small shrug. “Sometimes I don’t see eye to eye with my partners on things, and we fight like cats and dogs.”

		“But usually they see things his way,” Riley interjected, smiling proudly at her husband. “Shane is very smart and he’s right most of the time, and the other two partners seem to know it.”

		He beamed in her direction and made a toasting motion with his wineglass, saying, “I think you’re prejudiced in my favor, but thank you for your wifely support, babe.”

		They finished the wine, and Riley quickly put the left overs away. She loaded the dishwasher, ran it, and then came back into the living room.

		“Well, shall we?” She gestured toward the hallway leading to the bedroom. “I think the time to play is finally here!”

		Silently, they started that way, with Riley in the lead, followed by Troy and then Shane. When they were in the bedroom, Shane went over and stood nervously in front of the easy chair, looking at the pair of lovers, while Riley got the room light adjusted just the way she wanted it—bright enough so that he could see everything but dim enough to cast a sensual glow over their soon-to-be-naked bodies.

		“Is this okay?” He indicated the chair and asked in a near whisper. “I don’t want to get in the way.”

		“Anywhere is great,” Troy said; staring into Riley’s excited eyes. “Feel free to move around the room, so that you can get a better angle to watch from. Just don’t interrupt us, once we get started.”

		“Don’t worry, I won’t,” Shane promised, his own eyes aglitter with lust.

		Riley believed him. She knew her husband and she could see that he wanted this to happen badly.

		It represented the fulfillment of a long-held fantasy of his. And she was more than willing to make it a reality—right before his voyeuristic eyes!

		She stepped into Troy and he took her in his arms, just as if Shane wasn’t in the room with them. He kissed her passionately and Riley glanced at her husband out of the corner of one eye.

		Shane looked as if someone had just kicked him squarely in the balls! His mouth was agape as he watched another man shoving his tongue into his wife’s mouth, his hands all over her back and down onto her ass.

		They made out until she felt Troy’s cock harden against her crotch. She eased her mouth away from his and reached down for the hem of his pullover shirt.

		Wordlessly, she stripped her lover bare, easing the shirt up over his head and tossing over on a dresser, and then undoing the walk shorts. They fell down around his feet, revealing that he had chosen to go “commando” tonight; no underwear at all!

		She heard her husband draw in a breath at the sight of his rival’s huge cock and balls. Glancing over at him, she flashed him a little smile that seemed to say, “I told you so.”

		Troy was already nearly hard, but she wanted to suck him, so that Shane could witness her doing so. Continuing to smile, she removed her own clothes quickly and slipped to her knees in front of her lover.

		Hefting the now very familiar prick, she once again glanced over at her husband. Never taking her eyes off him, she began to run her tongue all over Troy’s cock head.

		Shane gasped and a shiver of pure excitement, of intense sexual arousal went through him. Smiling at that reaction, she opened her lips and sucked the helmet-like tip into her mouth, still polishing it with her naughty tongue.

		“Fuck, that’s hot!” She heard her cuckolded husband’s breathy murmur as she started to give Troy a slurpy, sucking blowjob.

		“Oh, man, she’s good with that little mouth of hers,” her lover sighed, watching her suck his dick eagerly.

		He glanced over at Shane and smiled as she took nearly all of his impressive cock into her mouth and throat. The openly-gloating younger man said conversationally, “She’s getting so great at this. Riley couldn’t swallow nearly as much when I started fucking her.”

		Shane looked as if his knees were going to give out. He moaned and lifted the sweatshirt over his head and tossed it on the floor. His hands clawed at the front of his own shorts and suddenly both the shorts and the boxers he wore under them lay in a heap at his feet.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		Spending The Night

		Riley watched out of the corner of her eye as Shane began to fist his rampant cock while he watched her suck Troy’s engorged manhood. She trembled with excitement.

		This so hot! It’s even better than I thought it would be!

		Troy reached down and stopped her in mid-suck by placing his palm gently against her forehead. He said, “Get up and get on that bed, baby. I want to show Shane how much you like it when I eat you. Maybe he’ll learn a thing or two about licking a pussy!”

		Shane recoiled as he said that as if Troy had physically struck him. But he seemed okay with the mild verbal abuse. His cock jerked in his fist and he groaned, sitting down abruptly in the chair as if he had been pushed.

		Riley got to her feet and scrambled onto the bed. She was going to have sex with Troy in her marital bed for the first time, and that fact—and that her husband was going to be right here, watching intently as she did it, stroking his own cock--really turned her on!

		Pretending to ignore Shane completely, she flipped over onto her back and spread her legs wide. Troy got onto the bed and lay on his tummy between them.

		She moaned and shook with the intensity of the thrill that tore through her as her handsome lover kissed her pussy lightly--right in front of Shane—and touched her throbbing clit with just the tip of his tongue. Her husband leaned forward in his chair as Troy began to slowly lick her slit, from the bottom to the top, and down again.

		Riley sighed at how wonderful that felt, her eyes locking on Shane’s once again was he stared at the spectacle of her lover eating her. She blew him a kiss and smiled as Troy started lancing his rigid tongue deep inside her, as if it were a tiny pink cock.

		As usual, he took care to glide it in and out, right across her clit. She trembled with arousal and ran her fingers through his long blond hair as he noisily sucked at her clit for a moment, and then went back to tongue-fucking her.

		After another minute of his expert pussy licking, he eased a finger into her and found her g-spot. Riley moaned and closed her eyes momentarily as he began to stroke it while he licked her clit.

		“Oh, oh, damn, baby, that feels so fantastic!” She cooed out the words and opened her eyes once more.

		Shane was watching intently, his fist tight around his swollen prick. She guessed he dare not stroke himself anymore right now, for fear of coming too soon.

		Riley had no such reservations herself. She was going to come gloriously, and right away!

		Shane gasped audibly as his he saw his wife getting ready to orgasm a few minutes later. She was now hunching her lower body up against Troy’s mouth, driving his finger hard into her pussy, groaning and mewling constantly.

		Her tummy muscles rippled in a telltale manner and her nipples looked ready to explode on her chest, they were so erect! She wailed and ground her climaxing pussy against his mouth and inundated Troy in hot, succulent girl-come!

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh,” she keened as the intense feelings flooded her.

		She looked over at Shane as she started to come and he was sitting with his mouth wide open, his cock looking ready to go off if he jacked it at all. She smiled coyly at him and mouthed the words, “I love you” to him as she shivered and shook through a colossal orgasm before his glittering eyes.

		He seemed to be fighting hard not to come himself. Her poor, cuckolded hubby rocked back and forth in the chair and sucked in breath after ragged breath.

		Troy kept his mouth on her pussy until the last little spasm had ebbed away. Then he straightened up and got on his back.

		His towering dick was jutting up over his ball sac and it throbbed along with his rapid heartbeat. He looked over at Shane and said somewhat condescendingly, “You want to see her ride this as badly as I do, don’t you, buddy?”

		Shane stared at the other man’s huge cock and licked his lips nervously. The thing was massive, compared to his, and both he and his wife had always regarded his as being a little larger than average.

		“Yeah, I do,” he finally managed to gasp. “I really do!”

		Troy smiled over at Riley and said, “Well, let’s make his fantasy come true. What do you say, babe?”

		She smiled and got up onto her hands and knees and moved closer to him Her eyes never leaving her husband’s, she threw a trim thigh over Troy’s torso and centered her dripping-wet pussy mouth over the wide cock head.

		Shane’s breath went out in rush as she let her weight down on the other man’s pussy-stuffer of a dick slowly. He groaned as every last inch of it slid up his wife’s cunt while he watched, dick in hand.

		“Oh, God, honey, he’s so big!” Riley sighed, smiling over at him. “Every time he puts it in me, I have to get used to it all over again!”

		Her husband made a little sound in the back of his throat as he watched while his wife slowly began to fuck the younger man on their bed. The sound reminded Riley of the one a wounded animal had made when it was caught in a steel trap on a PBS show she had watched last week.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, he feels so good in me, baby,” she cooed over to Shane. “His cock really stretches me out and fills me all the way up!”

		Shane whimpered as he saw her undulations accelerate. Her hips were moving faster and faster atop Troy’s dick!

		“Oh, oh, it feels so great, when he’s…fucking me!”

		Somehow, Shane kept from shooting off then and there. He stared, fascinated, at the sight of his wife riding the mammoth cock.

		Riley was soon poised on the brink of her second orgasm of the night! She threw back her head and rode Troy hard, her tits bouncing all over the place.

		“Goddamn, girl, you’re really fucking me now!” The younger man’s voice was a gasp of pure pleasure.

		He reached up and grasped a breast in each and kneaded them, just the way she like having it done. She moaned and shook her ass for him, giving his gliding cock a treat.

		Troy sighed and squeezed her nipples harder, murmuring, “God, you’re a hot bitch, once you get a big dick inside you!”

		Riley ground her clit down on his slippery prick flesh and got ready to come again. It felt incredibly sensual and naughty, fucking a big-cocked cutie like this while her husband watched, dick in hand!

		“Oh, I’m going to climax again,” she sighed, looking over at Shane. “He’s making me come on his huge dick, darling!”

		Shane obviously couldn’t hold back and longer. He croaked as he jacked his dick frantically, like madman, “Come, you cheating cunt. Get that naughty little pussy off all over his long prick!”

		“Uggghhhhhhhhhhhh!” Riley let out a guttural groan and started to orgasm once more.

		She shook atop Troy’s buried prick and waited for him to bathe her insides with hot semen. That would make it even hotter for poor Shane, to see her pussy get creamed by another guy as she came around his cock!

		Riley heard her husband roar, and turned her head just in time to see a gigantic rope of white come shoot out of his dick. She smiled approvingly at him and came even harder.

		For his part, Troy waited until the married couple was all done orgasming, and then rolled Riley onto her back, keeping his hard cock buried inside her pussy. He grinned down at her and said, “Now it’s my turn, babe!”

		With that, he started to fuck her again, hard and deep. She moaned at how good that felt and hung on while he banged his big cock all the way into her and then slid it nearly out of her cunt on the upstroke.

		Her tits jellied and shook atop her chest as he really took her. And the sound his thick manhood made as it filled her reverberated through the room.

		She stole a glance over at Shane and discovered, to her amazement, that his cock was still almost hard! He fisted it, a dreamy look on his face, as he watched the younger man fuck his wife in this new position.

		He can’t get enough of this, she told herself, watching him. He loves it. He loves seeing me getting fucked by another guy, just as much as he thought he would!

		Riley smiled. She had to admit: she loved it, too!

		Troy lasted a long time, making her come one more time before he finally tensed and growled, “Oh, take it, Riley, you red-hot cunt. Take my big load deep in that cheating little pussy of yours!”

		She chewed on her lower lip and came right along with him. A blast of something hot, and gooey, and very thick filled her, and another big jet followed on the heels of that one!

		“Oh, Shane-honey, he’s creaming me!” Her voice rang out in the quiet room, as she felt the spunk boiling out of her full pussy and knew he could see it.

		“Holy fuck, look at all that jizz he’s pumping into you!” Shane gasped aloud, his dick going totally rigid in his flying fist.

		Troy’s big nuts contracted time and again, spurting six more huge wads of come into her. Riley was beside herself, delirious with joy.

		She clung to Troy and worked her overflowing pussy onto his spurting dick, as if she was seeking still more of the slippery goo. At last, he pulled out, his mighty cock finally going limp inside her.

		He looked over at her husband and said, “You want some of this, now that I’m done with it for the moment, pal? How about some very sloppy seconds, how does that sound?”

		Shane lurched up out of his chair, his cock waggling in front of him. He stared down at his wife’s sopping pussy slit and moaned.

		Large gouts of another man’s cock cream oozed from it as he watched. She was awash in Troy’s come!

		“Let me clean up a little first, darling,” Riley offered, vaguely ashamed of just how much jizz her husband was seeing.

		“No, I want you just like you are!” His voice was harsh and strained as he sunk down onto the bed on his knees and made his way between her spread-open legs.

		Shane pushed his prick into her, and it embarrassed her to admit it, but she barely felt it! All she could feel was Troy’s hot spunk, filling her.

		“Oh, fuck, you’re so loose!” Shane gasped, starting to fuck her feverishly. “There’s so much of his come inside you!”

		“My clit,” she urged him, “fuck me high, right across my clit, so that I can feel you inside me!”

		Her husband moaned and shifted his position at little, so that his dick was sawing in and out right across her pink pleasure bead. That was so much better, and she felt her pussy clasp around his gliding hardness.

		“That’s so great, baby,” she whispered up at him, stroking his hair as he reclaimed her. “That’s good, darling, fuck me hard, just like he did!”

		Shane grimaced and did just as she asked. His dick was really flying in and out of her soupy cunt, forcing Troy’s come out. She could feel it running in a steady stream down her ass crack as her husband fucked her.

		God, I shouldn’t love this so much, but I do! She thought to herself as Shane’s prick set her pussy aflame once more. I adore both of them fucking, one right after the other. I could get used to this!

		Poor Shane couldn’t last long. He was just too excited by what he’d seen, by what he was feeling!

		“Fuck, baby, I’ve never felt you this loose before, this sloppy!”

		She sighed and worked her hips up to meet his jack rabbit thrusts. Riley smiled and said, “You wanted to feel what it was like to fuck me just after he did. Now you’re getting your wish fulfilled.”

		He smiled sheepishly and whispered, “I love it. I love having you like this, full of another guy’s spunk; drilling your well-fucked pussy!”

		She rubbed her nipples against his chest and murmured, “Cream me, why don’t you, darling, just like he did?”

		Shane trembled in her arms and sighed, “Take it, like you did his; take it you bad girl!”

		She felt a big wave of come fill her, not as much as Troy shot when he came, but enough. Riley smiled and knew her own orgasm was not far away.

		Even if it hadn’t been, Troy’s cock was already getting hard once more!

		

		****

		

		“Come up on the bed with us, dude, why don’t you?” Troy turned and motioned for Shane to join them. “You don’t want to miss this. I’ve only had her ass once before tonight!”

		Shane hesitated. His wife and her lover were on the bed in front of him; she was on her hands and knees and Troy was kneeling behind her.

		He had spent the last few minutes greasing up her anus and his hard prick. Both shone with a thick coating of lubricant.

		“You sure I won’t bother you?” Shane’s voice sounded like it was choked with excitement.

		“No, it’ll be okay,” Troy insisted. “I know that now, man. This is going to be fun. Maybe you’ll want a turn in her ass after I finish up, just like we did with her pussy earlier.”

		Riley moaned. That sounded so nasty, both of them taking turns with her anally, just like they had with her cunt!

		Shane got up out of the chair, his dick completely hard again, and got on the mattress next to them. Troy turned his attention back to Riley’s butt, patting it gently, kneading her firm ass cheeks as he moved in close.

		She willed herself to relax. After all, he hadn’t hurt her the last time he’d done her like this. If anything, she’d enjoyed being butt-fucked immensely, once she’d gotten used to having something that large stretching out her anal sheath. And Troy had played with her clit all the time he did her, making her super-aroused and ready for anything!

		Her husband moved around to where his head was even with hers. He whispered, “Are you sure about this, honey? That thing is huge and your little asshole is so small!”

		She giggled naughtily and said, “I want you to see it. I want you to see him have me every way there is to have me.”

		“Fuck, you really are my little hotwife, aren’t you?”

		“I want to be just what you want me to be, darling,” she assured him, leaning in to him to kiss him. “I will do anything to please you!”

		“I bet this will please him no end,” Troy promised, nudging his cock head insistently against Riley’s ass opening.

		She moaned and Shane drew his lips way from hers and scooted back to watch as the wide helmet of another man’s prick disappeared into his wife’s tight little butt. She whipped her head around and saw her husband’s eyes fly open to their fullest as he watched--his face just inches away—as the monster cock claimed her ass.

		“Fuck, that’s so hot!” Shane gasped as he saw Riley getting fucked up the butt by another guy for the first time.

		She dug her fingernails into the bedspread and pushed back against him as Troy sunk his magnificent cock all the way up to the balls in her ass. The impaled wife groaned but didn’t try to pull away as her lover took her deep.

		“Fuck, baby, his cock is so huge!” Her voice was a mewl of both anguish and sensual longing.

		If she sounded like she loved it and hated it at the same time that was because she did! She felt so full back there, when he was inside her ass all the way, as he was now!

		“You like that, champ,” Troy’s lightly mocking voice asked her husband. “Because I sure do; I just love fucking your gorgeous little wife in the butt like this.”

		He started to do just that, his strokes at first gentle and easy. Shane sighed at the sight of Riley’s familiar ass being penetrated again and again by this stranger’s oversized dick.

		“Oh, oh, God, he’s fucking me, darling,” she wailed. “He’s fucking me right in the bottom with that killer cock of his!”

		All Shane could do was watch, mesmerized, as the younger man had his way with his wife’s trim little ass. He moaned softly as he saw the stud’s prick ravage her tight hole repeatedly, his lunges getting faster and deeper all the time.

		Riley was soon cooing softly and working her ass back to meet his thrusts. Troy now had a finger in her pussy and was playing with her clit just the way she adored having it done.

		“D-Does it feel okay, now, darling? He’s not hurting you, is he?”

		Shane’s voice sounded far away and very quiet, like he was in awe of what he was witnessing. She rasped, “No, oh, God, its starting to feel so good, honey! The way he’s touching my clit while he reams me…”

		“Why don’t you eat her, while I fuck her butt?” Troy suggested.

		Shane just looked at him. He stammered, “But…but she’s full of our come!”

		Troy laughed and nodded that he knew she was. He said, never missing a lunge into Riley’s asshole, “That ought to make it even hotter, for a cuck like you, Shane.”

		She was afraid Shane was going to hit him for a minute. His eyes flashed with anger as he stared down at the come-dripping pussy.

		Then she saw his face change. It was almost as if he couldn’t control himself.

		“O-Okay, I will,” her husband murmured subserviently and started to get down on his back and slide under her, his head facing the man fucking her in the ass.

		Riley shifted a little, so that he could arrange himself beneath her. Troy’s diddling finger was replaced by her husband’s tongue and she looked down and saw him cringe as a big wad of semen glided down straight down the wriggling pink digit and into his mouth.

		Shane gagged and then swallowed, his dick waving around right in front of her. She surprised herself by thinking her husband—her manly, virile husband swallowing spunk was the sexiest thing she’d ever seen—and pushing her lips down over his prick.

		She heard him moan and looked downward, between her own dangling tits and across her belly. Troy’s big nut sac was dragging across Shane’s face as he ate her pussy.

		That struck Riley as being so hot she thought she’d lose it then and there! The huge balls rolled over her husband’s forehead and down onto his nose as the younger man balled her.

		Oh, fuck, oh, fuck but that’s kinky, she told herself, shivering through a spasm of pre-orgasmic thrills.

		Suddenly, it was if the three of them were one. She sucked her husband’s cock as if she couldn’t get enough of it and ground her hips back onto the rutting dick lancing in and out of her ass. Shane lapped at her cunt like it was his favorite flavor of ice cream and swallowed another big mouthful of male come!

		Riley shuddered when she saw that and knew she was going to climax right away. This was just too hot to take for long!

		“Oh, man, he’s lickin’ my nuts as he eats you, babe,” Troy moaned just then, “and that feels so cool. I never thought I’d like another dude’s mouth on my balls but I do!”

		Riley took all of Shane’s dick into her throat and glanced back. It was true! Her horny hubby was lapping at her lover’s nuts as eagerly as he was licking her clit!

		All at once, a towering orgasm slammed into her and she began to quake and suck harder on Shane’s dick. He bucked up under her and suddenly her mouth was flooded with male jizz and she had to gulp it down to keep from being drowned.

		Troy moaned loudly as he saw the two of them come and his cock jerked inside her ass and began to spew jet after jet of spunk up into her bowels. It rapidly inundated her tight ass and started to drip down onto her husband’s face.

		He sighed and opened his mouth even wider, welcoming the hot outpouring from his wife’s ass. Riley watched him swallowing come and nearly passed out from excitement!

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		Sorting It All Out

		Troy had staggered out of bed and gotten rapidly dressed at seven or so. He saw that the married couple was awake, though they were still entwined in each others arms.

		Bending over the bed, he kissed Riley good-bye when she broke apart from her husband momentarily. He gave her lots of tongue and a little wink when he finally drew her lips away from hers.

		He reached over and shook Shane’s offered hand, smiling almost bashfully. His voice was only a whisper when he said, “Man, you two sure know how to party. You were great, man. I really enjoyed last night. And I wouldn’t mind doing it again real soon.”

		Shane grinned back, obviously embarrassed by what he had done last night, but he nevertheless managed to murmur, “I wouldn’t mind that either, Troy. It was a great night.”

		Troy nodded that it had been and left the room. Seconds later, they heard the front door close.

		Turning guiltily to his wife, Shane said, “I can explain about what happened last night…”

		She cut him off by pressing her forefinger to his lips, shushing him. Smiling hugely, Riley said, “Don’t apologize for being one of the hottest guys on earth, darling. I loved how wild you got last night. I wouldn’t have changed a thing!”

		He said, the relief obvious in his voice, “You mean it? You really weren’t grossed out when I…you know…”

		“When you licked his balls and swallowed his come?” Her tone was one of amusement, not ridicule. “Fuck, no, I thought that was epic!’

		He grinned and seemed to relax before her eyes. He said, “I don’t know what came over me. I’m not queer, you know.”

		“A guy who fucks me the way you do,” she said running her hands through his hair, holding him close once more. “You’re definitely not queer, darling. Bi-curious, maybe, but you’re not gay, not by any means.”

		Shane started to blush but she moved her lips close to his and said, “Fuck me, right now, and prove to me that you’re still all man, baby. Kiss me and fuck me good!”

		He did.

		

		****

		

		Last night was perfect, Riley thought happily as she sat in front of her laptop. They both fucked me so great. Both of them made me come so hard. I loved it!

		True, the part where her husband had licked her lover’s nuts and swallowed his spunk had surprised her no end. But somehow, it had only made the other parts seem hotter; more nasty and taboo!

		She’d been writing like a madwoman today. Last night’s all night party with sexy Troy seemed to have really recharged her literary batteries!

		The only downside was it made the dull manuscript she was editing seem even less full of life. She could barely keep her mind on it as she worked her way through it.

		Even Troy’s thesis was more interesting than this woman’s obviously made up situations and lackluster sex scenes. The characters seemed even more wooden to her today than they had before as they went through the motions of seducing one another, and then betraying each other.

		My stuff is much more real than hers, Riley thought as she plodded through the manuscript. My characters seem much more like real people—I guess because they’re based on real people—and my sex scenes are scintillating, if I do say so myself!

		She eyed the clock signature at the bottom of her screen and thought about fixing some lunch. Shane was busy demolishing some unlucky opponent over at the racket club and had said he’d grab lunch over there.

		Riley had an ear to ear grin spread across her face as she thought fondly of her handsome hubby. He’d been magnificent in the bedroom last night; almost as hot as Troy!

		She sort of had been expecting that kind of performance from her lover; he never failed to please her. But Shane had been incredible too, in a different way.

		He had thrilled her, with his hot ball licking and come swallowing. And he had fucked her great too, almost as well as Troy had!

		She wondered; would her husband want her tonight? Would they make love again, so soon after last night’s bout of debauchery and kinky sex?

		Either way, she felt she couldn’t lose! Last night would hold her for a few days, that was for sure. But if he wanted her…she wouldn’t exactly turn him down!

		

		****

		

		Riley needn’t have worried about that. Shane came through the door at five and went right over to her and plucked her out of her chair.

		He carried his giggling, weakly protesting wife through the house and plopped her down right in the middle of the bed. In moments, he’s stripped off both her clothes and his and was licking her pussy as if he hadn’t had sex in a month!

		“Oh, baby, didn’t you get more than enough last night?” She purred out the words as he ate her cunt like an expert, lapping at her clit, and then plunging his tongue all the way into her warm depths.

		He looked up at her across the expanse of her belly and through her breasts and waggled his eyebrows. Her husband growled, “I never get enough of my little hotwife; never!”

		She mashed her clit against his delving tongue and started to tweak her own nipples. This was heaven; just what she had been daydreaming about for so long.

		If this was what being a hotwife meant, she was totally on board with it!

		

		****

		

		The doorbell rang at ten o’clock the next morning, Monday, and she got up from the kitchen table to answer it. A deliveryman stood on her doorstep with a tiny package.

		“Mrs. Rivers,” he inquired, “sign here, please.”

		She did as he asked, thanked him, and then closed the door after taking the package. Riley was smiling like the Cheshire cat as she crossed the room and went into the kitchen.

		Her kitchen scissors made short work of the wrapping paper and she reached inside and pulled out the contents. It was a jewelry box, containing an anklet, a small gold one featuring the word “hotwife” in script letters.

		Riley’s heartbeat picked up dramatically. She ran to the phone and speed-dialed her husband’s cell.

		He picked up after two rings and she said, “What’s this mean? What is the anklet for, darling?”

		“Oh, it came. I wouldn’t sure it would really get there today when I ordered it last Friday over the web. I’m glad it did. Do you like it?”

		“It’s beautiful, but what’s it mean?” She asked him the question again.

		“Well, if you wear it to the right places, it could mean a lot of fun for both of us,” he answered enigmatically.

		Riley’s heart was really pounding now. She whispered, “What sort of places?”

		“There is, for example, a bar downtown that has a certain clientele among its patrons, I’m told. If you were to wear that anklet down there, oh, say, this evening, about five, you might meet someone who’d interest you.”

		“Who?” She blurted out the question.

		“No specific guy, kitten,” he explained. “But lots of customers of this particular bar are supposed to be into the… ‘Lifestyle’ as it’s called. With your looks and that body; wearing that anklet, I bet you could pretty much take your pick.”

		A flush spread over her face as she contemplated what he had just said. A week ago the very idea of meeting a stranger in a bar, letting him pick her up, and fucking him would have appalled her.

		Now she found it all but irresistible! She breathed into the phone, “What about you? Saturday night was even more hot than being with Troy by myself, because you were there, watching us. Tonight would be even more fun if that was the case.”

		“Oh, I’ll be there, never fear, if you want to do this, babe,” he assured her. “I’ll meet you there at five or so, but if we decide to play tonight, don’t let on that you even know me at first. I don’t want to cramp your style, when it comes to meeting likely candidates for our fun.”

		“How will that work?” She asked the question quizzically. “Won’t it sour the whole deal, when the guy finds out that you’re there, and want to watch?”

		“Not necessarily,” Shane insisted. “Remember, the guys who cruse this bar are regulars on the hotwife scene; they know the drill, most of them. A few of them will be like Troy; even more turned on by my presence, when we announce it.”

		He gave it a few seconds and added, “If they’re not, then fuck ‘em. We’ll find another guy who is into it.”

		“You make it sound so easy,” she said doubtfully.

		“And you don’t give yourself enough credit,” he countered in a voice that exuded confidence. “After Saturday night, I’m seeing you in a whole new light. You’re fucking incendiary-hot, when you let yourself be, baby, and I think men who are into the hotwife scene will sense that right away.”

		Her husband’s attitude was infectious. She felt a new swell of pride in herself, in her bedroom abilities.

		“What should I wear tonight?” She found herself asking him, deciding on the spot that she wanted to check bar this out.

		“They have a website. The place is called the Rendezvous Room; catchy name, huh, not too obvious that it’s a pick up spot! Why don’t you look it up on your computer and see how typical patrons dress. I’ll see you there at five or so, like I said.”

		She started to break the connection, eager to look up this Rendezvous Room’s webpage and see what the club goers were wearing, when he spoke again, “Oh, and be sure and park your car where it won’t get towed away if you leave it overnight, just in case you find yourself too tipsy to drive home. We might end up leaving it downtown and driving home together, much later. And then I can drop you by it to pick it up on my way into the office in the morning.”

		Riley found herself nodding and then he was gone. She put the phone down and rushed over to her laptop, intent on seeing what the stylish hotwife was wearing this year!

		

		****

		

		She had decided to get really dressed up. There were several reasons for this; as a work-from-home wife, she jumped at the chance to get all dolled up and go out for a drink somewhere.

		Also, all of the female patrons shown on the Rendezvous Room’s website looked nicely turned out. After all, the bar was downtown, just on the edge of the financial district, and so it stood to reason that many of its late afternoon customers would be executives and other professional people, both male and female, who had just gotten out of the office and had stopped there for a drink on their way home.

		Riley found a place to park not too far away from the place. She checked the signage and saw no “tow-away” threats posted near the spot she had pulled into.

		The car should be okay there overnight, if it worked out that way and she left it there. Looking around, she saw that the street was going to be well lighted, once the streetlamps came on at dusk, which was still an hour away.

		She walked the block and a half to the bar, feeling slightly shaky in her high heels. Since she rarely got this dressed up these days, she didn’t wear her Jimmy Choos much and felt a little unsteady walking in them.

		Riley entered the Rendezvous Room at five-fifteen. She saw her husband sitting at the nearby bar, sipping a Corona and talking sports with the bartender.

		He didn’t acknowledge her in any way, merely glancing over at her, checking out her outfit, the way any guy would. As a matter of fact, she saw several men, both seated at the thirty or so tables and booths in the place, and along the bar doing just that.

		She was suddenly glad she had worn her best little black dress and the most expensive, stylish shoes she owned. The Rendezvous Room wasn’t packed yet, but it held lots of men and a few women, and the women were all dressed very nicely, too.

		Some wore business attire, while others wore cocktail dresses like hers. But she didn’t see a pair of jeans in the place, or a sweatshirt.

		Riley sauntered over to the bar and found an empty stool. The older gentleman on her left made more room for her to sit down and flashed a flirty smile her way as she did so.

		“Meeting someone here for a drink, my dear?” His voice was deep and well modulated, like a professional announcer’s.

		“You never know,” she replied coquettishly and motioned for the bartender to come over. “There’s always the chance I’ll meet someone in place like this.”

		“Oh, out on your own this evening, are you? In that case, let me buy you a drink,” he offered, the smile getting bigger.

		He was at least forty-five, maybe fifty years old. And while it was true that he was wearing a very expensive suit and his hair was perfectly barbered, that didn’t make it any less grey. He looked distinguished, rather than handsome, and there was an aggressiveness emanating from him--even though he’d been a perfect gentleman so far—as if he was powerful man, used to getting what he wanted in the business world.

		Besides, after Troy, she had yen to hook up with more hot, young guys; not old horndogs like this one, no matter how nicely they were dressed or how expensive their haircuts looked!

		“Maybe later,” she finally replied dismissively. “Right now, I just want look around and get my bearings. It’s my first visit to this place, though I’ve heard about it from a few of my friends.”

		He wasn’t easily discouraged; she’d have to give him that. He leaned closer and whispered, “I thought, judging from your anklet, that you might have been here before.”

		She had worn her new hotwife anklet, of course. And he’d seen it, and obviously knew what it signified, right away.

		“Very observant of you, to notice it,” she said to him. “Do you see a lot of these in here?”

		“A fair amount,” he said, finishing his drink, “I’ve learned to look for them. Sometimes it can be very rewarding.”

		She flashed him a little smile and said, “Not tonight it won’t be; at least not with me, I’m afraid. Maybe next time, can I have a rain check?”

		“Of course,” he smiled graciously in return and rose from his stool, “I really don’t have time to entertain a young lady such as you properly tonight anyway. But you are so lovely I was willing to change my schedule a bit, if you had proved willing.”

		“Well, aren’t you sweet?” Her smile grew bigger. “Like I said, maybe next time things will work out better for us.”

		“One lives in hope,” the older man said, taking his leave of her.

		She watched him stroll towards the front door, her heart pounding. That had been such fun, even if she wasn’t really interested!

		The anklet had worked; he had noticed it right away. They had been talking about going to bed together right from the start, without either of them mentioning sex at all!

		This being a hotwife was amazing, she decided. The barman finally came over and she excitedly ordered a vodka and tonic, glancing down the bar at Shane.

		He was beaming at her. She flushed and almost giggled, she was suddenly so happy!

		She hadn’t done anything like this in over a decade, she realized. Not since before she had met Shane and they had started sleeping together.

		Riley reveled in the feeling that she could do anything tonight and that her husband would be okay with it. The very idea that gave her a sense of freedom that was hard to describe.

		Just then, a cute young guy in his early twenties sat down next to her on the recently vacated stool. He smiled over at her and asked, “I see you already have a drink. Can I buy the next one?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		The Fire Dogs

		It was seven o’clock already. The cute guy had bought her the next drink and the one after that.

		His name was Bill and he turned out to be a twenty-four year old junior executive at a firm just up the street. He knew all about hotwives and had noticed her anklet right away, so he’d figured out her reason for being in the bar and had already suggested they go back to his place.

		She had pointed out Shane and told him that he was her husband, and she wanted him to go along and watch. Bill had gotten cold feet right away at the news that she was only interested in threesomes with her husband present and excused himself after he’d finished his current drink.

		He’d left the bar right after that and she’d thought, fuck him; it’s his loss, there are a lot of other handsome, buffed guys here tonight.

		As a matter of fact, a really dreamy guy had sat down on his vacant stool before Bill could even get out the front door. His name turned out to be Raul and he was a Latino hottie, with long, jet-black hair that came down to rest on the collar of the flashy pastel blue suit he wore.

		Super-handsome Raul was a real Latin lover type, with perfect white teeth, mesmerizing chocolate eyes, and a smile that set Riley’s heart to beating faster. He insisted on buying her a drink as he admired her anklet.

		She sipped at the vodka and tonic, her fifth of the night, and said, “I take it you know what that anklet means?”

		“That you’re available, if a man pleases you and you want to leave with him, Chiquita, or at least that’s what it usually means,” he answered smoothly. “Do I please you?”

		“So far, you do,” she replied with a bold, flirty smile. “You’re very handsome and very smooth, Raul. Are you good in bed as well?”

		“I’ve never had any complaints,” he assured her, taking her left hand and kissing the back of it as he spoke, his eyes never leaving hers.

		“Do you mind if my husband is there, watching?”

		“Not in the least,” Raul was quick to say. “He can even join in the fun, if he wants to. But he may not be the only one to do so, I have to warn you. I have a few amigos dropping by my place tonight, later. And it would be inhospitable not to share.”

		“H-How many guys are we talking about?” She asked the question nervously, not really sure she was ready for a gangbang.

		Being with Shane and Troy at the same time had been fun; exhilarating, really. But more guys than that…she just wasn’t sure she wanted to do that yet…if ever!

		“Oh, I don’t know,” Raul said casually. “There will be four or five, at least, and maybe as many as seven or eight, besides myself and your husband, of course.”

		Riley shivered from head to toe at the thought of that and shook her head negatively, “No, that’s way too many for me to handle all by myself!”

		“Are you sure?” Raul asked her with another devastatingly sexy smile. “You look like you’re all woman to me. You seem as if you might enjoy…entertaining that many men, all in one night.”

		She shuddered, suddenly finding herself in the grip of a powerful pre-orgasmic spasm. The sharp, exquisite sensation ripped through her pussy as she imagined eight or nine big, thick cocks surrounding her, filling her, fucking in every hole she had—all at once!

		“No, no, I don’t think I’m ready for that!” She heard herself admitting her hesitation aloud, somewhat reluctantly.

		“Pity,” Raul said with a sad little smile, “maybe we’ll see each other again, down the road, and you’ll be ready then.”

		He settled his bar tab and moved off, probably hunting for another girl who would welcome his gangbang proposal. A part of Riley wanted to run after him and tell him she had changed her mind—he was nothing but hot, if you found the sexy Latin type attractive, and had to admit, she did—but the idea of that many cocks, all at once, intimidated her at the same time.

		“Hey, is this seat taken?” A strikingly handsome young guy asked her just then.

		He was tall and lean and gorgeous! This one had sparkling blue eyes, sensual lips, and unruly dark hair.

		“”Don’t mind me, I’ll just squeeze in here on this side of you,” a rich baritone voice said to her immediate right.

		She turned and found herself gazing into the eyes of an absolutely yummy young black guy. This one was even more buffed than the hottie on her left; and just as scrumptious in an entirely different way!

		“Hey, dude, find your own,” the white guy growled.

		“Let’s share, like we usually do, Chad, my man,” the black kid said smoothly, still smiling at Riley.

		“Okay, deal, but I get my cock sucked first tonight.”

		“I think we ought to let the lady decide that, don’t you?”

		Who were these guys?

		“I’m Chad Barlow and this is Rudy Davis,” the white guy explained just then. “We work together.”

		“We’re firemen,” Rudy, the black guy added, “the ladies in this place usually refer to us as the ‘Fire Dogs’.”

		His eyes swept around the room as he said, “We know lots of the girls who hang out here. Chad and I usually work the same shifts; have the same nights off. We spend a lot of time here, with the hotwives, like you.”

		“I haven’t seen you here before,” Chad said, smiling at Riley as if she was a perfectly done steak and he hadn’t eaten in a week.

		“But we noticed the anklet right away,” Rudy said. “Are you looking for a little fun tonight, sweetheart?”

		“That depends,” she countered, gathering her wits about her, after their all out assault-like approach, “how do you two feel about husbands watching?”

		“We love it,” Chad rushed to say.

		“They can even suck Chad’s balls if they’d like,” Rudy snickered, waving to the bartender.

		“Hey, that was a one-time thing, I keep telling you,” Chad huffed. “And besides, I was really drunk and that dude was very cute.”

		The two buddies laughed and slapped each other on the backs. The barman showed up and Rudy ordered Chad a scotch and soda, a double shot of Jack Daniels, Black on the rocks for himself, and another vodka and tonic for Riley.

		Very excited, Riley accepted it when it came and gave Shane a head nod, gesturing for him to join them. Eight or ten guys may have been out of the question, but three were eminently doable, especially in light of all the vodka and tonics she had been blithely tossing down this evening!

		

		****

		

		Chad and Rudy really seemed to hit it off with Shane; the three men were soon laughing and joking as if they’d known each other forever. They had one more drink together and then her husband departed to rent a room at the hotel up the street, saying he’d text them the room number in a little while.

		“Do you and Shane do the hotwife thing often?” Rudy asked as the three of them trudged up the street toward the Hyatt ten minutes later.

		“We only got into it recently, but we really like it so far,” Riley admitted.

		“Well, I think I can safely say my boy, here, and I are glad you did,” Chad said with an evil little grin.

		“Not as glad as you’re going to be, once we get up in that hotel room, honey,” Riley assured him as they neared the lobby entrance.

		The three of them laughed and went inside. They quickly found the elevators and took one to the twelfth floor.

		“Room twelve-oh-three,” Chad said, stopping in front of the appropriate door, “this should be it.”

		Shane opened the door right away to their knock and all three of them hustled inside. Riley’s husband grinned at them and double-locked the door, after posting the “do not disturb” sign on the outside doorknob.

		“I can call down for room service, if you want something to drink that isn’t in the honor bar,” he offered.

		“Nah, I think my partner and I have had plenty to drink, back at the Rendezvous,” Chad said, looking only at Riley.

		“Well, let me know if you change your mind,” Shane told their guests. “I’d be happy to buy you boys whatever you want tonight.”

		“I want Riley, mostly,” said Rudy boldly, starting to undo the buttons on his shirt.

		She smiled at him, her heart going into overdrive and asked, “Do you have condoms. I didn’t bring any.”

		“Show her the paperwork, man,” Chad urged his buddy as he undid the two buttons at the top of his pullover polo shirt and yanked it out of his pants and over his head.

		“Oh, yeah, we got tested just this morning,” Rudy said obligingly, pulling two folded up pieces of paper from his shirt pocket and handing them to Shane. “We always make it a point to do that before we show up at the Rendezvous Room, looking for action.”

		“These are two lab reports, darling,” Shane said to his wife, reading through them rapidly. “It seems these guys had their blood tested for every sort of STD known to man, at nine this morning and passed with flying colors.”

		“We’re clean, too,” she assured them. “I haven’t slept with anyone except my husband and my boyfriend in years, and he got tested very recently as well.”

		“No condoms needed then,” said Rudy, stripping off the shirt and undoing his slacks.

		“Yeah, bareback all the way, unless you’re worried you’ll get knocked up,” agreed Chad, losing his own pants, now that his shirt was on the floor.

		“I’m not worried about that at all,” Riley said, eyeing the young men’s sexy bodies hungrily.

		“Good, I don’t like condoms anyway,” said, Chad, doffing his briefs and stepping out of his brogues, naked except for his dark socks.

		“Restricts a guy too much,” agreed Rudy, dropping his briefs, “especially when you’ve got big dick like mine.”

		Riley sucked in a breath. Rudy did have a big one, but then so did Chad!

		They were both bigger than Shane, but not as quite big as Troy. That was okay with her.

		Both of their cocks were plenty big enough! She licked her lips hungrily and reached back to unzip her little black dress.

		“Here, let us help you,” Chad suggested, and the naked young man stepped over to assist her in stepping out of the dress.

		“Yeah, we’re happy to lend a hand,” said Rudy, undoing her bra snaps.

		“I’ll just be you are,” she smiled at them as she straightened up and the bra fell away, revealing her naked breasts.

		“Man, I just love a girl in a black garter belt and stockings,” Rudy sighed, staring down at Riley’s remaining clothing.

		She stepped out of her high heels and started to undo the stockings, but the boys beat her to it. Dropping to their knees, Rudy opened the snaps and began rolling down the left stocking while his partner did the same with the right one.

		“Those are some awesome titties,” Chad sighed up at her as he helped her out of the sheer black hosiery.

		“Yeah, we’ll get to those in a minute,” Rudy agreed, easing her foot out of the stocking.

		“But first things first,” Chad whispered, running a finger over her so-wispy-you-could-see-right-through-them black thong panties.

		The two eager young men took a side each and gently worked the elastic downward. Her pussy was slowly revealed and Riley trembled with excitement as it came into view.

		She was already soaking wet. Her petite pussy lips gleamed with a coating of her natural lubricant and her as yet untouched nipples were standing out on her chest.

		“Fuck, you look hot in just that garter belt, babe,” Shane sighed from behind her.

		Riley looked back over her shoulder and saw that he was as nude as the rest of them and that his cock was already at full attention. She smiled at him and he smiled back encouragingly.

		“Let’s get on the bed,” Chad suggested.

		“Okay,” said Riley, feeling weak in the knees as she stepped over toward it and out of her discarded panties.

		“Now, let’s see about these, shall we?” Rudy said, lying down on her left side and running his big, black finger all over her breast and its exposed nipple.

		“Yeah, that sounds great to me, partner,” Chad said, leaning down to kiss her right one.

		Shane sat in the upholstered chair next to the bed and took cock in hand as he watched the other two men going after his wife. When they glanced over at him, he asked softly, “Is this okay?”

		“Anywhere you want, man,” Rudy told him with a conspiratorial grin, “you paid for the room and she’s your wife.”

		“You can even get on the bed with us, if you want,” Chad offered. “We don’t really give a fuck. We’re going to be too busy playing with Riley for the next couple of hours to care what you do!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		Dogs’ Delight

		The two young firemen proved to be men of their word. For the next few hours, they traded off soul-kissing Riley, sucking her tits, toying with her clit, eating her, and licking out her ass.

		They also fucked her numerous times and had her suck their impressive dicks until they were hard once again. The boys turned her over on her tummy and used the lube she had brought along in her little black purse to grease up her asshole so that they could fuck her back there, too.

		Shane soon lost all inhibitions around the younger men and got on the bed with them while they were busy pleasuring his wife. He held her in his arms while they took turns fucking her, kissing her and playing with her breasts as they both nailed her pussy repeatedly with their big dicks.

		Riley lost count of how many times she orgasmed. It seemed as if the two young men kept her coming steadily, spectacularly all night long.

		She thought it was so hot that Shane tongue kissed her after she had blown both men. He didn’t seem to mind the thick coating of male come that clung to the inside of her mouth at all.

		If anything, it seemed to turn both of them--her and her horny husband--on even more. He even took Chad’s hard dick in his hand and jacked it up and down a few times, just the make sure it was good and stiff, before setting it against Riley’s semen-glistening pussy and watching wide-eyed, as it disappeared up into her again!

		“I think your guy goes both ways,” Rudy whispered, breaking off the kiss he had been giving her when Shane was playing with Chad’s cock.

		“Do you have a problem with that?” She had asked him, her eyes agleam with excitement and pure lust. “I think it’s hot!”

		“No, not really,” Rudy had smiled back at her as Chad’s cock had entered her. “Chad likes to get head from guys occasionally, and I don’t have anything against it, either.”

		Riley’s eyes fluttered as she felt his partner’s thick white cock split her pussy open again. She rolled her hips back onto it and began to give Chad a tight, come-filled cunt ride.

		“How about you, would you like to see Shane’s lips around your big black dick tonight?” She asked the handsome firefighter the question in a breathy, teasing voice, really enjoying fucking Chad while Rudy played with her tits and kissed her.

		“Maybe; we’ll see what the night holds, baby,” Rudy sighed. “You really turn me on. I may be ready for anything. How about you, are you feeling wild tonight?”

		“Crazy-wild,” Riley gasped as Chad’s cock head dragged across her g-spot while his thick shaft glided over her clit, “I want to do it all!”

		Rudy laughed and said, “Fuck, you’re one hot little mama. I told my man, Chad, that you would be, as soon as I saw you across the barroom, sitting there in that black dress, looking as if all you wanted in the world was a pair of hard cocks to play with!’

		“That’s me,” Riley said with a tiny moan, as Rudy twisted her nipples just the way she loved having it done, “I really love cock. I didn’t realize it until recently, but I do!”

		“Well, that ought to work out great then, because Chad and I love pussy!”

		

		****

		

		It was nearing midnight. Rudy was fucking her hard while Shane licked her clit from underneath.

		A steady stream of cock cream was dripping out of her into her husband’s mouth but he didn’t seem to mind at all. He swallowed it noisily and licked for more.

		He was licking Rudy’s prick once in a while, too, but the black man didn’t seem to care. Shane lapped at the huge black ball sac for a while and Rudy merely moaned and fucked Riley all the harder.

		Her husband’s erect cock was waving around in front of her as she was down on all fours, with him under her. Chad was staring at it as if he wanted it, too!

		“Why don’t you suck it with me?” Her voice was soft and seductive as she whispered the words to him.

		He sighed and his own engorged dick jerked on its own. The handsome fireman made no move to do what she had suggested, but his eyes never left Shane’s upright prick, she noticed.

		“Come on, help me do this,” she urged him once again, licking all around Shane’s dick head until it shone with her spit.

		Chad looked torn between wanting to do just that and not wanting to look like a queer in front of his friend, not mention her and Shane. She opened her mouth and took four or five inches of hard prick into it and began to suck noisily.

		Poor Chad whimpered, watching that, and she slowly released the cock. She smiled up at him and murmured, “Kiss me. You can do that, right?”

		He leaned forward and gave her a slurpy, tongue-filled kiss. She sucked at his tongue for long moments, and then gradually began to move her head downward.

		Chad kept his lips on hers. Suddenly, Shane’s cock head was there, and she moved back, letting it come between Chad’s lips and hers.

		He moaned and kissed her again, trapping the other man’s dick tip between their lips. She felt Chad’s tongue begin to caress Shane’s cock head in time with her tongue.

		The younger man trembled with excitement and picked up the pace of his licking. She heard Shane groan at how nice the twin tongues felt on his dick and knew her husband realized Chad was licking his cock, too.

		It wasn’t long before they were openly trading off sucking Shane’s prick. Chad’s eyes shone with excitement as he slurped at the stiff male meat, then handed it off to Riley and let her give it a few head bobs as well.

		Shane was quivering with lust beneath them. His nuts had drawn up tight and she knew he was about to come.

		“Don’t swallow it right away,” she whispered to Chad. “I want to tongue-kiss you with a big mouthful of my husband’s jism. I want to trade it back and forth with you before we swallow it!”

		Now it was Chad’s turn to shiver, and he did. With a tiny moan of pure desire, he plunged Shane’s ready-to-explode dick into his mouth and began to deep throat it, his tongue swirling around and around as his lips nursed hungrily at the hard cylinder of manhood.

		Shane made a sound as if someone were strangling him and pushed his pelvis up off the bed. She watched Chad’s expression change and realized he was experiencing his first big mouthful of male come!

		She felt her own orgasm surge closer as she whispered, “Here, let me have some, too!”

		Chad waited until Shane was between spurts and fed her the spewing cock. A big jet of come immediately spattered against the roof of her mouth and she licked eagerly for more.

		“Aggghhhhhhhh! Oh, oh, take it,” Shane gasped, shaking like a fever victim and sucking on his wife’s clit.

		Riley felt her climax come crashing down upon her. She moaned and sucked harder on her husband’s cock and was rewarded with another big gush of semen.

		Chad took the geysering prick back and gobbled it up. He must have gotten another blast of come because he sighed with pleasure and closed his eyes in utter ecstasy.

		“Share, you greedy thing,” Riley said playfully, taking Shane’s cock back from him a final time.

		It was nearly done. A feeble stream of white jism bubbled out of the top and she licked it until it was gone.

		“Come here, you,” she murmured to her co-cocksucker, still lost in the throes of a lingering, gripping orgasm.

		His lips found hers and their tongues dueled. A rich wad of Shane’s heavy, thick jizz passed back and forth between them and a second wave of come-sensation pulsed through her pussy as Rudy continued to fuck it.

		“Man, that was hot!” The black fireman said in his good-natured baritone.

		Riley swallowed noisily and Chad followed suit. He smiled at her bashfully and whispered, “He’s right; that was the single hottest thing I’ve ever done, thank you.”

		“If you want to thank me properly, why don’t you slip that big dick into me and fuck me with it, while Shane watches?”

		Chad looked at his partner reaming out her pussy and said, “He seems to be doing a fine job of that all by himself.”

		“I have two holes, darling,” she whispered sexily, feeling very daring and sexy for suggesting what she was about to propose. “Why don’t you fuck me up the ass while Rudy does my pussy?”

		All three men gasped as one at that invitation and she felt a shudder of pure bad-girl thrills pass through her. She’d never been double penetrated before, but she’d read about and seen it done in some porn movies she’d watched with Shane.

		Suddenly, it sounded great to her! She wanted to try everything…to experience all the joys of being a hotwife. The very idea of doing that sent a fresh wave of desire pumping through well-fucked pussy, even though Rudy had just made her come!

		In no time, they had her all rearranged just the way they wanted her. She was kneeling on the bed, Rudy’s thick cock still deep in her cunt while Chad moved up behind her.

		They had taken great care to lube up her anus earlier--when she’d told them that anal was possible if they played their cards right—so there was no need to hesitate. Chad fitted his fat cock head against her tight pucker and pushed gently.

		“Oh, oh, God,” she sighed as her anus expanded to take him.

		She looked over at Shane, who was kneeling right next to her. Miraculously, his cock seemed to be getting hard again as he watched the two strangers double-fuck her!

		“Oh, baby, they’re doing it to me,” she panted, her eyes at half mast with lust. “Their both fucking me at once with their big cocks, do you see?”

		Shane nodded, too excited by what he was witnessing to speak. He watched as the two pricks were shoved all the way into her, balls-deep, and slowly withdrawn, until just the heads were still inside her.

		It feels so strange, having a hard dick up both holes at once, she thought, clinging to Rudy as he powered in and out of her cunt, his thrusts picking up speed, but I think I LIKE it!

		Chad’s long, thick cock up her bottom began to feel like a wonderful counterpoint to Rudy’s impressive manhood sliding in and out of her pussy. The heat from the friction of Chad’s big boy reaming out her tight rear sheath kept building as he drove his dick into her again and again. And Rudy’s hard pole of flesh felt marvelous gliding in and out over her clit!

		“Oh, oh, it’s beginning to feel so good,” she sighed, closing her eyes in building ecstasy. “Fuck me; fuck me hard, you bad boys!”

		She felt a hand on her shoulder and opened her eyes. Shane had moved up right next to them.

		He was close enough to kiss, if she leaned to her right a little. She did so, wrapping her hand around his now hard prick, jacking it off, as she shoved her tongue into his mouth as his lips pressed tight against hers…

		

		****

		

		“That was incredible,” Shane sighed.

		The Fire Dogs had just left the hotel room after kissing her good bye. It was two in the morning and she was pretty sure they had been completely satisfied with her performance tonight.

		“It was unbelievably fun,” she said, turning on the pillow to face her husband.

		They were under the covers and getting ready to go to sleep, having called the desk and requested a five o’clock wake up call. The two of them had decided that they were too beat to drive home tonight.

		A few hours sleep would be followed by a quick drive out of downtown to their condo, where Shane would put on a fresh business suit and get ready to drive back into town while she fixed his breakfast. It was a hassle, but tomorrow was only Tuesday after all, and Shane had important client meetings at the office today that couldn’t be postponed.

		She had to finish editing the unexciting manuscript she’d been working on since last week and start on a new one. Also, she was dying to add some more pages to her own book. It wasn’t like she didn’t have some new material, after meeting the Fire Dogs last night!

		“Did I tell you I’m writing a book about my adventures as a hotwife?”

		“What? No, no you didn’t, babe,” Shane sounded completely surprised by her revelation.

		She turned off the bedside lamp, plunging the hotel room into darkness. Cuddling in close to her naked husband, she said softly, “Well, I am. I think it’s going to be a very hot book, especially after tonight.”

		He chuckled and said, “Just make sure you don’t make it to true to life and someone guesses it’s autobiographical in nature. We’d have to move out of town and change our names for sure.”

		She told him about her chosen pen name—Pussy B. Wett—and they both guffawed. They were still laughing when they both fell into an exhausted sleep.

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		What Next?

		Riley felt sorry for her husband the next day. She drank what was left of the morning pot of coffee and wrote for a while, interspersing the editing with her writing, and then took a two hour nap.

		Poor Shane couldn’t didn’t have the luxury of doing that when he was at work. While it was true he had a big office, complete with a couch, she didn’t think he’d dare take advantage of it and stretch out to catch a few winks of sleep in between meetings.

		When she got up once again, Riley felt somewhat refreshed and ready to go back to work herself. She made a quick lunch and sat back down at the laptop.

		A smile crept over her face as she thought about last night. It had been totally wild!

		Two weeks ago, I was desperate for a sex life--what a difference two weeks can make!

		She reached down and touched her anklet fondly, thinking, this little bauble was my passport to a whole new world of sensual experience. All I had to do was slip this on and step into the Rendezvous Room and I practically had my pick of hot guys who wanted to fuck me—all with Shane’s blessing!

		“I’m so lucky to have him,” she whispered aloud.

		And to think I was actually considering ending our marriage because he didn’t want me anymore!

		That seemed so crazy now. Her hubby was the sexiest guy she knew!

		He seemed open to anything, when it came to sex. She bet it was only a matter of time before he sucked another guy’s cock right before her eyes.

		And, God help me, that seems like such a hot thing for me to witness, somehow!

		She giggled with delight as she imagined that. She could hardly wait to share some lucky guy’s dick with Shane, the way she had shared his with sexy young Chad last night!

		Nothing is too out-there to consider, when you’re a hotwife, she mused smugly.

		Thoughts of the sexy Latin guy, Raul, and his gangbang proposal pushed their way into her mind. She asked herself, Am I really ready for that? Last night was fun, but it was only three guys, counting Shane. Am I ready to take on eight or more, at once?

		She didn’t really think she was, but nevertheless, she felt her pussy getting wet at the mere thought of doing that! Squirming in her chair, she realized she was lubing up like mad, imagining sucking eight long, fat cocks, the men all rubbing their hard ons against her bare skin, and then slipping them into her…

		“God, that might be so much fun after all!” She whispered aloud again and really considered it.

		Raul had said he came to the Rendezvous Room often, to meet women. She and Shane could go back there again this weekend, if they wanted to—what was to stop them?

		Smiling happily, knowing that there was nothing stopping them, if that’s what they wanted to do, Riley got ready to go back to work. She fully intended to finish this stupid manuscript and send it back to her employer today.

		After all, there was nothing to get her off track. Troy was working in the lab all day—he had shared with her that he really had to get back to spending at least part of the day Tuesday and Thursday in the lab or he’d soon get behind in gathering data to complete his thesis—so she wasn’t expecting him to call her or drop by today.

		Although, she had to admit, she wouldn’t mind if he did. She licked her lips at the thought of that huge cock of his and that fantastic body.

		“God, you’re insatiable, girl,” she chastised herself out loud.

		You got more hard dick than most girls get in a month last night! Now quit daydreaming about pricks and get back to work!

		

		****

		

		“What do you want to try next?”

		She asked the question of her bone-tired hubby that night at dinner. They were halfway through their meal and Shane’s eyelids were already drooping.

		“What do you mean, darling?”

		“I’ve been thinking about our little hotwife experiment all day,” she explained. “We can do whatever we want; go wherever we want to take this. We could try the Rendezvous Room again this weekend, or some other place. I’ve been daydreaming about that Hispanic guy, Raul, and his gangbang offer. Do you think that might be fun to try?”

		“Definitely,” Shane said, “but do you think you’re ready for that, honey?”

		Riley scrunched up her nose and thought about it. After a moment she said truthfully, “I don’t really know. On the one hand, it sounds like a blast…all of those cocks to play with.”

		She sighed and then took another sip of her wine before saying, “But what if I can’t handle that many guys at once. I wouldn’t want to wuss out and embarrass us both by chickening out halfway through the orgy. That would be mortifying!”

		He laughed and nodded that he understood, saying, “It would. Three men were great, but that many might prove a bit overwhelming for a fledgling hotwife like you. Maybe we’ll put Raul and his big get-togethers on the back burner for now.”

		“Well, I want to do something this weekend,” she insisted. “Last night was insanely fun. I had too good a time to it only do once.”

		“I couldn’t agree more,” Shane said. “Maybe another visit to the Rendezvous is in order. Troy was great, but even just one other guy sounds tame, now that I’ve seen you with two at once.”

		He grinned at her and said, “God, honey, you were unbelievably hot. Riding those two cocks at the same time, jacking me off while you did it…”

		Riley felt herself blushing but it was a nice feeling. She was proud of her performance with the Fire Dogs last night—she’d let herself behave like a total and complete slut while Shane watched. And she’d loved every second of it!

		

		****

		

		“You know, I thought you were incredibly hot last night, too,” she said to Shane as they snuggled together and got ready to go to sleep. The two of them had turned in early in hopes of catching up on some missed hours of rest.

		The lights in their bedroom were off and they lay in bed naked. They had started sleeping that way every night, and Riley thought that was so great—they hadn’t even done that when they were first married!

		“What do you mean?” Shane’s voice sounded hesitant.

		“When you licked Rudy’s cock and balls, while you were licking my clit, of course,” she whispered. “I thought that was sexy as hell.”

		He breathed a sigh of relief and murmured, “It was a spur of the moment thing. I just felt like doing it. I hoped you wouldn’t be turned off to see me behaving like that.”

		“On the contrary,” she said, cuddling up against his bare chest and running her fingers through his hair. “I thought it was so fucking hot, babe.”

		She waited a beat and whispered, “I’d love to see you suck a cock sometime, if the guy was into it and so were you.”

		Shane shivered. She felt it and kissed him on his naked shoulder.

		“I might do that,” he admitted haltingly. “I don’t know. Sometimes, when we’re being wild together…I just get these…urges!”

		She let that lie there for a moment before whispering passionately, “You should explore them. I won’t mind, I promise. I won’t think any less of you, darling. I like to suck cocks, too, you know!”

		They went to sleep sharing a laugh together for the second night in a row.

		

		****

		

		“How’s your book coming along?” He asked at breakfast.

		“Pretty well, I think,” she answered. “I’ve got about twenty-five thousand words so far.”

		“That sounds like a lot to me, but then I’m no author,” he commented, clearly impressed.

		“It remains to be seen whether I am or not at this point,” she countered with a sly smile.

		Changing the subject, she inquired, “Have you given any more thought to this weekend and what ‘howifey’ thing we might try next?”

		“I’m still thinking,” he said, finishing his breakfast. “We’ve always got the Rendezvous Room to fall back on.”

		“Yeah, that’s true,” she agreed. “We could always see if the anklet can work its magic again. Last time sure was fun.”

		He kissed her good-bye and set out for the office. She cleared away the breakfast dishes, wiped down the table, and got out her laptop.

		Riley worked away steadily until eleven when her cell phone rang. She checked the caller ID and saw that it was Troy!

		“Hey, stranger,” she said as she answered it, “I was beginning to think you’d forgotten all about me.”

		“I could never do that,” he assured her.

		“What have you been up to since I saw you last?”

		“Well, funny you should ask that,” he replied. “Remember we talked about my little brother out at the pool that day?”

		“I do,” she said, “what about him?”

		“He’s in town over Spring Break, visiting me,” Troy told her. “He’s staying here at the condo with me, of course. He wanted to go down to Cancun with a bunch of his buddies from Berkeley, but he couldn’t afford it; so he flew over to see me instead.”

		“Well, this is hardly on a par with Cancun,” she commented. “I mean, the weather’s been nice most of the time this spring, but our pool can hardly be compared to a beach in sunny Mexico.”

		“He’s of the same opinion,” said Troy. “I think he’s getting bored already, so I’m taking him to a party I got invited to Friday night.”

		Pausing a beat, he added casually, “Do you want to go with us? Do you think Shane would let you go?”

		Riley didn’t know how to answer that. She and her horndog husband had talked about the possibility of her going out sometime on a “hotwife” date but they hadn’t really gotten into specifics as to how that might work.

		Do I really want to go to some college party anyway? For sure I’d be the oldest one there, by light years. I might feel very out of place at a party like that!

		“I don’t know, Troy,” she answered honestly. “I might not feel comfortable surrounded by a bunch of college kids.”

		“Oh, come on, it’ll be fun,” he urged her, “you’ll see.”

		It was tempting. She had been daydreaming about Troy and that big cock of his off and on today, while she wrote and even when she was busy editing the other woman’s manuscript.

		Just pulling up his thesis to work on it a little had brought Troy to mind. She wouldn’t mind spending another night in bed with him; that was for sure.

		“Let me think about it and run it past Shane,” she said. “If he’s okay with it, I might go to the party with you. We’ll just have to see.”

		“I hope you do decide to go with us,” Troy whispered. “I know Cam, that’s my little bro’s name, would love to meet you. And I know the three of us would have fun at the party.”

		They said good-bye and she promised to call him back tomorrow with her decision. Shane had said she could go out on “dates” with prospective lovers, but he might not feel right about this one. As she’d told Troy: they’d just have to see!

		

		****

		

		“Of course you should go,” Shane said at dinner that night.

		“I’d be the oldest person there, I’m sure,” Riley complained. “I’d probably feel like an old lady.”

		“Nonsense, you’d put a lot of those college coeds to shame, with your looks,” Shane complimented his wife.

		“Hey, keep talking like that and I predict you’re going to get very lucky tonight, pal!”

		He grinned wolfishly at her and said, “Now you’re talking.”

		“Do you really think I should go?”

		“I don’t see why not,” Shane said with a shrug. “It’s all part of the hotwife package, evenings out with one of your fuck buddies. I won’t mind, as long as you share all of the intimate details with me once you get home.”

		“‘Fuck buddies’…is that what Troy and I are?”

		Her husband laughed and nodded that it was true. He said, “You really should get used to the terminology, kitten. A fuck buddy is a guy you ball fairly regularly, like Troy. A ‘bull’ a little different; you fuck him, too, but usually on his terms and the way he wants you to do it. They can be very demanding: if Troy was your bull, he’d have ordered you to accompany him to that party and you would have done it without question.”

		“I kind of think of him as my…boyfriend; is that okay?”

		“Again, that’s not really what he is,” Shane explained patiently. “A boyfriend is a much less take-charge guy, totally unlike a bull. He buys you presents, takes you places, and romances you, as well as sleeping with you.”

		He looked at her and asked, “Does Troy do any of those things?”

		“No, not really,” she admitted, after considering her husband’s words.

		“So…he’s just a fuck buddy, plain and simple,” Shane said conclusively.

		She smiled across the table at him and asked, “And you don’t have a problem with any of that, I take it?”

		He surprised her by saying, “I don’t really want you to find a bull. The thought of that makes me slightly uncomfortable. Troy was right on the line, with the way he was needling me, when the three of us spent the night together. I really don’t get off on being bullied. I’m afraid I’m a little too much of a macho a guy for that.”

		A macho guy who enjoys licking balls and cocks, she thought, but didn’t say out loud.

		She looked lovingly at Shane and thought further, human sexuality has a lot of twists and turns to it. A guy can be manly and bi-curious like my hubby, both at the same time. I’m glad he’s like he is; ready to push the boundaries and not afraid to explore, but at the same time, not a wimp!

		“Okay, then, no bulls need apply,” she said at last.

		He smiled at that and nodded happily.

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		The Party

		“Hey, wow, you’re everything Troy said you were and more!”

		The young man standing in Troy’s doorway was thinner and a little shorter than his big brother. And he was young, not a day over eighteen.

		He was beautiful, too. If Troy was devastatingly handsome, his younger brother was positively angelic in appearance. He had the same blond hair, only he wore his longer, down onto his shoulders, and his face was that of a cherub, almost otherworldly in its beauty, truly lovely, with the longest eyelashes Riley had ever seen on a man, big, soulful blue eyes, and pair of dimples at the side of his sensual lips that started to make her pussy lips wet just staring at them, they were so adorable!

		“You must be Cam,” she said, her voice sounding breathy, aroused--even to her--as she spoke.

		“Short for Cameron, but I guess Troy told you that.”

		“And what did Troy tell you about me?”

		“Only that you’re a neighbor who is helping him with his thesis,” replied Cam.

		Troy stood next to his brother in the doorway, car keys in hand. He shooed them out and locked up, the three of them heading for his ancient pickup truck, which was parked in the nearby driveway.

		“Oh, and he says you’re a great fuck,” Cam grinned, helping her into the seat on the passenger’s side. “And that you give a blowjob that has to be experienced to be believed.”

		A chill of embarrassment shot through Riley as he got in behind her and closed the door. She had supposed that Troy might tell his little brother that they had slept together a few times, but apparently he had told the teenager a lot more details than that!

		The next sentence out of Cam’s mouth confirmed her worst fears. He said smugly as he fastened his seat belt, “I think it’s so cool that you like anal. Troy’s got a big cock, just like I do. And not every girl is okay with taking something that big up her ass.”

		Riley’s mouth dropped open but no words came out. Cam grinned and added, “You’ve got a nice ass, too.”

		She felt her face coloring. Glancing into the rearview mirror, she saw that she was right; her face was bright red!

		“Hey, what did I tell you about keeping your mouth mostly closed tonight?” Troy admonished his younger brother as he started the old Ford and put it in reverse. “You’re going to do a lot better tonight with the ladies by keeping quiet than you are by running your mouth like some kind of smart-alecy asshole, kid!”

		“Hey, man, fuck off,” Cam shot back. “Tonight’s gonna’ be a lot more fun for both of us if you just keep out of my face, dude.”

		He directed his youthful attention back to Riley, eyeing her chest in the low cut cotton top she wore. Cam smiled and said, “You’ve got nice tits, too.”

		Looking up from her cleavage at her face, he went on to say, “And you’re pretty. God, you’re really hot for an older woman. I don’t blame Troy for wanting to bone you.”

		Riley was tempted to make Troy stop the truck right there, before they even rolled out the condo’s gate, and to walk back to her place. This whole evening was going to be a disaster; she realized that now.

		“Hey, just ignore junior over there,” Troy said, hitting the gate remote clipped his visor. “We’re going to have a great time at this party; you just wait and see.”

		He reached over and squeezed her knee and left his hand there. They were through the open gate and on their way to the party before she could reply.

		“The house Bob and Lenny rent is not far from here,” Troy continued on conversationally. “It’s a surprisingly nice place, for a couple of party animals like them. Must be great to have parents that will foot the bill for maid service a couple of times a week as well pay some stiff rent; I wouldn’t know.”

		The neighborhood they were driving through was indeed upscale. It was only seven or eight blocks from their condo development, but the homes were now large and sprawling, occupying large suburban lots of a half acre or more.

		Most of the places looked like they had been either professionally landscaped and maintained, or had owners who loved to putter around in their gardens in their spare time. They drove several more blocks and pulled up in front of a corner lot where ten or twelve cars surrounded the place, looking as if they had overflowed from out of the full driveway.

		In the gathering dusk of this warm spring evening, the three of them emerged from the pickup and made their way across the large, well-tended lawn to the front door. Troy rang the bell and after a few seconds, it was answered by a tall young man with short-cropped black hair, a bright red Solo cup in his right hand, and a welcoming grin on his handsome face.

		“Hey, man, you made it!” He shouted over the noise of a cranked up sound system, giving Troy a big hug.

		“Lenny, this is Riley and my little brother, Cam,” he said loudly in reply. “This is Lenny, he and his roomie, Bob, are our hosts tonight.”

		Lenny shook hands with Cam and gave Riley a brief welcoming hug. She thought the casual embrace lasted a moment too long—Lenny seemed to delight in the feel of her breasts up against the fabric of his brightly colored luau shirt—but she elected not to say anything about it.

		Troy put his arm loosely around her shoulders and guided them through the big, ranch-style house, following Lenny’s lead. She thought the furniture was very nice, in sharp contrast to the thrift store décor in Troy’s bachelor condo, and mentioned how new it looked to her date for the evening.

		“Rental stuff, I’d bet,” Troy told her, glancing around at the nice couches and chairs occupied by young partygoers with red kegger cups which matched Lenny’s. “Like I said, both Bob and Lenny’s folks are very well off. I met these guys last year, when I was the grad student advisor to a lab they both took.”

		The patio was huge and well appointed. It had a trellis covering most of it, a big swimming pool and a well-landscaped yard, along with an eight foot wooden fence surrounding it, a built-in brick barbeque and a concrete deck which ran out to where the pool started.

		A well-iced fifty-gallon keg had been set up next to the pool, along with a small card table which held dozens of fresh Solo cups. A few bottles of cheap tequila, along with paper plates filled with cut up lemons and loose salt were next to the stacks of cups. A handful of shot glasses had been scattered next to the two plates.

		“I think I’m going to have a shot along with my beer, before the tequila runs out,” Troy announced, eyeing the set up. “Care to join me?”

		Riley hadn’t drunk tequila in years, not straight anyway, with salt and lemon, not since college. She looked around at the small army of youthful faces and shrugged, “Why not? This is like being back in school again; I may as well get in the spirit.”

		The three of them downed three shots of tequila apiece to start the party off and then helped themselves to big cups of ice cold beer. The beer was Dos Equis, one that Riley was very fond of and it seemed to go with the tequila nicely.

		

		****

		

		It was edging on towards ten o’clock and Riley was very tipsy. All of that beer and those tequilas were catching up to her.

		The newly-minted hotwife didn’t care. She and Troy sat in the shadows of the backyard on a lounger making out feverishly.

		Cam was hovering nearby, watching them out the corner of his eye, slugging down beer. He had hit on several coeds, but they were all older than him and had shut him down eventually. Even his spectacular good looks couldn’t seem to make up for the fact that he was barely eighteen and the girls were all twenty one or two.

		Riley remembered how it had been at that age. It hadn’t been cool to date a much younger guy, and times didn’t appear to have changed much.

		“Fuck it; I’m going in the pool!” A girl shouted drunkenly.

		“But you didn’t bring a suit, Linda!” A female voice protested.

		Linda, a statuesque brunette with huge tits and a big ass, got unsteadily to her feet and hauled her top up over her head and off. She grinned at her girlfriends and undid her bra, freeing her big, floppy breasts and hooked her thumbs in her shorts.

		“Yes, I did bring a suit,” Linda giggled, obviously feeling well past drunk, “my birthday suit!”

		Amid the catcalls and whoops of all of the males gathered around the pool with the girls, she slid both her panties and her shorts down, baring her hairy mons and two puffy-looking pussy lips.

		Linda dove into the pool right away, to a chorus of “way to go, girls” and “skinny-dip party!” Troy had broken off the kiss and turned his head to watch Linda’s little strip show.

		“Party’s really getting started now,” he said, smiling, “just watch.”

		Riley did watch as several of the boys stood up and doffed their clothes and joined Linda in the well-lighted pool. Suddenly, everywhere around the patio, clothes were being shed right and left.

		The party had thinned out considerably over the last few hours. Those left were diehard partiers who obviously loved this sort of thing!

		Bare cocks and pussies appeared out of nowhere. The pool was now full of laughing, cavorting, naked young people.

		“Did you know this was going to happen?” She asked the question of Troy, her heart beating faster.

		“It pretty much always does, at Lenny and Bob’s parties,” Troy replied matter of factly. “We may as well get naked and join in the fun.”

		That sounded so wild! She had never been to a party like this one before, but she had heard about them, back in the day.

		The crowd she had run with in college never would do something this wild, but there had been people on campus that would, and they did. She’d heard about things like this from some acquaintances, but had never been close friends with anyone who would attend such a…out and out orgy!

		Nearly all of the remaining party goers were buck naked by now, and the raucous sounds of people daring each other to strip had all but died away. Now people were pairing up, making out; naked flesh against naked flesh.

		Linda had climbed out of the pool and was on her knees in front of the three guys who had stripped and followed her into the water. They all had hard ons and she was stroking them, looking up at their owners, her lips moving from one to the other as she gave them all blowjobs.

		Riley heard a female groan and looked to her left to see a pretty blonde girl on her back on the concrete, being mounted by a slim guy with a huge cock, while she turned her head and sucked the dick of another young man who was kneeling right by her cheek. With a start of recognition, she realized that the guy doing the fucking was Lenny, their host for the evening and his friend, getting his cock sucked, was none other that Bob, his roommate!

		She felt hands at the base of her pullover blouse and someone undoing her shorts. It suddenly struck her that Troy’s hands couldn’t be in two places at once!

		Tearing her eyes away from the mesmerizing sight of Bob and Lenny double-teaming their blonde guest, she saw that Cam had sat down next to her on the chaise and was pawing at her shorts while his older brother removed her top.

		Troy brought the blouse over her head and dropped it on the lawn. He glared at Cam and said, “Back off, junior, find your own girl. Riley belongs to me tonight, okay?”

		“Aw, fuck, man, don’t be such a douche,” Cam whined. “I just want a little taste.”

		Riley shuddered as she looked down and saw that Cam was totally nude already. His cock was nearly the twin of his brother’s; a little smaller, maybe, but not by much!

		“It’s up to Riley,” Troy said, still a bit angry at his younger brother’s presumptuousness. “She can give you sloppy seconds if she wants.”

		With that, he unsnapped her bra while Cam stripped off her shorts and thong panties. The two brothers were looking at her as if she was a big pitcher of ice water and they hadn’t had a drink in a week!

		Everywhere around her, people were fucking. Girls were sucking cock.

		A huge wave of horniness broke over her. She was drunk, in the mood to try anything, and surrounded by other people having sex.

		She looked over at Troy and whispered, “I don’t care which one of you has me first, but it’s got to be soon!”

		Troy grinned and laid the chaise all the way flat. He stood up and pulled off his shirt and doffed his shorts.

		He’d gone commando again tonight, so there was no underwear to get in the way. She opened her legs for him and he knelt between them.

		“Oh, oh, God, sometimes I forget how big you are!” She gasped out the words as he filled her juicy cunt with his oversize cock in one long lunge.

		Riley sighed as she felt his big balls slap up against her ass as he began to fuck her. She felt something hard and warm nudge her cheek just then and turned her head to find Cam’s huge cock head right in front of her lips.

		He’s only eighteen! Do I really want to give guy that young a blowjob?

		Cam pushed forward slightly and the tip of his prick slid into her lips as if it had been there before. She sighed and licked at it, sucking a little as she did so.

		“Oh, man, she’s as good as you said she was with that mouth of hers, bro!”

		“Wait until you ride this pussy, junior,” Troy panted, fucking hard. “Then you’ll know what primo cunt is all about!”

		Oh, God, it feels so deliciously nasty, behaving like a slut like this, Riley had the thought. And Shane will love hearing about it, when I get home…that’s the very best part!

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		Life Of The After-Party

		Lenny was deep in her ass while Bob was buried all the up to his balls in her pussy. They had moved into the house about an hour ago--the last of the party goers--and now everyone was fucking everyone.

		She had made sure the two strangers used condoms, but she hadn’t made Troy or is little brother sheath up. Riley had swallowed a bellyful of Cam’s youthful spunk and Troy had blown wad after wad of jism up her cunt.

		Then they had traded off, with Cam fucking her while she sucked Troy’s cock. A small but very appreciative crowd had gathered around the chaise lounge and watched her take on both of the handsome brothers at once.

		Riley had come hard, both when Troy fucked her and afterward, when Cam had blown a huge load in her pussy, amid the cheers and shouts of the crowed of onlookers. She had never felt like such a slut before, and she had been shocked to discover that she loved it—she loved showing her body off before a group of total strangers in the most lewd way possible!

		The brothers had carried her naked, dripping come, into the house and laid her down on the carpet in one corner of the room. Bob and Lenny had immediately claimed a turn with her, and she hadn’t said no!

		At least four other young men were lined up behind them, condoms at the ready. She sighed and realized that Raul and his pals would be nothing she was reluctant to face after tonight, and wrapped her arms around Bob while he banged away in her pussy…

		

		****

		

		“How many,” Shane’s choked voice sound incredulous on the phone?

		“I don’t know, six, maybe seven, after Troy and his little brother started things off,” she whispered into the receiver. “I didn’t bother to count.”

		“God, babe, are you okay?”

		Riley smiled and mused aloud, “Yeah, I am, really.”

		She giggled drunkenly and said, “I came a bunch of times, honey. These naughty college boys with their big dicks made your little hotwife come and come!”

		“Jesus, that sounds so hot,” he sighed. “I wish I could have seen that!”

		“Maybe you will, pretty soon,” she breathed into the phone. “Remember that guy at the Rendezvous Room, Raul, who invited me to a gangbang at his house?”

		“Yeah, I do,” Shane agreed. “You told me all about it.”

		“Well, I didn’t feel like I was ready then,” she said with a tiny shrug, which she abruptly realized her husband couldn’t see over the phone. “But I don’t feel that way anymore; not after tonight.”

		There was a brief silence and then Shane said, “Yeah, I can definitely see where tonight might change things, in that regard. We’ll have to talk about it when you get home, honey.”

		She checked her make up in the bathroom mirror and decided it was a lost cause. Sucking a half dozen dicks and rubbing them all over her face, spreading her own saliva and their pre-come over her light make up had taken its toll.

		“I don’t know when that will be,” Riley said into the phone. “It’s almost three in the morning, and people are still sucking and fucking in the living room. I don’t know when I’ll be home, baby.”

		“Don’t worry about it,” Shane urged his straying wife, “just have fun and make them use rubbers whenever you can. It’s safer that way.”

		Most of the guys she’d fucked had used condoms tonight. But a couple hadn’t.

		“It’s not as much fun that way,” she said absently into the phone. “I really love it when a guy creams me, especially if he shoots a lot of jizz into me!”

		“Yeah, I know that feels great, honey, but it’s not very safe,” Shane cautioned her.

		“I’ll try to remember,” she promised him. “I’m not as drunk now as I was.”

		“Hey are you going to be in there all night?”

		A girl’s voice, accompanied by a sharp wrap on the closed door, demanded just then.

		“Almost done,” she said loudly.

		“Listen, I gotta’ go,” she said into her cell. “I just wanted to call and let you know that I’m okay and that I’m having a great time.”

		“See you when you get home, sweetie,” he said. “Be safe and have a ball.”

		The line went dead and she slipped the cell phone back into her purse. Checking her hair one last time, she switched off the light and opened the bathroom door.

		“It’s about time,” the girl at the front of a four-girl line of naked girls huffed, storming past her into the bathroom. “I about peed in the hallway, I have to go so bad!”

		“Sorry, I had to make a call, as well as use the john,” she apologized to the other three girls.

		

		****

		

		“Well, did you have a good time or not?” Troy asked smugly as he pulled up in front of her condo at four-thirty that morning.

		“You know I did,” she said, gently removing Cam’s finger from her pussy.

		The young man had been fingering juicy cunt all the way back from the party, kissing her as he did so. She tucked her bare tits back into her blouse and leaned over to kiss Troy good-night.

		“One more, for the road, please?” Cam begged her, once she had stepped out into the driveway with him. His youthful voice was pleading and needy.

		He had his cock out already. It was hard and ready as it jutted out from the top of his tugged-down shorts. She stared down longingly at it and sighed.

		Riley couldn’t believe she was about to do what she was thinking about doing, but the boy’s huge dick was right there…and her cunt was already so wet from his hot fingering.

		“Be quick about it,” she cautioned him, letting him lift her against the bed of the old truck and center his massive prick in the middle of her slick pussy lips, “I’d die if one of my neighbors happened to be up this early and looked out her front window right now!”

		Cam sighed and lifted her off the ground as he slipped his rigid cock into her balls-deep and began to fuck her. Riley wrapped her arms around the young boy’s neck and her legs around his driving ass cheeks.

		How many times had he fucked her tonight; four, five? He was just like his older brother; he couldn’t seem to get enough of her tight, wet pussy!

		She couldn’t seem to get enough of his huge teenage cock, either. Riley sighed and hung on as he banged her.

		God, this is wild; fucking him in my own driveway at this time of the morning!

		“Jesus, but you’re a hot babe,” the boy groaned, really giving it to her now. “I can’t believe how sweet your pussy is!”

		Making almost no noise, they clung to one another and fucked. For a kid, he was awesome with that big prick of his.

		He was going to make her come again, that was for sure! His cock was gliding across her clit and her tits were pressed hard against his slender chest.

		“Oh, just a little more,” she urged him, whispering in his ear. “Just fuck me a little more, you young stud!”

		Cam shivered and redoubled his pace. She groaned and started to orgasm again.

		“Ugh! Ugh, oh fuck, lady, your husband’s a lucky man!”

		He exploded inside her and once again, she felt the spray of his boyish jism flooding deep into her womb. She stroked his long blonde hair and sighed as he emptied his nuts into her.

		They clung together for long seconds, and then she climbed down and stood in front of him. With a smile, she kissed him tenderly and patted his cheek, saying, “Stay out of trouble, when you get back to Berkeley, you brat.”

		“I would, if I had someone like you to keep me on the straight and narrow,” he said, smiling at her adoringly. “I’d stay home and study every night!”

		She laughed and turned to his brother, waiting impatiently inside the cab. Troy said, “Tuesday afternoon, around one, at my place?”

		Riley thought about that a minute and then said, “Sure, why not? I’ll be looking forward to it.”

		She turned and bent down and tugged her shorts and underwear from down around her ankles and back into place. She gave the two brothers a small finger waggle and sauntered off up the drive, rolling her ass a little more than she usually did for their benefit.

		

		****

		

		“God, I can’t believe you did all of those guys!” Shane’s voice sounded awed, disbelieving, and excited beyond reason—all at once.

		“Well, I did,” Riley assured him. “I fucked young Cam out in our driveway not ten minutes ago.”

		She took her husband’s hand and guided his finger up into her pussy. It came out covered in youthful jizz.

		“See?”

		Shane trembled and took his cheating wife in his arms. He groaned aloud as he asked, “How many…how many all together?

		“I didn’t bother to count,” she whispered, stroking his hard cock. “But lots; maybe ten or twelve in all; and I let them fuck me wherever they wanted…in my mouth…in my pussy…even a few of them in my ass!”

		“Even that kid?”

		She flashed her hubby a gloating little smile and said, “Especially him, darling; he really wanted my bottom, so I let him have it…twice!”

		“Oh, God, oh, God,” Shane gasped, his dick nearly leaping out of her fist as he saw that in his mind’s eye, “and he’s nearly as big as Troy?”

		“Nearly,” she assured him with a teasing little smile, “Ummmmmmmmm, he felt so good up my ass, while his brother was balling my pussy! You would have loved it, darling, almost as much as I did!”

		She pushed Shane over onto his back and got into place over his wagging cock. As she let her weight down on him, a big glob of semen rolled out of her and onto his prick and down his balls.

		“Leftovers from the party,” she sighed, feeling her husband’s cock slide all the way up into her on a thick cushion of other men’s jizz.

		He reached up and took a breast in each hand and began to squeeze them as she rode him, cowgirl style. A funny look crept onto his face and he asked, “what are all these red marks?’

		“Teeth marks, I guess,” she answered him evenly. “Some of those college boys like to play a little rough with a girl’s titties, while they fuck her.”

		Shane groaned and thrust up into her gooey pussy harder. He gasped, “God, you’re almost liquid inside. How many of them came in you tonight?”

		“Lots and lots,” she told him, “but most of them had condoms on. Troy didn’t, and his kid brother didn’t use one either. There were a few others…I asked them all to use rubbers, but a few of them didn’t, or they did and the damn things broke.”

		Her husband shuddered and clamped down harder on her breasts as she fucked him. In no time at all, he was adding his come to that of the other men.

		And she was coming right along with him!

		

	
		

		Chapter Eighteen

		What’s Normal For A Hotwife?

		They didn’t go to the Rendezvous Room on Saturday night. Riley was way too sore and tired for that, as it turned out.

		Shane had fucked her twice after that first time, once in the ass. She had been more than glad to let him do her back there at the time, but she really regretted it the next day.

		She could hardly walk; her ass--and, to a lesser extent, her pussy--was so tender. Shane had insisted on waiting on her hand and foot.

		He had cancelled his Saturday morning tennis game and stayed home to pamper her. Her doting hubby had cooked a fairly decent breakfast and served it to her in bed.

		He’s being so sweet, she marveled, loving him more and more as the day went along.

		Shane set up her laptop, so that she could work from bed, and brought in her lunch on the same tray he had used to serve breakfast. He didn’t say a word when she took one long nap after breakfast and another after lunch.

		He went out and got a pizza from Papa Murphy’s for dinner and baked it in the oven for them to enjoy, along with some German beer. Riley was less than enthusiastic about the beer, after last night’s kegger, but she didn’t let on about that to Shane.

		They turned in early on Saturday night, after watching a movie on cable. By Sunday morning, Riley felt almost normal again, although her butt was still a little sore.

		Not quite so much anal sex in the future, she resolved as Shane got ready to go to the tennis club for a ten o’clock match. I’ve got to learn to pace myself, especially when I’m going to be doing a lot more than one guy in an evening.

		

		****

		

		By Monday, she felt fine again. The soreness had completely vanished, her energy level had been restored, and she was raring to get to work.

		Shane left for the office at the usual time and she cleared away the morning dishes, started the dishwasher, and got her laptop set up. As she sat at the kitchen table, she sipped her second cup of coffee and got right to it.

		Her book was about two-thirds done. She done a lot of research on Amazon during breaks from editing lately and discovered that the most successful erotic novels were between fifty and sixty thousand words long; hers currently stood right a thirty-nine thousand.

		She wrote for a while, did a new chapter about her heroine’s fuck buddy inviting her to a college blow out he was attending. Riley carefully left out the little brother aspect of the true events that had inspired the chapter, and had her girl fuck even more of the cute college boys than she herself had!

		The book was now at over forty-one thousand words when she put it aside and turned back to editing. She worked for an hour and half on the manuscript, and then got up, stretched, took a walk down to the community mailboxes to fetch today’s mail, poured a fresh cup of coffee, and worked diligently on Troy’s thesis until lunch.

		She had something frozen from Weight Watchers for her meal, microwaving it until it was hot and inviting. Riley then transferred the lunch to a real plate and sat down at the other end of the kitchen table and ate it slowly.

		It was one of her favorites, lasagna, and she savored it. The small serving was just right and surprisingly tasty, for a diet offering. It filled her up and wouldn’t help “fill her out”!

		After lunch, Riley wrote a new chapter and her book stood right at forty-three thousand words when she finally put away for the day and went back to editing. She also got a little over halfway through Troy’s thesis and, reading back through it, she was very happy with the way it was coming out.

		Its overall tone sounded scientific, but not boring. The data was presented in a straightforward, no nonsense manner but with a little flair as well.

		She wondered if the science community would like that particular style or not. Before she put it away for today, she resolved to read some other papers like this one during the week; at least a couple of theses which had been accepted and approved by the Biology department recently.

		After all, she wanted Troy to get his Master’s Degree in the end, not be laughed at and rejected because she didn’t know a good thesis from a bad one!

		Riley was glad she was so far along with the lengthy treatise. She knew there was some final data to be added as yet, but she would be glad when her task was finished.

		Working on it was mind-numbing! She’d be very glad to get back to just doing her own erotic fiction writing and editing such works by other people.

		It was so much more fun!

		

		****

		

		She had bought chicken enchiladas at Sam’s Club for dinner. The meal was one of Shane’s favorites. He loved Mexican food and she did, too.

		Again, they had a margarita each before dinner and a few Mexican beers with the meal itself. They cuddled on the couch after dinner, and watched a couple of shows they both liked on television.

		At ten, they turned the lights out and went to bed. Again, they slept in the nude by mutual agreement.

		In no time at all, they were kissing passionately and she felt Shane’s hard cock against her belly as they made out. She smiled in the darkness and thought; this is so much better than it was before I started doing the hotwife thing. Now he wants me a few times a week, not once a month, if I’m lucky.

		And the sex between them was so much more intense now! All it took was her whispering a short allusion to one of her college boy lovers at the big party, or mentioning one of the Fire Dogs, and how much she’d like to suck his big cock again while Shane watched.

		That was all it took for him to be all over her. And the list of stories she had to draw from was growing by leaps and bounds!

		Sometimes, like tonight, he didn’t require a story at all. He just wanted her!

		In many ways, that was the best; when he just slid across the bed and fucked her. She loved that so much.

		It was like they were newlyweds again, in some ways. He just couldn’t seem to keep his hands off her naked body these days.

		Riley knew that some of his suddenly re-aroused interest in her was from him daydreaming about her with other guys. She didn’t mind that a bit.

		Whatever it took to keep her man like this—horny and in need of her body—was okay with her. It was more than okay!

		

		****

		

		“Did I mention that I’m supposed to go over to Troy’s place today, at one?”

		She asked the question on Tuesday morning, as she ate breakfast with her husband. He looked up from his morning paper, a gleam of sudden, lust-filled interest in his eyes.

		“No, you didn’t.”

		“We’re going to go over what I’ve done on his thesis so far,” she said casually.

		She flashed him a naughty little smile and said, “And we’re going to fuck, of course. Do you want to hear about it?”

		“Always,” her husband assured her. “Hearing about your lovers never gets old, pet!”

		“Okay, we’ll be having left-overs for dinner tonight,” she said breathily. “I’ll have them all warmed up and ready for you when you get home. We can eat, and then turn in early, if you’d like.”

		“I’d like that a lot,” he whispered. “I can hardly wait!”

		She laughed and coquettishly tossed her long, ash-blonde hair over her shoulders and said, “Well, you’re going to have to wait, stud. I won’t have anything to tell you until tonight.”

		“Make sure there’s a lot to tell me,” he murmured, his eyes sweeping over her body, dressed as it was in just a satin bathrobe, which showed a lot of cleavage.

		“Oh, I think I can pretty well guarantee that, darling,” she promised. “Our friend, Troy, is always horny, from what I’ve seen so far. And I intend to be a very bad girl with him today…very bad!”

		“Damn, I’m a lucky man,” Shane sighed happily.

		That’s what Troy’s little brother said Saturday night, as he was fucking me that last time, out in the driveway, Riley recalled fondly.

		“No, I’m the lucky one. I’m the hotwife!”

		

		****

		

		Riley had really wanted to discuss her work this far on the thesis, but Troy was having none of that. She suggested they open the Word document she had emailed him earlier today, containing the latest edits she had made, but her young lover pooh-poohed that idea and instead insisted in taking her right into his bedroom almost as soon as she stepped foot inside his condo that afternoon.

		Riley soon found herself naked atop Troy’s queen sized bed with him. She was examining his hard cock carefully. It shone with a fresh coat of her saliva as she stroked it.

		“This thing is magnificent,” she said admiringly. “It’s much prettier than most pricks.”

		“I’m glad you like it so much, baby,” he said with a grin.

		He was lying on his back, as naked as she was, watching her play with his swollen manhood. She gave it another quick tonguing and said, “I saw a lot of dicks at the party Saturday night, but none of them compares to yours.”

		“Oh, and what is so special about mine?”

		“Aside from the fact I enjoy it so much,” she said with an answering grin, “it’s just about perfect. It’s like it was sculpted out of marble by master craftsman. The head is helmet-shaped, with sharp, well-defined ridges, and it’s really wide.”

		She was jacking it slowly, licking at that head in between strokes as she spoke. Troy sucked in his breath at how good that felt and twisted against the mattress.

		“How long is it?”

		He shrugged and didn’t answer. She smiled at him and shook her head as if she didn’t buy that.

		“You’re much too vain not know exactly how long it is,” she told him. “Some girl must have measured it by now, probably more than one.”

		After another short silence, accompanied by more jacking and licking, he said, “Nine and a half inches; its nine and a half inches long, and its something like four inches thick. Or so I’m told.”

		That sounded about right to Riley. Shane was a good, hefty, seven or so inches long and Troy’s cock was much longer and bigger around than her husband’s.

		“Well, let’s put all of that hard meat to good use, shall we?”

		With that, she straightened up and threw a leg over his torso, mounting him in what was called the “reverse-cowgirl” position. His fat prick tip split her juicy lips open as she let her weight down on him slowly, and she experienced again the heady sensation of be filled by hot, hard young cock!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I never get tired of that feeling,” she murmured, closing her eyes as she took all of him up inside her.

		“Fuck, Riley, your snatch is so tight. I watched you fuck all of those other dudes at that party last Saturday. And some of them were hung pretty well, too. It’s a wonder your pussy isn’t all stretched out by now!”

		She turned her head and whispered, “That’s the thing about pussies, darling. They were made to stretch out and then return to their original shape after a little while. That’s the miracle about us girls.”

		He sighed, as she began to fuck him slow and easy, her cunt gliding up and down his embedded manhood. Troy smiled up at her and said, “Your pussy feels like a miracle, alright. It feels like heaven around my big dick!”

		

		****

		

		“Do it hard!” She implored him. “Really bang it into me!”

		Troy was up on his knees behind her, fucking her doggie style. She glanced over at the digital clock on his nightstand and saw it was two-thirty.

		They’d been at it for something like an hour and half straight, with minimal breaks. He’d come once so far, in her cunt, while he was fucking her from behind in a spoon position.

		She’d lost count of the orgasms he’d coaxed from her cunt so far today. He’d done his little pussy eating trick of massaging her g-spot while he licked her clit and she’d gone off like a skyrocket.

		He had also made her shoot off when he’d fucked her missionary style a little while ago, before spooning her until they had both come together. Troy, of course had gotten hard once more almost as soon as she’d begun sucking his come-covered dick, and then he’d spun her onto her back once again and really nailed her, with her legs up over her head and pressed back onto her tits.

		Now he was doing her like the doggies did, and she was loving every pounding stroke. She knew she’d have lots to tell Shane about tonight; countless orgasms and multiple couplings.

		And she wanted to blow her hunky young lover, before five o’clock came and it was time for her to go home. She smiled as she remembered he’d commented on how fine her ass looked today, when he’d first stripped off her clothes.

		So he’d want anal, too, before their little session was over. That didn’t bother her at all…because she wanted that, too!

		She wanted her studly lover to claim her body in as many ways as a man could fuck a woman. And she was confident that he would…

		

		****

		

		Just another day at the office, for this little hotwife, she thought happily as she turned the corner from Troy’s condo and started up her street. A totally normal Tuesday for my hot young lover and I!

		In an hour or so, Shane would be home and she’d feed him a quick dinner, have a few drinks with him, and then they’d be in bed together and she’d be telling him all about her afternoon with Troy.

		“And then he’ll be fucking me!” She whispered the words aloud, under her breath, as she passed the pool area on her left.

		Mona and Taylor were lying out on two of the chaise lounges. She smiled to herself and thought, losers; I am fucking Troy on a regular basis and you’re not! You may have slightly better asses than I do, because you’re younger. But I’m clearly the winner here. I get to have him and you don’t!

		She arrived at her place and unlocked the door. Checking the answer machine, she discovered she didn’t have any messages, and went to her email.

		Again, there was nothing important, just a notification from her employer that the regular amount had been deposited into her PayPal account for the recent manuscripts she had edited. The rest of the mail was junk and she deleted it.

		Looking at the time signature, she realized she’d better get busy with dinner. She thought about taking a quick shower and then decided against it.

		Shane would like seeing Troy’s semen oozing out of her twin holes. It would make him hard right away and then they’d be making love as she whispered all of the details about receiving those huge come loads this afternoon!

		Being a hotwife is the best, just the best…

		

	
		

		Chapter Nineteen

		Weekend

		“I’ve been thinking about this weekend,” she told Shane just before they dropped off to sleep that night.

		“Troy said he has to spend all of Thursday in the lab, and he didn’t mention us getting together this weekend, either. That means I’m probably going to very horny and ready for another adventure, come Saturday night.”

		“You’ve always got me to fall back on,” Shane whispered in her ear, cuddling her naked body close to his.

		She reached behind her and patted him affectionately on the cheek, saying, “I know, baby and I appreciate that, believe me. But I think you’ll agree that the sex between us is much hotter right after I’ve had a naughty adventure, like this afternoon, with Troy.”

		“I can’t deny that,” Shane agreed. “Tonight was incredible. I love to fuck you just after another guy has. His come inside of you, fresh and slippery, is the best lube I know of.”

		“It does add spice to our lovemaking,” she said.

		“So what about this weekend, what have you been thinking?”

		She hesitated a moment and then said, “You remember that Hispanic guy, Raul, who wanted to invite to be the centerpiece in a gangbang over at his house?”

		“Yeah, of course I do.”

		“Well, I hope he’s there Saturday and he has a few friends over that night, like last time. Because I think I’m ready.”

		She felt her husband tense behind, just at the thought of that; her with a bunch of other guys. He whispered in her ear, “Are you sure?”

		“I am,” she assured him. “After that college party last weekend, I’m pretty sure I’m ready for anything they might throw at me.”

		She heard him sigh with lust at the thought of witnessing that and went on to say, “You said you wished you could have seen me being so slutty with all of those college boys, instead of just hearing about it. Well, this is your chance to do just that, if everything works out.”

		He thought about that for a moment and then said, “Yeah, but we mustn’t get our hopes up; he might not even be at the bar this Saturday, or he might be flying solo. We’ll just have to see.”

		

		****

		

		It turned out that fate was on their side Saturday night. Riley would have attributed their good fortune to God being on their side, but she didn’t think God would encourage the kind of behavior she intended to indulge in tonight!

		Riley hadn’t been sitting at the bar for ten minutes, wearing her hotwife anklet, when Raul swaggered into the place and spotted her right away. He was smiling that devilish Latin lover smile of his as he made his way through the light crowd and leaned in next to her.

		“Hey, I hoped you’d show up tonight,” she greeted him with a warm smile.

		She’d had three vodka tonics at home, while she was getting ready, plus one more she’d been sipping during her short wait. So she was already loose and relaxed.

		Her heart did start beating faster at what Raul said next: “I was hoping to see you tonight as well, Chiquita. Have you changed your mind about partying with me and my amigos?”

		“Yeah, I have,” she assured him, finishing her drink. “Is it still okay if my husband watches while I…entertain you all?”

		“I think you will be equally entertained by me and my friends,” he said, flashing that flirty smile her way again. “We know how to treat a lady. You’ll see.”

		“I can hardly wait,” she smiled back at him. “I’m really in the mood for something wild tonight.”

		“Let’s take my car,” he suggested, “your husband can follow along behind us, if he’s here?”

		She gave Shane the high sign and he quickly finished his beer and came over to them. Her husband introduced himself and Raul and he shook hands.

		“Where is your car?” Raul asked. “Mine is in the parking garage just up the street.

		“So is ours,” Shane answered, “on the second floor.”

		“Mine, too, you can follow us out to my place. I live just south of the city, in Woodley Acres, do you know it?”

		“Sure, I’ve designed several houses that were built in that development. I’m an architect by profession.”

		“Well, then what are waiting for? The night is slipping away as we speak.”

		Shane tossed a ten and a five on the bar, to cover her vodka tonic and leave the bartender a lavish tip. He followed her and Raul outside and they made their way to the nearby parking garage.

		

		****

		

		Raul drove a new Mercedes sedan. It was black and very elegant inside—with rich black leather upholstery, burled walnut accents, and an incredible sound system—and it looked very expensive.

		Shane drove a two year old Lexus, which was nice, too, but not quite on a par with this car. Riley leaned back in the soft leather seat and asked, “What do you do for a living, Raul? Cars like this one don’t come cheap, and Woodley Acres is a very upscale neighborhood.”

		He smiled over at her and got on the freeway, with Shane just behind him, following closely. Raul said, “Oh, a little of this, a little of that; mostly, I try to buy low and sell high. Some of the items I import are from Latin America, where I’m from originally. But some of them are from Europe and the Far East as well.”

		“Mysterious, I like that,” Riley purred, dropping her left hand casually onto his lap.

		

		“And I like that, chica,” he sighed, as his cock began to harden under her bold caress. “Keep it up.”

		Riley shivered as a tiny electric thrill shot through her. She felt like a different girl tonight; touching a strange man’s prick, riding in a very expensive automobile, on her way to be the star of a gangbang, with a group unknown men!

		Ummmmmm, his guy’s HUNG, she told herself happily, feeling his dick start to stiffen.

		“How about letting this big boy get some air?”

		She asked the question in a low voice, finding his zipper with her fingertips and slowly undoing it as he drove. Raul let out his breath but made no move to stop her as she dipped her fingers into his open fly and right through the slit at the front of his boxers.

		God, it’s so thick, I can barely get my fingers around it!

		“What huge one,” she said breathlessly, when she eased the massive cock out of his pants a second later. “It’s really big…and I just love big ones!”

		“Why don’t you show me how much you love it?” He asked the question as his right hand snaked out behind her head, urging her to lean over and take him in her mouth.

		Unsnapping her seatbelt so that she could reach him easier, Riley did just that. She imagined what it would look like to Shane, when her head suddenly vanished into Raul’s lap.

		She almost laughed at that image. Shane would be so excited, thinking about her giving “road head” to a perfect stranger!

		Raul’s prick was even bigger around than Troy’s, she soon discovered. First she licked all around it, getting it good and wet, and then she pressed her lips downward, forcing the huge cock head into her mouth, while she continued to lap at it.

		“Oh, that’s nice,” he sighed, urging her mouth down further on him with his palm at the back of her skull. “Suck it, little one; eat my big cock right up!”

		A big glob of pre-come fluid oozed out of the slit at the top of the gigantic dick and she sucked it down eagerly. The oily droplet tasted almost sweet and she enthusiastically licked for more.

		“Oh, yeah, you’re an incredible cocksucker, Chiquita,” Raul whispered as she started to bob her head over his swollen penis, and lick up his flowing juice. “My amigos will like you, that’s for sure!”

		I hope they all have wonderful dicks like this one, Riley thought greedily, Shane will really get off, watching me suck a bunch of enormous cocks like this one…

		For the next few minutes, Raul drove while Riley blew him. He was moaning steadily as he finally swung down off the freeway and pulled onto the street that led into Woodley Acres.

		“God, you’re fantastic,” he complimented his guest, pulling her mouth off his cock at last. “I almost came in your mouth, and that’s very unusual, for me.”

		She looked up at him quizzically and he explained, “I like to save my first load of the night for the party itself.”

		“When are the others supposed to show up?” She asked him the question as she straightened up in her seat once more and refastened her seat belt while Raul, with some difficulty, tucked his rigid cock back into his slacks and zipped up.

		“Some of them are there already, I imagine,” Raul said absently, slowing for the gatehouse. “I texted them from the parking garage, and some of them live in Woodley Acres. They can walk to my house from theirs.”

		“H-How many do you think there will be?”

		“Seven, at least, maybe as many as ten, besides myself and your husband, of course,” he said, lowering his window as he came even with the guard shack.

		“Hello, Frank, how are you this evening?”

		“I’m great, Mr. Sanchez, how about yourself?” The guard’s greeting sounded cherry and heartfelt.

		“I’m fine, just entertaining some friends; the car following mine is with me, alright?”

		“Just as you say, Mr. Sanchez,” the guard assured him and motioned for Shane to follow Raul on through the huge wrought iron gate which had just swung open.

		Woodley Acres was a plush housing development which catered to the rich and famous. It was over a mile long and half a mile wide. The houses were all custom built affairs which ranged from four-thousand square feet to over thirty-five-thousand square feet, and the lots were up to five acres each in size.

		It was pitch black as the Mercedes purred along, the darkness seeming even greater due to the many pines and other trees which grew thick on each lot and on the common grounds that separated one winding street from another. The streetlights were evenly spaced, but each of the stylized lamps emitted only a small circle of light just underneath it, and it was inky black in between them.

		Many of the homes, though, were brightly lit. Lots of glass and numerous skylights seemed to be the rule in this enclave of the wealthy, rather than the exception.

		Raul turned onto a street called Winchester Way and went halfway down it. He reached up and hit a remote on his sun visor and one door of a four car garage came open, showing a brightly lit interior.

		He pulled into it while Shane parked along the curb out front. They got out of the Mercedes and waited while he made his way up the steep drive and joined them inside the garage.

		A red Ferrari which looked brand new occupied on of the other garage stalls and a sleek-looking black Dodge Viper was parked in another. A very expensive ski boat was along the wall, taking up the fourth stall.

		“Impressive toys,” Shane commented to her under his breath as the two of them followed their host across the garage.

		“Wait until you see his cock,” Riley said with a naughty little grin. “The thing is thicker than Troy’s and almost as long!”

		He laughed delightedly and whispered, “I thought that’s what you might be doing, when your head disappeared on the drive over here.”

		“He didn’t come yet,” she whispered back as Raul opened the door into the house and pressed a button which lowered the garage door behind them. “He wanted to save it for the party.”

		“Right this way,” their host invited them just then. “This is the kitchen, and the recreation room is just through there. That’s where you’ll find the others.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty

		Orgy At Raul’s

		Riley and her husband followed Raul into the kitchen and then into the rec room. Three men sat on the couch and one was behind the bar, mixing drinks, while two guys stood in front of the bar. Another two stood talking in front of the massive fireplace, a roaring gas log fire behind them and cocktails in their hands.

		Eight, plus Raul and Shane, of course; that’s a lot of cocks for one girl to handle by herself!

		She had probably not done quite that many guys at the college party, but a lot of them had fucked her more than once. Idly, she wondered if these guys would want to do that too.

		They were older; they ranged in age from Raul’s thirty-something to one man who looked to be at least in his middle forties. She was happy to see that all of them were reasonably nice looking and in decent shape. There wasn’t an ugly, fat guy to be seen!

		“Let me get you a cocktail and introduce you to my other guests,” Raul offered.

		A man came out of the shadows near the fireplace. He stopped in his tracks when he saw her and smiled.

		“A guy goes to use the men’s room and the party starts without him,” the man said, beaming at Riley.

		He was big, at least six-four, maybe six-five. And he had huge shoulders and a torso that tapered down to a thin waist.

		The late arrival had brownish-blond hair, worn short, and an open, handsome face. He was in his middle-thirties, about the same age as Shane, and she thought he was very nice looking.

		“I’m Buck, he said, extending a huge hand in her direction.

		“My name is Riley, and this is my husband, Shane,” she said somewhat shyly, taking his hand and shaking it.

		They moved toward the bar. The men standing in front of it gladly moved aside, making a spot for them.

		“Hi,” said one of them, a strapping ex-football player type with dark hair and a nice smile, “I’m Joe, and this is Ed.”

		“Riley,” she said simply, shaking each of their offered hands.

		“I’m Jake,” said the slightly older man behind the bar, reaching across it to introduce himself to Riley and Shane. “What’s your pleasure?”

		“Vodka tonic,” she said.

		“Chivas and soda, if you please,” said Shane.

		“We all love a good gangbang,” Buck said conversationally, as though most people did.

		“Yeah,” agreed Joe, “and we usually refer to the girls as our little come-dumpsters. I hope you don’t mind our risqué terminology too much.”

		Riley felt her face coloring as she looked at the eager men. Their name for the girls they gang-fucked was very nasty. But then putting out for this many guys, one right after the other, was a pretty nasty thing to do!

		“I’m going to insist you all wear condoms tonight,” she informed them, “so you won’t be dumping a lot of come in me, I’m afraid.”

		“Why, are you scared you’ll get pregnant?” Buck asked.

		“No, not really,” Riley said realizing she was blushing harder. “I’m more concerned about disease.”

		“We are a very careful group, chica,” Raul assured her, joining the group.

		He pointed to a stack of paperwork lying on the corner of the bar and said, “If you’ll look through those, you’ll see it’s our most recent blood tests; most are less than a week old. We like to party, but we don’t want to catch anything embarrassing, either. A lot of these fellows are married—they’ve all told their wives that they’re attending a big weekly poker game at my place--and they don’t want to bring home any unpleasant surprises for their wives.”

		Shane moved over to read through the tests. She said, hoping that she was telling the truth, in light of last week’s party with the college students, “I’m clean as well. So is my husband, since he doesn’t sleep with anyone but me, right honey?”

		“Uh, right,” Shane answered absently, just finishing up looking at and counting all of the blood tests.

		“Well, then,” said Buck with a lascivious grin. “Let’s get naked and party!”

		

		****

		

		Riley had seen this done in a porn movie once: she never dreamed she’d be doing it herself, but now she was. She quickly stripped out of her clothes and kicked off her shoes.

		Totally nude, she stooped and retrieved a throw pillow from the couch and went down onto her knees atop it in the middle of the rec room. There was a nice, beige, wall-to-wall carpet as well, but a girl couldn’t be too careful of her knees!

		Rapidly getting the idea, the men began to strip as well, forming a circle around her. Soon the circle was filled with half hard cocks.

		She noticed right away that all these guys were hung! Some were merely thick and long, but some were like Troy—bordering on enormous—and she felt her heart do a little flip.

		What have I gotten myself into here? She licked her lips nervously as she asked herself that question. Some of these guys are really huge, and the smallest of them is bigger than Shane, and I used to think of him as big!

		Shane had stayed out of the circle but had removed his clothes as well. He stood a little way away, watching, his hard dick in his hand, as his wife reached out and took a cock in her fist and jacked the skin up and down as she leaned forward and licked the head.

		A murmur of excitement made the circle around the group. She moved her head a little and lapped at a new guy’s prick.

		Soon, she had made the entire circle and was on her second circuit. Raul, whose own dick was very impressive, indeed--as she’d known it would be from her brief blowjob in the car—sighed and asked her, “Are you wet, Chiquita? May we begin sampling that exquisite little pussy of yours as well?”

		Too aroused by playing the cocksucking slut for them to speak, she merely nodded her head. Instantly, male hands were all over her, laying her on her back on the soft carpet, gently urging her legs apart.

		Buck was the first to scramble in between them. He had a huge cock, thick and veiny with a bullet-shaped head and a slit that was weeping pre-come, thanks to her hot blowjob.

		“Just relax, little girl, and let us take over,” he whispered to her as he nudged her lips open and slid his very hard cock head up and down in her juicy slit, coating it with her lube.

		He pushed forward and Riley felt her pussy open for him. He was very big, and he felt so good inside her!

		She looked up at the other male faces and sighed. They were all going to fuck her, one right after the other, and she was going to revel in it!

		Looking over at Shane, she received an encouraging smile as he stroked his own cock and watched intently as Buck bottomed out in his wife. She saw Raul kneel beside her out of the corner of her eye and turned her head toward him as Buck began to fuck her, hard and deep.

		“Suck it a little more for me, chica. I miss those lips of yours around my big cock!”

		He slid his prick tip into her more than willing mouth and began to fuck it in time with his friend’s up and back motions into her pussy. She moaned and let herself go totally, just as she had at the college kegger last week.

		She loved this! Being the center of attention for a bunch of horny men, right in front of Shane…it was incredible…it was a fantasy of hers come true at last, she realized abruptly!

		I’ve always secretly wanted this! Riley admitted to herself. I think lots of women harbor fantasies about being gangbanged, and I’m living out those fantasies for real!

		“Damn, boys, we’re in for quite an evening,” Buck panted, gliding his big dick into her again and again as his cohorts watched eagerly, looking up at them with a leer on his face. “This little girl’s pussy is really tight and wet and slick. You’re all going to really enjoy it, take it from me!”

		“And that cute little ass of hers, too, I’ll wager,” Raul agreed, sinking his prick into Riley’s sucking lips all the way up to his big nut sac with each stroke into her mouth. “A girl this hot is not going to say ‘no’ to anything!”

		Riley knew she wasn’t. She was going to let them fuck her ass, her pussy, and her mouth all night long! She was going to let them empty their balls on her face, her tits, and her ass, if they wanted: as Raul had just said, she wasn’t going to say ‘no’ to anything tonight, and she knew it!

		She glanced over at her husband and saw a look of utter bliss on his handsome face as he realized that same thing about his once-pure wife. Riley was going to be a nasty slut for him tonight. She was going to make all of his hotwife fantasies into reality, right before his very eyes!

		Buck drew in a ragged breath and buried his cock to the hilt in her cunt just then. He gasped and she felt the first spurts of come being shot deep inside her tonight.

		The hot goo backwashed out of her tight pussy sheath and bathed her clit and she started to orgasm right along with him. She ground her clit against his cock and came and came, much to her delight and that of the on-looking crowd of men.

		“Just look at that little honey come!” One man sighed in awe.

		“I can’t wait to try her myself. I bet I can get her off even better than old Buck did!” Another man said excitedly.

		“After I get through with our beautiful guest, amigos,” panted Raul, dragging his hard cock out of her lips and scrambling into place to take Buck’s spot as the big man sighed contentedly and slid his soft cock out of Riley’s oozing cunt.

		With no foreplay at all, he took her, driving his thick cock into her up to his balls in one stroke. She gasped and clung to him as he started to fuck her just like Buck had done it, powerfully and deeply.

		Riley felt something nudge her cheek and looked that way. Another hard prick awaited her lips, and she opened them gladly, taking the long dick in all the way to its owner’s massive balls…

		

		****

		

		“More….I want more cock,” she sighed longingly.

		“I think they’re all done, honey,” Shane told her gently, as he got her up from the carpet and slipped throw from the couch over her naked shoulders. “I think they’re all fucked out for tonight.”

		Riley looked around the big room and saw that most of the party goers had gone home. There were only a few sleeping men scattered around the room, still naked, their cocks all limp and useless.

		Even Raul was passed out on the couch with a contented smile on his handsome face, his formidable prick soft and still gooey from their last fuck. She sighed and let Shane lead her down the hallway and into the bathroom.

		He turned on the light and she gasped at what she saw. Big streams of dried come lined both sides of her chin, bite marks shone red and angry on her white mounds, around her pink nipples, and there was both fresh and dried spunk between the rounded globes.

		Looking down, she saw large strings of semen dripping out of her reddened, puffed up looking pussy lips. Turning and stepping away slightly from the mirror, she saw similar streamers of come dangling from her gaping anus.

		“God, those guys really unloaded in me,” she whispered.

		“Over and over again,” Shane breathed excitedly in her ear, stepping up behind her and cuddling her against his naked body.

		She turned and looked her husband with lowered eyes, shamefaced, but he just smiled and really shocked her when he drew her into his arms again and kissed her. She felt his tongue disappear into her come-smeared lips.

		He still loves me! The thought both delighted and astounded her.

		She had been such a bad girl tonight; a total tramp, really. But Shane not only forgave her, he seemed completely aroused by her shameless behavior.

		“You were magnificent,” he assured her, breaking off the kiss and holding her close. “You were everything I hoped you’d be tonight, Riley-my love. You were the hotwife’s hotwife!”

		Riley started to cry. Relief, exhilaration, and sheer joy flooded through her at that moment. She knew there was nothing, absolutely nothing, she could do in the future that Shane would not only allow, but revel in!

		The world opened up to her in that moment; a whole new world of sensuality untold, of carnal delights unsuspected until now. She held him tight and sobbed into his shoulder.

		“Shhhhhh, let’s get you cleaned up for the drive home,” Shane whispered softly into her ear.

		“But first things first,” he said, locking the bathroom door and then moving her up against it.

		He reached down and set his hard cock into her sopping pussy and lifted her body up at the same time. His prick was deep in her belly moments later, and she wrapped her arms around him and rubbed her jism-smeared breasts up against his chest as he started to fuck her violated cunt.

		She encircled his hips with her calves and flashed back momentarily to the way Cam, Troy’s little brother, had banged her up against Troy’s pick-up that night in driveway. She sighed and let herself go again, loving the feel of her husband’s firmness against her gooey clit as he fucked her.

		“Oh, honey, you do me the best of all,” she murmured, meaning it.

		This was the best. Being a slutty, well-loved hotwife was terrific…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		The night at Raul’s house was only the first of many such adventures for Riley and Shane. Over the coming years, they saw the Fire Dogs again many times, and made numerous new hotwife fuck buddies.

		Riley’s first book was a runaway hit. So were her next two.

		They sold the condo and moved to Woodley Acres and into a new custom home that Shane designed for them. It was on a two acre lot a half a mile from Raul’s house and they saw each other frequently around the development, both as friends and as infrequent guests of honor at another of his gangbang parties.

		Riley had come to love those, and so had Shane; the happily married couple couldn’t seem to get enough of her being used and abused by up to a dozen men in one night!

		They tried other things in the hotwife playbook as well. Riley went out on dates; with new guys she met on the web and with patrons of the Rendezvous Room, where she always wore her anklet.

		Sometimes she took these guys to a hotel or to their home, where Shane would join them. Other times she’d go alone to their places, and return to her husband late that night or the next day, her cheating pussy full of a stranger’s come

		In those cases, she’d delight in telling him every detail of just how naughty she’d been from those other men while her cuckolded husband reclaimed her with a vigorous fucking!

		Troy got his Masters and lucked into a job as a Biology instructor at State. Cam visited him every chance he got, more for the opportunity to spend a few nights with Riley than to see his big brother.

		Both of the brothers spent many nights in bed with her and Shane over the next few years. Riley harbored a suspicion that Cam, who was by nature adventurous and prone to experimentation, had let Shane suck him off several times when Riley was absent, but she never brought it up with either Cam or her husband.

		What the two of them did in private was their business, as far as she was concerned. But she did notice an unlikely friendship growing between the wild college kid and her architect hubby as the years went past.

		Overall, Riley was incredibly happy. There were times when she felt blue, wishing she could have kids and a life like most of her friends.

		But the nights she spent as a hotwife, free to do whatever she liked, to be as crazy as she wanted to be, seemed to still outweigh everything else. She thought most women secretly envied her; literally hundreds of her readers confessed that a part of them longed to be her fictional counterpart, Regan---if only for one night—as Regan’s adventures as a hotwife, much like those of her creator, got hotter and wilder as the years went by.

		Riley thought about that often and always smiled as she did so.

		She closed up her laptop and got up from the table in her spacious office. The view from her second story window was gorgeous; just trees and the lake which was the centerpiece of the magnificent golf course in the far distance.

		This weekend, she was scheduled to “entertain” again at Raul’s. There were going to be at least nine guys there, along with Shane; maybe as many as a dozen.

		She couldn’t wait. She just couldn’t wait!

		

		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 usually 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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