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		Chapter One

		“You promised me you were going to go easy on that stuff tonight, or I wouldn’t have agreed to come to this party,” Harper Collins admonished her husband, Mark, her voice an intense whisper.

		“I am,” he insisted, his bright, happy, drinker’s smile firmly in place, “this is only, like, my second one. I’m watching myself, babe, just like I promised.”

		Harper angrily bit back the heated reply that sprang to mind; she didn’t want to make a scene at Miriam and Gary Westfield’s nice party. But she had seen Mark finish at least two martinis before this one, and she hadn’t even been watching him all that closely.

		Instead, she had been trying to mingle, to have a good time for a change. But while enjoying a few drinks and chatting with the other partygoers, it had still been hard for her to miss her husband’s frequent trips into the kitchen, where a bar had been set up on a counter top.

		I knew this was a mistake, Harper thought bitterly. Mark always drinks too much at parties. He’s going to end up plastered, passed out in a corner by midnight. Then some of the neighbors are going to have to help me get him home, and his behavior is going to be the butt of neighborhood gossip for weeks--just like it always is when we come to these things. How embarrassing!

		“Hey, there’s my guy!” Eddie Wallis said, clapping Mark on the back. “Glad to see you here, partner. Let’s go freshen up our drinks and you can tell me all about that extension to your recreation room that you put in last summer. How much did that run you? Did you do a lot of the work yourself?”

		Harper sighed helplessly as she watched Eddie and Mark head off into the kitchen. Eddie was a nice guy, who lived just one street over from them. He and Mark were on the same team in the local men’s softball league. But he didn’t seem to have a clue that her husband didn’t need any help when it came to making sure his drink was “freshened up”.

		Goddammit, this is going to be another disaster, just like always, she fumed, taking another big sip of her own manhattan. I’d really hoped we might have a nice time tonight, and Mark would drink just enough—but not too much, like he usually does—and that he might be feeling…romantic when we got home!

		Harper tossed her long, reddish-brown hair back over her shoulders and finished her drink. She was angry and disappointed and… she had to admit to herself, she was horny, too!

		I thought Mark and I might be able to have a few belts and dance a little and have some fun at this party. And that it might put him “in the mood” tonight, she thought wistfully.

		Is that too much to hope for? I kill myself at the gym four times a week, and run three miles every day, trying to stay in spectacular shape, so that he’ll want me. I’m only thirty-six, for Christ’s sake, and Mark’s only thirty-eight—is a halfway decent sex life too much to expect out of a marriage?

		Letting out a long, heartfelt sigh, she mused that it must be.

		She and Mark hadn’t a real, mutually fulfilling, intense fuck session in over a year. Oh, there had been a number of quick catch-and-bang encounters during the past months—not terribly satisfying for either of them. But there had been no real red-hot, truly fantastic sex; the kind that leaves both partners panting in ecstasy and glad they’re still married to one-another after ten years.

		“That was a big sigh for such a small lady,” a male voice said from behind Harper.

		She turned and looked up to find a very tall, very muscular, absolute hottie of a young man she had never seen before standing right behind her. He grinned down at her; his extremely handsome face was clean shaven and framed by a cascade of shiny, gorgeous, dark brown hair that fell nearly to his shoulders.

		“I’m Finn McKenna,” he said, extending a hand for her to shake. “I’m new to the neighborhood. I just bought a place four houses down the street from this one.”

		“Oh, then we’re practically next door neighbors,” she responded with a friendly smile as they shook hands briefly. “I’m Harper Collins. My husband, Mark, and I live on Southwood, just around the corner from you.”

		“Sure,” the good-looking youngster answered, still favoring her with his confident, sexy smile, “I know where that is. I take your street every time I go to the grocery store. It’s kind of a shortcut.”

		“That it is,” Harper said, “we didn’t know that, nine years ago, when we bought our house, or we might have kept on looking.”

		“I’m glad you didn’t,” Finn offered gallantly. “As far as I’m concerned, you can never have enough beautiful women in a neighborhood.”

		“Well, aren’t you sweet?” she answered with a flirty little smile of her own. Her reply had just sort of slipped out, before she’d had time to think about it.

		He’s probably a good ten years younger than I am, but he’s such a cutie!

		Harper’s smile broadened. It had been years since she had enjoyed the attentions of a dazzling young man like this one. And, really, what harm was there in a little innocent flirtation at a neighborhood party?

		She glanced into the nearby kitchen and saw Mark making yet another martini for himself, still laughing and talking baseball with Eddie and several other guys from the softball team. It wasn’t like he was paying any mind to her!

		“So, is your wife here somewhere?” she asked, turning her full attention back to the undeniably yummy young Finn.

		“Oh, I’m not married,” he said, still smiling at her. “Is your husband the jealous type? Do you think he’d mind if we shared a dance or two?”

		He nodded toward the rec room, visible through an arched doorway across the living room, where several couples were moving around the tiled floor in time to the slow ballad playing over the Westfield’s elaborate sound system. She shrugged.

		“Why not?” she told him, taking his offered arm.

		Once inside the dimly-lit rec room, Finn made each of them another drink from the wet bar, and Harper felt the liquor instantly. She hadn’t been counting, but this had to be her third or fourth manhattan of the evening, all of them drunk in fairly rapid succession. And she wasn’t a big woman.

		Who cares? She thought defiantly, tossing down the drink so that she could come into Finn McKenna’s arms after he had polished off his own cocktail and extended them toward her. What’s sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander--if Mark thinks that he can get falling down-drunk and do whatever he damn well pleases at this party, then I can, too!

		They danced their way around the room slowly, not talking much, just smiling at one another. When they reached the darkened corner over by the stereo set up, Harper found herself resting her cheek on the young man’s broad chest, nestling in closer to him, reveling the feel of his massive arms holding her. He tucked her in even tighter, their bodies now moving as one, and she felt her nipples spiking against the handsome youngster’s beautifully cut sport coat.

		Another slow song came on and she let her breath out excitedly as she felt his big hands caressing her back, moving slowly downward until they were gently touching her an inch or so above her bottom. She was wearing a low-cut, clingy top, along with a full skirt.

		After another few moments, his hands moved boldly down onto her butt cheeks. He began to caress her taut mounds gently, lightly squeezing her ass as he nuzzled her in closer.

		Harper’s heart was pounding in her chest. She knew she shouldn’t let him do this. But she couldn’t seem to muster the will to reach back, take his hands firmly in hers, and move them off her bottom and up onto her back where they belonged.

		It just felt too nice! Mark hadn’t touched her like this, so intimately, out in public, in ages.

		Just a little longer, she thought. I’ll set him straight in just a moment, but this feels so sexy…so incredibly hot! No one—especially an absolutely gorgeous guy like this one—has hit on me like this in, like…forever!

		They had all but stopped dancing. It was more like they were two sweethearts who stood embracing each other, cuddling and rubbing themselves against one another as they shifted their weight from foot to foot in time with the soft music.

		Harper glanced around and saw that the other two couples who had been dancing when they’d entered the rec room had gone back to the main party. The two of them were now alone in the darkened corner.

		Finn must have noticed, too, because he released his hold on her bottom and moved his hands up her back, until his right one came around and gently touched her chin. He put a finger under it and tilted her head back.

		Before Harper could even think about it, his lips were on hers and his tongue slid out to caress her closed mouth, demanding entrance. She didn’t know if it was the alcohol, or the moment, or because Finn was so incredibly handsome, but she found herself opening her lips and letting his tongue slide in to play with hers!

		Harper trembled from head to toe. This was so wrong, so unlike her, and yet she was doing it!

		Her breasts felt pumped fuller than they’d been in years, her nipples pulsed against his muscular chest. And she was wet. She could feel her lower lips moistening furiously as this beautiful young man tongue-kissed her and held her tight!

		I’ve got to stop this, she told herself. I’ve simply got to call a halt to this before it goes any further! I’ve got to!

		Reluctantly, she pulled her mouth away from his, but before she could speak, Finn whispered in a breathless-with-excitement voice, “Would you be willing to take a quick walk with me? I’ve got something I’d like to show you.”

		Stunned by his unexpected request, Harper asked, “Show me--whatever do you mean by that?”

		He grinned at her, his smile almost shy, “My work; what I do for a living. I’d like you to see it, okay? It won’t take five minutes.”

		Caught completely off guard by his request, Harper shrugged and said, “Okay, I guess that would be all right.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		He took her hand and led her to the slider that overlooked the backyard. Opening it, he guided her through it, across the patio, to the side gate that opened onto the driveway next to the house.

		“Where are we going?” she asked, as he led her down the drive and out onto the sidewalk in front of the house.

		“It’s right there,” he said, turning left and starting down the street, with her beside him. “It’s the white house with the porch light on.”

		In moments, they were standing in front of the house and he was fitting a key into the lock. He swung open the door and stepped inside, taking her with him.

		“Here, this is what I wanted you to see,” he said. He swept his arm around the living room, motioning toward the two movie poster sized prints that hung, nicely framed, on the wall behind the couch and over his low-slung entertainment center.

		The first print was clearly the book cover from some sultry romance novel that had been blown up to poster size. It showed Finn, stripped to the waist, his bare torso buffed and ripped and looking sexy as hell, with his long hair flowing back over his shoulders in the breeze, a gorgeous blonde-haired woman in muscular arms. Beneath the stylized picture was the book’s title: Love’s Finest Hour, by Tilda Curry.

		Harper shifted her eyes over to the other print. This one showed Finn again naked to the waist, a kerchief tied over his head, pirate-style, and a cutlass in his right fist. He was swinging from one old fashioned sailing ship to another by a rope, his eyes fixed on the frightened-looking gaggle of aristocratic women who stood on the deck he was about to land on. They were clad in elaborate period dresses and frilly bonnets, and the title was: The Pirate’s Harem, by Jane Jarvis.

		“You’re a model?” Harper asked--the delight apparent in her voice.

		“I am,” Finn said proudly. “Here, there’s a couple more this way.”

		He pointed to a hallway just off the living room and she stepped into it, her eyes going immediately to a third poster, hanging about halfway down the hall. This one featured Finn in practically no clothing at all, just a strategically placed loincloth. If the artist who had drawn the poster had been accurate in his rendering, Finn’s long legs were just as muscular as the rest of him.

		The title of this book was The Empress and the Gladiator and it showed him dressed only an open-faced helmet and the loincloth, holding a trident in one hand and a net in the other. He was facing another god-like, mostly naked man who held a sword and shield, inside an arena. A beautiful woman in a purple toga was leering down at the pair of them from the imperial box seats.

		“There’s another one in there, too, if you’re interested,” his voice said from behind her.

		Seeing that he was pointing toward an open doorway, she stepped inside the softly lit room. Her eyes went wide and her mouth dropped open in shock as she did so.

		Above the king bed was another framed poster, but this one obviously wasn’t a book cover. It was some sort of art study, shot in black and white, and it showed Finn completely naked, facing slightly away from the camera, his massive penis fully erect, his scrumptious body oiled and posed in a typical muscleman position, his right arm flexed to show off his impressive bicep.

		“So, what do you think?” he asked as he stepped into the room, removed his sport coat and tossed in on to a chair.

		Before his shocked-speechless guest could answer, he casually reached down and pulled his knit shirt up and out of his slacks and then over his head, leaving him stripped to the waist—just as he was in the posters. Smiling at Harper, he undid his belt and the clasp holding his slacks closed, and quickly unzipped them. He let them fall to the carpet and stepped out of the slip-on loafers he was wearing, sock-less, leaving him completely naked, since he wore no underwear.

		Harper’s breath froze in her lungs. The huge penis in the poster over the bed was now right here in the room with her, just a foot or so away. And it was every bit as impressive in person as it was in the photograph, standing out as it was from Finn’s muscular loins, like a mighty presence of its own. It was fully erect, massive and slightly curved, with a huge head, and it throbbed in time with its owner’s excited heartbeat.

		Mark’s looks like a little boy’s cock compared to that one! Harper found herself thinking in utter amazement. That thing is enormous!

		“I want you, Harper,” he whispered, stepping in close to her. “And I think you want me, too, don’t you?”

		Harper had no time to answer, no time to think about it, before she once again found herself in his burly arms, pressed against his naked torso. She couldn’t help but moan as he kissed her, harder and more demanding this time, and in a way that was oh, so incredibly exciting!

		His tongue slid into her mouth easily, and he took her right hand as they kissed and moved it downward, until it touched his towering hard on. Harper gasped as she felt the hot, large, unbelievably hard hunk of muscle.

		She tentatively closed her fist around it with some difficulty. Her hands were small, and his cock was impossibly big around!

		What am I doing? She thought desperately. I’ve never cheated on Mark…I’ve never even thought of cheating on Mark!

		And yet, here she stood, in a strange man’s bedroom, more than half tipsy and very aroused, her hand wrapped around his enormous manhood, stroking it lightly as he held her tight and frenched her so deliciously! What was she thinking of? How had this happened? It was all so sudden, so unexpected…so…

		“Oh, Harper, you’re so fucking pretty!” he panted when he finally tore his lips from hers a minute or so later. “And you turn me on something fierce…as you can no doubt tell.”

		He glanced down at his penis, which she was still holding in her small fist, stroking it slowly, lightly. She blushed, realizing that she was guilty of teasing him to even greater hardness, if that were possible.

		“And I do want you. I want you so fucking bad, you beauty!”

		Harper’s heart went into overdrive--she didn’t know what to do! But Finn clearly did.

		He released her from his embrace and reached down to grip the bottom of her stretchy top and yank it upward, over her bra. In seconds, his big hands had slipped around in back of her and unsnapped that as well. He pushed it up off her breasts, and bared her larger than average mounds and her very erect red nipples.

		“God, what great tits!” he sighed, moving a step closer to the nearby bed and taking her with him.

		Before she knew it, he’d gently eased her hand from his cock and had stripped her bra and top off completely. He sat her down on the bed and quickly undid her skirt. He went down onto his knees in front of her and her panties and the pantyhose she wore, along with her shoes, soon joined her other discarded clothing on the bedroom carpet as his busy fingers quickly stripped her bare.

		“What a gorgeous little pussy,” he whispered in an awed tone. “And those legs of yours are fucking sensational!”

		With that, he moved her further back onto the bed and quickly slid between her thighs, on his stomach, a gleam of mischief showing in his bright green eyes. He leaned down and his tongue lapped all around her juicy labia, and then nudged its way inside her, caressing her very aroused clit as it entered her.

		“Oh, oh, dear God, that feels wonderful!” Harper sighed, realizing in that instant that she was now completely lost--this gorgeous, sexy, young man definitely intended to fuck her; there could be no turning back!

		Mark had licked her like this, when they’d been dating, years ago, and occasionally through the first few years of their marriage. But her husband hadn’t been nearly as skilled at this naughty, incredibly arousing act as this young sex god was, that was for sure!

		“Um, oh, oh, fuck that feels so nice!” Harper found herself moaning, her hips coming up off the bed involuntarily as he drilled his slippery tongue in and out so delightfully, using the sort of gutter language that she’d rarely used since college, but which somehow seemed appropriate now… as she willingly cheated on her husband for the first time ever!

		Finn sucked her smallish bead of a clit into his lips and laved it with his tongue. Harper groaned, a huge flash of pre-come sensation rippling from her sensitive nub, through her pussy, and up to her elongated nipples. She gasped as Finn reached up and grasped one of those nipples in each hand and began to squeeze them gently as he continued to suck her clit.

		This is so wrong, Harper thought, but I can’t seem to stop it…now. It’s too late! Maybe if Mark didn’t all but ignore me, sexually. If he just paid me some small attention!

		“Oh, God, oh, God, oh, God,” she whimpered aloud, the mammoth waves of bliss building quickly within her, driving all further guilty thoughts from her mind as she involuntarily began to hunch her pussy against his hungry mouth, “suck it! Oh, dear Lord, suck my hot clitty! Make me come!”

		Her handsome young lover did more than that. He not only nursed harder on her swollen clit and slid his limber tongue all over it, and nipped lightly at it with his sharp front teeth as he playfully tugged at her tender nipples.

		“Unnngghhhh! Oh, oh, my fucking God!” she found herself wailing, her ass gyrating up off the bed, mashing her clit against his marvelous mouth. “Oh, I’m coming! Fuck, am I ever coming hard?”

		Finn kept his mouth and tongue glued to her pussy as Harper screamed out her bliss and bumped her pelvis against them. Hot surges of come-fury rippled through her and she could do little but whine and moan and press herself against the younger man’s heavenly mouth.

		“Oh, suck it!” she gasped as her orgasm peaked. “Dear God, lick my pussy, you hot young stud!”

		As Harper’s climax slowly ebbed, he pulled his face from between her legs and got back up onto his knees. Smiling, his handsome face smeared with her outpourings, he leaned forward and seated the head of his huge cock against her overflowing lips.

		“Can I come inside you?” he whispered urgently. “Are you on the pill?”

		Harper was half delirious with the joy the rapid, taboo orgasm had brought her, and yet, she found that she still felt a lingering sense of arousal. Finn’s monstrously-large, hot, throbbing cock head felt wonderful nudging her still super-sensitive clitty. She sighed and pushed her ass up off the bed, notching his prick further into her snug opening.

		“Fuck me,” she pleaded. “Oh, yes, fuck me, darling, and shoot it in my pussy!”

		Finn smiled and pushed forward, his massive head easing her juicy lips apart and disappearing into her slippery hotness. He moaned at how good that felt and fed another three or four inches of his wide prick into her slick depths.

		“Oh, oh, fuck!” she gasped. “It’s so big!”

		He buried the rest of it deep inside her with one gentle shove of his hips, and Harper shivered beneath him. He was enormous!

		Dear God, but she felt full. Full of hard, hot, pulsing cock meat!

		“Yes,” she mewled, moving her hips under him, “do it! Fuck my pussy!”

		Her young Adonis did just that, starting slowly, and then building. His massive cock split her again and again, and her tight hole was stretched so far open that her clit was pulled downward, right up against the skin of his gliding hard on. Each thrust sent new tremors of growing lust through her gripping sheath.

		God, I’ve never in my life been fucked like this! She realized. It’s incredible! This beautiful boy’s cock is magic! Oh, it’s so fucking good…its heaven!

		He gave it to her hard and deep. She sighed and worked herself against him, loving every thrust, every pulse of sensation that rippled through her wonderfully penetrated cunny.

		

		“Babe,” he sighed after a few minutes of the fantastic coupling, “that little pussy of yours is so tight, so sweet! I’m gonna’ come…I can’t help it. I’m gonna’ unload right in that snug little twat of yours!”

		“Yesssssssss!” she murmured--her whole body tense and tight, right on the edge of another fierce climax. “Do it, come in me, and drown my pussy in that hot stuff!”

		Finn jammed her hard, pinning her to the mattress, really reaming out her cunny. He gasped and his picture-perfect body went stiff, his cock bucking deep inside Harper’s quim. Her slick tunnel of female muscle clamped down hard on his trapped prick and she began to orgasm again, just as his dick exploded inside her!

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, fuck…there’s so much!” she managed to blurt as a torrent of super-heated jism splashed against her cervix. “Oh, God! Oh, fuck, I’m coming so hard!”

		The two lovers writhed and moaned and clung together, Finn emptying his huge nut sac into his screaming partner. Harper almost passed out. Her climax was so strong that she could focus on nothing else.

		God, what a stud this kid is! She thought as she shivered and shook beneath him. Oh, fuck what a wad of come he’s shooting into me!

		At last, Finn sighed and stopped humping his cock into her. He relaxed, and Harper felt his prick stop spewing semen. He bent and kissed her passionately, holding the kiss until his once mighty cock finally began to lose its rigidity.

		“That was the best sex I ever had in my entire life,” she told him truthfully as she felt him slide out of her at last.

		“It was pretty great at that,” he grinned at her, “but we can do better.”

		Harper felt her tummy fall—just like it did when she started down the final steep decent on a really big roller coaster. That was impossible! Sex couldn’t get any better than that—could it?

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		“Oh, my God, I’m so full of come!” Harper whispered. “I’d better go into the bathroom for a moment, darling, and deal with that.”

		The two lovers were leaning back against a pile of pillows at the head of the big bed, cuddled together. Harper was staring down at a huge gout of pearly-white fluid that had just oozed out of her lower lips. She smiled an embarrassed little smile at Finn and started to get out of bed.

		“No, don’t go,” he murmured, gripping her lightly by the elbow. “I like seeing all of that come in your pussy and knowing its mine.”

		“Really?” she asked him, her clit throbbing softly.

		She had to admit, there was something very hot about feeling all of that male goo packed into her. She shivered as she looked down at her inundated lower lips and felt the thick curds of man-cream still shifting around inside her.

		“I want to fuck you again,” he growled, pulling her towards him.

		“Now?” she gasped with surprise and delight. “Already?”

		He grinned and took her hand and placed it on his half erect penis. “What do you think? Seeing that tight little cunt of yours packed with my come really turns me on. What about you, princess?”

		Young guys, Harper marveled, feeling the long, hefty spear of male flesh begin to harden even further as soon as her grip tightened around it, their cocks get stiff again in, like, minutes, not hours!

		“Do your really want me again…so soon?” she asked teasingly, his prick’s rapid re-inflation leaving little doubt that he did.

		“I’ve got another big load of spunk for that cute little pussy of yours, babe,” he whispered, now almost as hard as he had been when he’d entered her the first time.

		Wordlessly, Finn disengaged himself from her grip and turned Harper over onto her tummy. He reached under her and pulled her hips up off the bed, leaving her upper torso pressed down onto the mattress, her big breasts pushed against the bed clothes, her ass thrust up into the air.

		“Damn, what a pussy!” she heard him sigh. “It looks so hot and sexy with all of that spunk in it!”

		And then she felt his wide cock head on her jizz-smeared lips. He shoved, and Harper groaned as the fat knob punched down into her from in back, followed by seven or eight inches of thick, rock-hard cock.

		“Uhhhhhhhh!” she groaned joyously, feeling his thick hard on displace a big wad of jism as he fed the rest of its towering length into her.

		She felt the gelatin-like blob slide down her lower lips to coat her clit. It felt divine—so warm and gooey and totally disgusting, and yet at the same time, so sensual!

		“Fuck me,” she pleaded softly, her whole body quivering a new, rapidly-building lust. “Oh, please, fuck me hard and make me come again!”

		She quickly found that saying something like that to a young bull like Finn was akin to dropping a coin into a slot and pushing “start”. The monster prick backed nearly out of her, hammered back down into her, and then pummeled her again, her breasts jellying and shaking against the bedspread as he pounded her with it.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, what a cock!” she sighed happily. “That’s it, darling, really do me again—give it to me good!”

		Finn gripped her hips and really began to do just as she’d requested. She moaned and then gasped in ecstasy, pushing her erect nipples against the bedding as he banged her like a steam drill.

		

		***

		

		Oh, fuck what a prick this gorgeous kid has got! She thought a few minutes later, as the first signs of her impending orgasm began to tickle her clit. Jesus, what a fuck-machine! My poor Mark hasn’t nailed me like this in years!

		After another minute or two of the intense penetration, Harper felt her pussy clench hard around the young man’s rapidly-gliding dick. She gasped, a huge flurry of pre-come delight throbbing through her lower body.

		“Oh, holy fuck!” she whimpered. “I’m gonna’ come again! Oh, Jesus, Finn, give it to me…make me go off hard again!”

		The young man didn’t reply. He let his mammoth dick do the talking for him

		He rammed all the way into her, withdrew until he was nearly outside her pussy lips again, and then reclaimed every inch of her tightness, his large nuts slapping up against her clit as he bottomed out in her. She gasped and dug her nails into the bedspread as he picked up the pace, drilling her faster and faster.

		Oh, God, oh, God, oh, God, what a fucking he’s giving me! She marveled as he punched in and out of her. My clit…my clit’s on fire!

		“Are you gonna’ come, beautiful?” he gasped, still fucking her hard. “Gonna’ get that tight little cunny off for me again before I blow another big load in it?”

		Harper made a high-pitched little keening sound, her body quivering like a tuning fork. She was there—she was perched on the edge of another glorious orgasm! As soon as she felt that fiery cream of his inside her again…she’d…she’d…

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!” she suddenly groaned, her pussy grabbing at him as he fired the first huge glob of semen into her. “Yesssssssss!”

		“Take it!” he wailed, his fingers digging into her ass cheeks, holding her in place so that he could fuck his large jets of come into her cunt. “Oh, you hot bitch, take my load!”

		Ummmmm, I am taking it! She thought, still climaxing furiously. Oh, God, am I ever taking it. So much…so much of that hot, slippery goo up my pussy…on top of that first enormous load!

		

		***

		

		“Listen, babe, these are my numbers,” Finn told her a few minutes later, pressing a card into her hand as she was frantically throwing her clothes back on, worrying that she’d been absent from the party for too long. “The top one is my cell phone and the bottom one is the house phone. There’s voice mail on both of them.”

		She smiled guiltily at him, pushing the card into her skirt pocket. Slipping back into her shoes, she got ready to leave.

		“Will you call me?” he asked--a huge, hopeful smile on his face.

		He stepped in closer and held her again, her heart soaring as his big arms closed around her. He leaned down and whispered, “I go out on photo shoots for a couple of days at a time, and earn a lot of dough. But then I might not work again for a few weeks, and so I’m here at my house, a lot…all alone.”

		He kissed her on the top of her head and moved back, staring down into her brown eyes. “I want you, Harper. I want to see you again. I want to see you again and again and again. You’re fucking amazingly pretty and sexy, and I want you in this bed whenever I can get you here, okay?”

		Harper’s heart lifted. She had been feeling very guilty about what they’d just done. She’d never considered doing something like this before and—even though the sex she’d enjoyed with Finn had been utterly fantastic—she wasn’t sure she ever wanted to cheat on her husband again.

		Now, hearing her new lover’s enthusiastic desire for her, she didn’t know. Staring up at him, seeing his handsome face, remembering how spectacularly he’d just made love to her…she just didn’t know.

		But she was glad she had his card in her pocket…in case she did somehow decide to be weak again and let him take her into his bed once more!

		

		***

		

		Five minutes later, Harper slid the back door open and re-entered the rec room at the Westfield’s. She eased into the living room and knew instantly that she was in trouble.

		Instead of being able to slip back into the party crowd without being noticed as she’d hoped, she found her hostess and half a dozen partygoers going completely silent as she re-entered the room. They all stared anxiously at her.

		“Where were you, Harp?” Miriam Westfield demanded. “We looked all over! Poor Mark was about ready to call the cops!?

		“Uh, I slipped out back for a while, and then I went out front and took a walk around the neighborhood,” Harper lied as well as she could manage. “I had some things I wanted to think about.”

		Miriam and the small knot of “concerned” neighbors in the living room gave her statement a cold reception. They all continued to stare at her as if they knew she was lying, but couldn’t quite figure out exactly why she was lying.

		“Where’s Mark?” she finally asked, growing uncomfortable under the extended scrutiny.

		“He’s in the kitchen,” Miriam said, still eying Harper warily.

		“Well, I’ll get our coats, and collect him and we’ll head home then,” she told her hostess. “I’m sure he’s had way too much to drink by now, and it’s getting late.”

		Before she stalked off into the kitchen with whatever dignity she could muster, she turned, gave Miriam a fake smile, and said, “Thanks for inviting us. It was a really great party.”

		

		***

		

		“Where the hell were you?” Mark demanded as Harper steered him resolutely down the street toward their house a few minutes later. “We looked all over the damned place for you.”

		Harper didn’t answer. She had noted the time when they’d left the party just now and figured that she and Finn had spent just over forty-five minutes at his house. Not a really long time—but too damned long if people had noticed that you were no longer where you were supposed to be!

		“Here we are, baby, home safe and sound at last,” she said brightly as she came to their house and guided him up to the front door.

		After she had unlocked it and led him inside, he surprised her, grabbing her by the shoulders and spinning her around to face him. He leaned in close and she saw that his eyes were cloudy and unfocused—he was definitely drunk—but he glared at her as he demanded once more, “Where were you?”

		She decided—they say that the best defense is a good offense.

		“I told you. I took a walk,” Harper said. She disengaged her self from his arms, slammed the front door, and locked it, and then stalked off angrily toward the bedroom.

		As she reached the doorway to their room, she turned said to Mark, who was weaving unsteadily back and forth on his feet, as if he might lose his equilibrium completely at any moment and fall over, “I had things I wanted to think about, so I took a long walk. It seemed preferable to staying there and watching you get falling-down drunk again, after you promised me you wouldn’t…and you know exactly what I mean, mister!”

		Mark looked as if she’d just tasered him. He jerked to attention and shuffled after her as she went into the bedroom.

		“That’s a bunch of crap, and you know it!” he protested loudly, entering the room right behind her. “I watched myself tonight, like I said I would.”

		Keeping to her attack strategy, Harper turned and glared at him. “You drank at least five martinis the first hour you were there. I didn’t want to stay and see you embarrass both of us again, so I took a walk.”

		Mark drew himself up as tall as he could manage and tried to look innocent. Clearly three sheets to the wind, he wasn’t able quite pull it off convincingly.

		“I’m fine,” he said, in the precise, clipped tones that drunks always use when they’re desperately trying to sound as if they’re not drunk. “I did what I promised—I watched myself. I didn’t drink too much!”

		Harper’s heart turned over in her chest as she stared at her husband of ten years. He was such a dear man, in so many ways. And, in some perverse, mean-what-you-say-when-you-take-your-wedding-vows way, she did still love him.

		But, while he wasn’t nearly as drunk as she’d ever seen him, he was drunk. His phony, I’m-perfectly-sober demeanor was so laughable that it was almost endearing, somehow.

		“Oh, babe,” she sighed, coming over and taking him in her arms. “I know you tried. You really did.”

		She smiled at him lovingly and then released him from her embrace and started toward the master bathroom. As she reached for the door handle, she turned and said to him, “You’re a good man, Mark. You just have problems with alcohol. But on the whole, you did pretty well tonight. At least you didn’t pass out, and you managed to walk home under your own power.”

		To her shock, he strode over to her and gripped her shoulders again. Spinning her towards him, he eyed her clingy top, her full breasts in their low-cut enclosure, and said, “Let’s get these clothes off, doll. I want you! I’m dying to make love to you.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		Harper froze. She couldn’t believe her incredibly bad luck!

		Her husband, who hadn’t wanted her in what seemed like months and months, now suddenly did. And, apparently, he wanted her at this precise moment, just when her pussy was absolutely flooded with another man’s come!

		“Uh…okay,” she stammered, edging back toward the bathroom. “Of course I want you too, darling, always! Give me just a second and we’ll have some real fun together…all right?”

		“Now!” Mark insisted drunkenly, pulling her in tighter. “You look incredible tonight, Harp. You’ve got some kind of…I don’t know…glow about you! You look hot as hell, and I want that sweet pussy of yours, right now!”

		She nearly panicked. She knew exactly what kind of glow she had about her—it was the satisfied look of a woman who had, less than a half hour ago, been fucked nearly senseless by a gorgeous young stud’s enormous, pussy-pleasing cock!

		“Babe, just give me a second,” she pleaded with him, reaching for the door handle. “I’ll be with you right away, I swear!”

		“Oh, Harp!” he sighed, dragging her toward the bed. “I can’t wait! I want you, babe--I’m dying to fuck that hot little body of yours!”

		Harper gasped, as he reached down and wrenched her top upward, and then undid her bra. She was remembering how Finn had done the exact same thing so recently. And what Mark had said—that he wanted her--it was almost exactly what her young lover had said earlier tonight, right before he’d fucked the ever living daylights out of her!

		Jesus, I can’t let him do this, she thought desperately as he undid her skirt. My pussy is absolutely stuffed with another man’s semen! I can feel it oozing out onto my lips, down there. And my panties are wet with come that’s already leaked out of me!

		Mark yanked her skirt off and hooked his thumbs in the waistbands of her panties and pantyhose. Before she could twist away from him, he knelt quickly in front of her, peeling the garments downward, made her step out of them, and then flung them away.

		Desperate, Harper frantically spun away from him and dove onto the bed. She reached for the switch to turn off the bedside lamp, which would plunge the room into total darkness.

		Maybe if the lights are out, and Mark doesn’t actually see how obscenely stuffed full of come my pussy is…

		“Holy Jesus Christ!” she heard him gasp as her fingers closed over the light switch. “Look at that fucking creampie! How many guys have fucked you tonight already?”

		Harper froze in place on the bed. She knew in that moment her marriage was over.

		Mark had his own clothes off by now. He sat down, naked and hard as a rock, on the side of the bed, and then reached over and turned her onto her back.

		Her legs came open and a gout of pearlescent come that was embarrassingly large gushed out of her pussy lips and oozed down on to her ass crack. Mark’s eyes went as wide as she’d ever seen them.

		He looked up at her. “How many—five, six—how many men did you screw while you were gone?

		Tears rolled down Harper’s face. She turned her head away and murmured, so low that he could barely hear her, “Just one. I swear to God, it was just one guy…and that was the first time I’d ever cheated on you. And it will be the last--I promise!”

		After what seemed like forever, but was probably more like thirty seconds, Mark said in a disbelieving tone. “One guy…come on, Harper. Nobody shoots that much jizz!”

		She sobbed harder and admitted, feeling lower than low as she said it, “He…he did it to me twice!”

		She looked up at him, tears streaming down her face and shining in her brown eyes, “Oh, honey, I’m so sorry…b-but you…we…we hadn’t…you know…done it, for so long!” Her husband looked wounded. He turned away, gave a big sigh, and then turned back.

		“I know, babe,” he murmured. “You’re so damned pretty, and so sexy. But…I…I drink too much. You know that. And…and sometimes…hell, a lot of the time…”

		He turned away. After a long moment, still facing away from her, he admitted, “Sometimes, even when I want you, my dick doesn’t work. Even when I take one of those erection-helper drugs it…it just doesn’t always get hard anymore when I want it to!”

		Harper was still crying. She understood exactly what her husband was saying, and she was now feeling utterly mortified by what she had so willingly done earlier in the evening with another man. She looked down at his poor cock, his soft, wouldn’t-get-hard-cock, and her breath once more froze in her lungs.

		“Babe,” she whispered, staring down at his groin, where his seven inch dick was throbbing up above his nut sac. “You look hard as can be to me, right now.”

		Mark turned back to look at her. He smiled sheepishly and said, “Well, what can you expect, when your slut wife comes to bed with you and her pussy is stuffed absolutely full of another guy’s cock cream?”

		From out of nowhere, a shudder of pure arousal rippled through Harper. There was something different in her husband’s voice as he called her a slut—a kinky, aroused quality that she’d never heard in it before. She lay back against the pillow and touched her clit with her right forefinger, and another big gob of come slid out of her pussy and down her ass crack.

		She could see that her husband’s eyes were alive with excitement as he watched the lewd spectacle of another man’s spunk oozing out of her. Her heart pounded as she realized that her intuition had been dead right—far from being repelled by what he was seeing—he was actually turned on by it!

		“I am full,” she whispered in a sexy little growl, touching her clit again, pushing out more jism, just to confirm her suspicions about his fascination with the huge creampie showing between her lower lips. “Look at it. Just look at all of that come leaking out of my pussy, darling.”

		Mark moaned. His dick jerked. It looked as hard as Harper had ever seen it in ten years of marriage.

		“Baby…would you like a little?” she murmured, so softly that she wasn’t sure he’d heard her. “I mean, my pussy is so full of another guy’s come…but still…you could mount up and ride this gooey thing a little…if you wanted to…I mean?”

		Her husband didn’t bother to answer. He flipped over onto the bed, got between her open legs, and rammed his hard prick deep into her semen-filled cunt.

		“Oh, oh, my God!” Harper sighed, wrapping her arms around him as he started to bang down into her like a drilling rig going after oil. “Fuck me, baby! Fuck me hard and deep—you stud!”

		She couldn’t tell whether Mark heard her or not. He was hammering down into her with a frenzied look on his face.

		Had he ever fucked her like this before…in all their years of courtship and marriage?

		Harper couldn’t remember a time when he had. He was usually so gentle and tender with her when they made love.

		Now, all she could do was hold on tight and relish the fucking of a lifetime from her man. She came, noisily and furiously, kept fucking him back, and then came again, even harder than the first time!

		

		***

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” Mark bellowed when he finally emptied his balls into her after a solid ten minutes of the intense reaming he was giving his cheating wife’s sloppy-seconds pussy!

		Harper moaned and took his furious spurts of come, glorying in them. Her sweet, hard-working hubby had come in her countless times over the year, but never like this; never so hard, so authoritatively, so copiously!

		“Oh, Jesus, babe,” she groaned. “You’ve got as much come in those big balls of yours tonight as that young guy did!”

		

		***

		

		“Okay, I want to know everything about this man,” Mark told her later, when they were snuggled together, lying back against the stack of pillows up against the headboard of their big bed.

		“Really…are you sure?” she asked him coyly, burrowing in tighter against him. “Isn’t it enough to know that he somehow got our sex life back on track?”

		Mark, who seemed much more sober now than he had been earlier, smiled at her and nodded confidently. “Yeah, I’m sure. I want to know all about him--I want to know what I’m up against.”

		Rolling her eyes, Harper got out of bed, went over to the laptop that sat on a small table in the corner of the room and typed in “Finn McKenna” on Google. Immediately, the name came up. Harper noted in a short bio at the top of the articles in which Finn was mentioned that he was only twenty-four years old. She winced inwardly—I’m twelve years older than him; what a cradle-robbing bitch I am!

		She switched from “Search” to “Images” and the page filled with a number of book covers, nude studies, and a few candid shots of the studly young Finn.

		“Okay, babe, here he is,” she said to her husband, who had gotten out of bed and come over to the table where the laptop sat.

		“Holy fuck, I’m doomed!” Mark sighed, looking at the endless rows of photographs and graphic drawings of Finn as a pirate, an antebellum plantation owner, a Regency period Beau Brummel in top hat and tails, and as a bare-chested warrior.

		Smiling lovingly up at her hubby, Harper hit one of the images from the nude portfolio that she’d seen in Finn’s bedroom—just before he’d fucked her for the first time. The black and white photo came up to fill the screen, with Finn oiled and his muscles pumped to utter fullness for the camera, his rampant ten inch cock and all.

		“Oh, holy jumping Jesus!” Mark sighed, eying the perfect body and the enormous prick and that massive nut sack. “I’m double doomed!”

		Harper turned and looked up at him. She smiled, and then said, “I’m not going to lie to you, darling. He fucked me really great.”

		Seeing the hurt expression on his face, she continued, “But you fucked me as well as he did just a little while ago. He’s really good in bed…but then so are you, darling, when you put your mind to it!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		“This hotter-than-hot, male model stud…he lives close to us, right?” Mark asked the next day, Sunday, after they’d slept in, gotten up, showered, and breakfasted together.

		“Just around the corner and four houses down from there,” Harper said.

		“Do you think he’d like to…see you again?”

		Harper giggled--embarrassed, but proud at the same time. She admitted to her husband, “Darling, he wants to fuck me silly again. He told me as much last night!”

		Mark chuckled and then said, “Well, I can’t fault him on his taste in women, that’s for sure.”

		After that moment of shared gallows humor, Harper reached out and took his hand. She asked softly, “Why do you ask?”

		Mark was as flustered as she’d ever seen him in her life. He looked away, looked back, and then looked away again.

		Finally, his eyes still unable to meet hers, his face red with guilt and embarrassment, he admitted, “I…I really liked seeing you like that last night…with another guy’s sperm in you.”

		Harper’s pussy clenched. A monumental flash of pre-come excitement flashed through her clit.

		“You…you…did?” Mark looked down at the tablecloth. He sighed, and finally raised his eyes to look at his wife forthrightly, unblinkingly.

		“I never knew it before. I never even suspected something like that would affect me that way. But it really turned me on, seeing you with another guy’s come in your pussy!” he blurted.

		“It did?” she gasped, echoing her earlier question.

		“Yeah…it was…hot,” he admitted reluctantly.

		Glancing away again, and then finally looking back at her, he said, “God, babe, my dick got so hard, imagining you fucking that other guy and letting him spunk you, that I nearly came just from sliding my prick inside you, feeling all of that guy’s slippery wad of jizz in your pussy!”

		After a long pause, Harper whispered, “So, what does that mean…for us?”

		Mark fidgeted around some more. He drank some coffee, did his shamed, look away, look back again thing once more.

		He couldn’t bring himself to meet his wife’s gaze as he said, “I…I think you should let him fuck you again. And then you should hurry home to me, with his hot come still inside you…and let me fuck you, too!”

		Harper couldn’t help it. She sighed, her lewd thoughts perfectly in synch with those of her debauched, handsome, drunk of a husband’s.

		That’s what I think, too! She admitted to herself--her nipples hardening beneath the nightgown she wore. God help us both, but that sounds like an utterly perfect arrangement to me!

		

		***

		

		Later that day, Sunday, Harper looked at the card Finn had given her and began to dial the phone. Her husband sat across the kitchen table from her, watching, looking anxious and extremely excited.

		“Harper,” Finn’s deep, manly voice sounded tentative, as if he couldn’t believe the name he was seeing on his caller ID, “is that really you?”

		“It is,” she whispered, pretending she didn’t want to be overheard. “Can you talk for a minute?”

		“Sure,” he said, his voice coming over the speaker on Harper’s cell that she’d just switch on, so both she and her husband could hear what was said. “What’s up?”

		Harper toyed with a strand of her long, auburn hair, smiling seductively over at Mark as she lied to her new lover, “Well, my husband has to be in another city tomorrow morning, on business, so I’m driving him to the airport tonight, around seven. I thought I might stop back by your place, on my way home…if you want to see me again, so soon, that is?”

		A low growl escaped Finn’s throat. He said, “That would be incredible, babe, but…”

		She looked up at Mark, slight panic in her eyes. She wondered: Is he going to blow me off? Was last night a one-night stand after all…despite what he told me when he gave me the card with his phone numbers on it?

		After a long pause, Finn said, “Come on by. I’m dying to see you again, but there’s a slight complication. It’s nothing major, though, so we’ll discuss it when you get here, okay?”

		“Okay,” she said, and broke the connection.

		She looked up at Mark, smiled seductively, and whispered, “So, are you still up for this, babe?”

		He grinned, his face turning red. He was clearly ashamed of his perverted lust to see her pussy full of another man’s cock cream again—but he wasn’t letting that embarrassment stop him!

		

		***

		

		At eight that evening, Mark and his wife pulled up in his car, just down the street from Finn’s house. The late fall, early winter night was pitch-black. He got out of the car, a heavy-duty metal bucket in his hand.

		“Right over there,” Harper told him, pointing to a gate in Finn’s fence that led to the backyard. “I’m pretty sure he doesn’t have a dog, so you should be okay. The master bedroom is the one on the left, when you’re in the back yard facing his house.”

		Mark gave her a reassuring wink and silently made his way across the lawn to the gate, carrying the sturdy bucket. As his wife walked up the drive, he eased the gate open and went into the back.

		Harper knocked on the front door. After a second or two, it came open, and Finn stood there, grinning at her.

		“Goddamn, you’re even prettier than I remembered!” he said, holding the door open wide, motioning for her to come inside and then locking it behind her.

		Making her way into the front room, Harper smiled enticingly at Finn, who was dressed in just a pair of old gym shorts, a light sheen of perspiration covering his incredible physique.

		She said, “I’m sorry to call so soon…but when my husband had to go out of town, it just seemed like such a lucky break that I thought we should take advantage of it. I dropped him at the airport and came right over here, after a quick stop at home to change clothes.”

		“This is perfect,” Finn assured her, coming closer. “I wasn’t really doing anything important tonight, just working out with the weights a little. Got to keep the old bod pumped up and camera-ready, you know?”

		Finn gathered her into his huge arms and kissed her. His tongue found hers in seconds, and Harper felt her nipples stiffen against the big man’s chest.

		She couldn’t wait to fuck him again. Especially knowing that her husband was going to be watching every second of it from outside Finn’s high bedroom window, while standing on the over-turned bucket, and that as soon as the sexual fireworks with handsome Finn were over, she’d be back home getting her brains fucked out by an inspired Mark, too!

		All of those thoughts changed an instant later. As the couple broke apart, a tall, muscular blond man, approximately Finn’s age, came around the corner from the kitchen, sipping a beer he’d just gotten out of the refrigerator.

		“Hey, Jace, this is Harper,” Finn said, “the gal I met last night.”

		He looked down at a startled Harper Collins and said casually, “This is Jason Reed. He’s an old pal of mine. He’s a model, too, and we do a lot of spreads together. We were pumping some iron out in the garage just now.”

		Harper looked over at Jason--who was just as tall as Finn, absolutely beautiful, in a blond, light-skinned, blue-eyed sort of way--and smiled tentatively. The picture-perfect young man, who was wearing only a tank top and a pair of shorts similar to Finn’s, stared back at her and said, “Damn, Finn is usually lying when he says he’s met a girl who’s fucking red-hot looking. But this time he wasn’t.”

		Harper felt her nipples and her pussy spasm in synch. She didn’t know what this unexpected addition to the evening meant, but on one level—as a woman—she had to admit; Jason Reed was every bit as pretty a young man as Finn McKenna was! Would he be leaving soon, she wondered, so that she and Finn could be…together, as they’d planned?

		“Would you care for a drink?” Finn asked, as he nonchalantly slid the loose shorts he was wearing downward and off, baring his huge cock and balls. “Or would you care for some of this instead?”

		He grinned at her and held out his half-hard prick in her direction.

		If it had been just the two of them, Finn’s boldness wouldn’t have surprised Harper a bit. They both knew why she was here tonight.

		But Finn just dropping his shorts this way in front of his friend, a total stranger to her, shocked her completely. She looked up from his magnificent cock, her eyes wide, and then shyly glanced over at the other young man.

		Not to be outdone, Jason put his beer on the counter, shucked out of his tank top, and then dropped his shorts. He wasn’t wearing underwear either, and his soft prick and massive nuts were every bit as large and impressive as Finn’s.

		Jesus, what a pair of cocks! Harper thought, first eying Finn’s familiar, enormous length and girth, and then Jason’s.

		“What’s happening here?” she demanded--her breath short in her chest, her whole body tense and excited, as she looked up at Finn once more.

		“Jace was supposed to lift some iron with me tonight,” he said with a shrug. “I thought about calling the workout off, when you phoned earlier and said you were coming by, but then I thought; ‘what the hell?’”

		Finn gave her a leering smile and continued, “I figured that if we finished up with the weights before you got here, fine. Then Jace would be gone and it would be no big deal. If we didn’t…well…Jace likes hot, sexy women just as much as I do, and his dick is about the same size as mine…”

		His voice trailed off expectantly and Harper felt the rush of a huge release of adrenalin roar through her body as she realized what he was saying. She thought, both of them…he wants me to let both of them fuck me!

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		“B-But I don’t even know him!” she protested weakly, looking over at Jason, whose enormous manhood was already starting to firm up, just as Finn’s was.

		“So what?” Finn asked, stepping close to her again, taking her in his arms. “You didn’t know me last night, and yet twenty minutes after we met, I was eating your pussy and then fucking the hell out of you, beautiful.”

		Harper started to protest once more. While what Finn had just said was completely true, of course, but it made her sound so cheap…so easy!

		Before she could open her mouth to defend herself, Finn’s lips were on hers once more. She hesitated, feeling awkward making out with him with his naked buddy standing a few feet away, watching.

		Finn showed no such reluctance, however. He held her tight, his tongue seeking admittance to her mouth, and his lips felt soft and gentle and yet demanding against hers.

		With a tiny moan of surrender, she opened her lips and let his tongue slide in to touch hers. A shiver went down her spine as it did. She could feel her nipples getting hard up against Finn’s massive pectorals, and then her pussy began to throb as well.

		Oh, God, I’m going to do it! She realized in that instant. I’m actually going to let both of these gorgeous, hunky guys fuck me!

		Her acceptance of the inevitable…the realization that she was going to bed both of them, somehow seemed to free Harper from any lingering hesitation and nervousness. She began to kiss Finn back passionately. Her tongue was now eagerly meeting his, gliding all around inside his mouth.

		He brought his hands up grasp the collars of her overcoat, and tugged it open and off her shoulders as they continued to kiss. She dropped her arms momentarily to allow the big coat to fall to the floor behind her.

		Harper was wearing very little under it. After all, she had come over here to get naked with her handsome young lover and let him fuck her, so she’d kept her clothing to a minimum.

		“Mmmmmm,” Finn sighed as he moved his hands back around to the front of her body, his lips still on hers.

		He took a ripe, full breast in each hand, feeling her extended nipples poking out against the front of the flimsy top she had worn, bra-less, to meet him in. Sucking at her tongue, he squeezed her protruding nubs and Harper felt a huge ripple of pre-come joy flow through her body.

		Knowing that Mark should be situated in the back yard by now, impatiently waiting for her and Finn to make an appearance in the master bedroom, Harper pulled her lips from her lover’s and smiled up at him. She disengaged his arms from around her and boldly pulled her top up over her head, baring her breasts, leaving her dressed only in a pair of sweatpants, the panties beneath the sweats, and her socks and running shoes.

		“Damn, what a gorgeous set of knockers,” Jason murmured appreciatively.

		Emboldened by his admiration of her naked breasts, Harper turned and stepped closer to him. Smiling seductively up at the blond-haired dreamboat of a man, she ran her fingernails over his big, lightly-furred pectorals in a teasing, exploratory fashion.

		Grinning with delight, he took her right hand and moved it slowly down his stomach and his rock-hard abdominals, and finally onto his steely cock shaft. Her smile grew slightly shy as she wrapped her fingers around it for the first time.

		“Oooooh, what big one,” she sighed, as he quickly bent to kiss her.

		God, they’re both so fucking beautiful, so sexy! She thought as she opened her mouth to his questing tongue. This one may be even more handsome than Finn!

		Harper felt Finn’s hands move onto her bare back as she made out with his friend. He pushed his fingertips downward, under the elastic of both her sweatpants and her panties. She moaned into Jason’s mouth as Finn took a naked ass cheek in each big palm and squeezed them, mashing the halves of her thoroughly soaked pussy together as he did so.

		Finn slid the garments down her legs. She felt him untie her shoelaces, and she obediently stepped out of her shoes, socks, and the small pile of clothing that she had puddled around her ankles as he urged first one foot and then the other free of them.

		Jason pulled his mouth from hers and held slightly away from his body so that he could peer down at her revealed nakedness. He grinned and nodded approvingly, his right hand tracing its way along the little hedgerow of auburn-colored pussy fur that ran across the top of her mons. The rest of her pubic hair had been shaved off.

		“Damn, you’re just as pretty as Finn told me you were,” he murmured. “I can’t wait to taste that little pussy of yours, babe.”

		A flurry of pre-come spasms raced through her clit and reverberated up into her pussy as she imagined this golden-haired muscleman licking her. She stepped away from his embrace, keeping his huge prick in her hand, and reached out for Finn, taking his now very erect cock in her other hand.

		“Well, then, what are we waiting for, boys?” she said in a sultry, seductive whisper, starting for the bedroom, leading them along by their erections.

		

		***

		

		Finn flipped the lights on as they entered the room and Harper glanced up in what she hoped was an unobtrusive way at the long, high window on the wall across from the king bed. Sure enough, there was Mark’s eager face, his eyes wide as he watched his wife enter the room, towing the two massive weightlifters along behind her by their erect cocks.

		Her husband jerked his head backward just a little, where the light from the room didn’t reach his face. Harper felt relieved by how hidden that made him. He could watch everything that happened, but there seemed little chance that either of her two lovers would catch him doing it.

		Besides, she thought, once the three of us get busy on this bed, I doubt either of these handsome boys will be looking up at the window!

		Jason moved in close to her on her left side, and Finn leaned in close on her right. She worked the skin up and down on the pair of towering hard ons, loving the way the velvety skin felt sliding up and down on the rock-hard muscle underneath it.

		“Why don’t you have a little taste of Harper’s sweet pussy, bro?” Finn suggested to his pal.

		“Sounds great to me,” he grinned over at his friend, “what are you gonna’ be doing?”

		“I plan on letting her have a taste of my dick while you lick her cunny, dude,” Finn answered with an equally big grin. “We were in such a hurry last night that we didn’t even have time for a little cocksucking before we got down to business.”

		Harper’s tummy did a little flip. It wasn’t as if she’d never sucked a man’s cock before…it was just that it had been what seemed like ages since she’d last done it!

		Back when she’d been in high school, some twenty years ago, she’d given her various steadies some head, usually just enough to get them hard enough to fuck her. A few of them had come in her mouth along the way, as had Mark when they’d first dated in college and then gotten married.

		But, generally, she didn’t like to suck a cock all the way off and swallow the semen. She had been raised in a time and a place where “nice” girls didn’t suck boys off. They might tease them a little with their mouths as a prelude to conventional sex, but only the real “skuzzy” girls with reputations as sluts had routinely given complete blowjobs and swallowed jism on a regular basis.

		The taste of male come didn’t really bother her that much; it was just the idea of it. Harper had been a cheerleader in school, one of the elite girls on campus in both high school and in college. She didn’t like thinking of herself as some sort of down and dirty blowjob slut!

		

		***

		

		But hunky Finn clearly didn’t see things that way. In moments, the three of them were on the bed, and Jason had her on her back as he lay between her spread legs, his mouth hovering above her extremely wet pussy lips. Finn knelt on the right side of her head.

		“Here, baby, have a little suck why don’t you?” he murmured, turning her head toward him, so that his enormous cock head touched her closed lips.

		It doesn’t look like he’s going to take “no” for an answer, Harper thought, reluctantly opening her mouth.

		Finn eased his cock head between her lips and then pushed. Three or four inches of huge, hot, hard prick slid into her mouth behind the bulbous cock tip.

		Harper sighed and ran her tongue all over Finn’s hardness. He moaned and trailed his fingers through her mane of auburn hair, tugging her mouth in further on his throbbing manhood.

		Jason’s tongue suddenly pierced her cunny. He eased it back out slowly, depressing her erect clit with its rough, slick surface as he did so, and it felt so wonderful that she couldn’t help but moan around Finn’s buried cock meat.

		“That’s my baby,” Finn whispered excitedly. “Suck it. Suck my big dick. Use that hot little tongue of yours on it!”

		A large spasm of pre-orgasmic excitement shot though Harper’s well-licked pussy as Finn urged her on. She sucked harder on his fat cock and was rewarded with a big glob of his pre-come fluid. It was sweet and slick and, oh so male-tasting!

		She swallowed it hungrily and licked for more, really beginning to relish the feel of his enormous prick in her mouth. He sighed with pleasure and fucked another inch or so into her lips, his hips beginning to jerk in and out as he used her sucking mouth like a second pussy.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		Ummmmm, I don’t know why I ever stopped doing this! She found herself thinking as she eagerly gobbled up his huge penis. It’s actually kind of fun, sucking cock…and Finn’s feels so manly and sweet and…sexy gliding in and out of my mouth!

		She glanced past the kneeling Finn and up at the window, wondering if Mark was enjoying the sight of her getting her pussy licked while she gave head to another man’s dick. She bet he was! The thought of him watching her do such nasty tricks almost made her giggle aloud with delight around Finn’s sliding prick meat.

		Jason’s lips pushed downward around her clit, forcing it up out of its hood all the way. He sucked gently, his tongue all over the tender bead of pink flesh.

		“Ulllllmmmmmhhhhhh!” Harper murmured, her hips bucking against his mouth.

		She twisted her hips and pressed her pussy tighter against the young man’s nursing lips. Jason’s marvelous tongue was like a wriggly pink snake her throbbing clitty! The suction increased and she shivered in anticipation, sucking hard on Finn’s cock as it fucked into her mouth.

		Gonna’ come! She thought blissfully. Oh, God, am I ever gonna’ come?

		“Oh, suck it, Harper, you pretty bitch!” Finn moaned just then, tilting her head back and cramming even more of his massive prick into her mouth and down into her throat.

		“Unnngghhhh!” Harper gurgled helplessly, more cock inside her mouth than she had ever imagined she could swallow—Finn’s monster was going nearly three quarters of the way in with each hip thrust now!

		The tip of Jason’s tongue began to pummel her clitty mercilessly as the suction from his lips increased. Harper’s cunny gave a furious clench and the first wave of orgasm shot through her wonderfully teased clit. She screamed out her joy around Finn’s prick, and she felt it go deep into her throat, nearly choking her.

		She didn’t care. She was coming so hard she could barely stand it!

		Harper reached behind Finn and dug her nails into his muscular ass cheeks, urging him to fuck her face even harder! She gasped and moaned and swallowed cock in a frenzy of come-lust!

		The three of them clung together, Jason gobbling pussy oil as fast as it oozed out of her clasping cunt mouth, Finn hammering his long, thick cock into her mouth, Harper gurgling and cooing and sucking as she frantically worked her pelvis against Jason’s wonderful tongue and lips!

		“Goddamn, boy,” Jason said to Finn, panting for breath as her strong spasms of release finally ebbed away moments later and he raised his head from her satisfied pussy, “I want some of that sweet head you’ve been getting on my dick!”

		Nodding, a big grin on his face, Finn pulled his harder-than-ever cock out of Harper’s sucking lips. He quickly traded places with Jason, the blond-haired young man knee-walking up the mattress on her left as Finn moved down her right side and then in between her legs.

		“Here, baby, taste mine and see how you like it,” Jason said, taking Harper’s face between his big hands and turning her head toward him.

		“Ullmmm!” she all but growled, licking his cock head hungrily and letting him slip it between her lips, her tongue caressing it as if entered her mouth.

		As she began to suck, she felt Finn mash his hard cock tip against her wet-as-wet-could-be pussy lips. He shoved, and they parted for him.

		“Ulllllmmmmm!” she murmured in ecstasy as she felt him fill her all the way up, his knob-like cock head banging to a stop against her cervix.

		Jason kept his hands on both sides of her face, holding her in place. He tilted her head back, just as Finn had earlier, and began to fuck her mouth and throat just as his friend began to fuck her pussy.

		God, what an out and out slut I must look like! She thought, imagining the picture she must be presenting to her on looking husband, with two huge cocks plowing in and out of her at the same time!

		The young men banged her hard. Harper could feel her big tits bouncing all over her chest as the two of them rammed in and out of her.

		The thought of how that must have looked to Mark made her hotter than ever. She gobbled Jason’s impressive cock eagerly, willing him to fuck it into her mouth even deeper. At the same time, her hips were whipping up off the bed in time with Finn’s hard thrusts into her pussy. She felt her clit gliding against his hot, hard cock meat with each lunge in and out, and knew that she was going to come like crazy again in just a little while.

		A minute crept by, then two…she reveled in the exquisite sensation of having the two beautiful, huge cocks inside her at one time. She was in utter heaven—slut-girl heaven!

		I am a slut! She thought--her pussy fluttering around Finn’s driving manhood. God help me, I just love getting, hot and nasty, it like this—and knowing Mark is watching every second of it makes it even better!

		“Let’s trade again, bro,” Jason said at that moment. “My dick wants to try a little of that sweet pussy. This gorgeous bitch sucks cock like a pro…she’s got my bone as hard as a fucking brick!”

		Harper groaned. She was so turned on!

		In a haze of excited arousal, she felt herself being manhandled into the new position the two young men wanted her in. She was on her hands and knees, Jason moving up behind her—she felt his hot cock head against the juicy lips of her pussy—and Finn lying on his back against a pile of pillows up against the headboard. His unbelievably huge cock stuck straight up in front her face, gleaming from tip to base with a thick coating of her pussy lube.

		“Suck it for me again, babe,” he urged her, putting a big hand on top of her head and gently pushing her face right up to his throbbing dick’s head.

		“B-But it’s got my…my…stuff all over it!” she whined in protest, looking at the clear lube that clung to his prick as if it were poison.

		Finn laughed and pushed her lips down onto his cock head. He whispered, “Open up and suck, honey. Trust me, that pussy juice of yours is as sweet as nectar.”

		He pushed just a little harder, and the slick knob of hard flesh popped through her closed lips and into her mouth. She tried to draw back but his big paw held her in place easily and forced her head down another inch or two.

		It is sweet! She was startled to find, tasting her own lubricant for the first time.

		Tentatively swirling her tongue around Finn’s prick head, she discovered that the heavy, thick coating of oil was as sweet as it could be.

		No wonder men like eating pussy! She thought with growing relief, swallowing a mouthful of her own saliva and cunny oil and licking for more. Pussy is yummy!

		Jason’s enormous erection easing its way down into her from behind for the first time soon drove all further thoughts about pussy juice from her mind. He felt incredible! She sighed around Finn’s gliding dick, sucking hard and twisting her hips back to meet Jason’s steady stroking.

		So good! What could be better than two beautiful cocks at once…one in my mouth and the other up my hot cunny?

		She thought about Mark watching her being such a wanton slut with these two magnificent musclemen and her pussy clenched around Jason’s driving cock. She hoped he enjoyed the show as much as she loved starring in it!

		Jason dug his fingers into her sleek ass cheeks, holding on as she eagerly wriggled her butt against his plowing cock. She moaned around Finn’s buried prick and licked wildly at it, her pussy going crazy around Jason’s fantastic dick.

		“Jesus, what hot fuck she is,” he sighed a moment later, his prick picking up speed as he drilled her. “This little pussy is primo, dude!”

		Finn laughed. “Her beautiful face going up and down my dick ain’t bad either, bro. You were right…our little Harper sucks cock like a pro!”

		Harper shivered. She loved hearing these two incredibly handsome young guys rave about her face and body…about her sexual skills. She couldn’t help it—the idea that they found her so desirable turned her on something fierce!

		“That’s it, baby, work that tight little thing on my dick!” Jason panted moments later. “Let me feel that snug little cunt of yours come, honey!”

		The twinge of ecstasy that spasmed through her well fucked pussy was so intense that she whimpered around Finn’s cock as she sucked it. She was going to do just what Jason wanted—she was going to come…soon!

		“Ulllllmmmmm!” she murmured around Finn’s hardness.

		She dug her nails into his taut ass cheeks, as she’d done to Jason earlier, and urged him upward, deeper into her sucking mouth further. Her tongue slid all over his wonderful prick as he notched it deep into the back of her throat while Jason hammered her pussy.

		“Goddamn, but you’re a hot bitch, Harper,” Finn gasped, his cock jerking in her mouth.

		He reached down and captured a dangling nipple in each hand and squeezed them softly as her big breasts jiggled and shook from Jason’s steady fucking. She moaned and pushed her tits against his fingers and he tightened his grip just slightly.

		Harper felt her breasts jerk in Finn’s grasp and her pussy clamp down tight on Jason’s prick as it hit bottom in her. A white-hot flash of pure orgasmic bliss engulfed her. She shivered and moaned around Finn’s cock, sucking hard.

		What a big one! She thought as the heavenly spasms of her orgasm took over her whole body. Oh, God, these pretty boys are making me come so fucking hard!

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		To her shock, neither Finn nor Jason came inside her. As her all-encompassing climax slowly receded, Finn slipped his hard on out of her mouth and Jason eased his out of her thoroughly satisfied pussy.

		“Come here, baby,” Finn hissed, his big hands letting go of her tits and reaching under her arms, “I’ve just got to have some more of that sweet cunny of yours!”

		Half out of her mind with lust, pleasure, and excitement, Harper made no move to resist as he brought her forward. He was still leaning back against the pillows. Lifting her easily up into his lap, he then pushed her gently backward, spearing his hard prick deep into her super-wet pussy lips.

		“Ummmmm! Oh, oh, God,” she murmured as he kissed her and reclaimed her nipples between his fingers.

		She started to fuck him almost automatically, working her hips up and down on his huge manhood, loving the way it felt inside her. She didn’t know whether she could come again so soon, after that last massive orgasm. But his dick still felt marvelous, as did his lips on hers, his tongue delving into her mouth, and his fingers gently tugging at her sensitive nipples.

		After just a minute or two of the divine sensation of him filling her, she saw Jason lean over behind her and get something out of the nearby nightstand. He moved back out of her view as Finn continued to fuck her, and then she felt something cool and slippery against her anus, followed by just the tip of Jason’s finger!

		“N-Nooooooooo!” she pleaded, tearing her mouth from Finn’s in a panic. “Not back there! I…I don’t do anal!”

		The two incredibly strong young men held her in place easily, Jason’s finger slipping further up into her tight hole against her will. He leaned close to her and kissed her neck and shoulders as Finn leaned in from the front to reclaim her lips with his.

		Jason caressed her asshole. There was no other way to describe it! His finger was oh, so gentle as it penetrated her slowly, lovingly, heating her bottom up in a way she never knew it could be heated up.

		

		***

		

		Harper had only had anal sex once before…way back in high school. She remembered it vividly, even after twenty years.

		She’d been a sophomore, sixteen years old and the head cheerleader of the junior varsity squad. Her partner that night had been a tall, handsome senior, two years older than her. They had been at a house party, where there we no parents or chaperones, and she’d been more than a little drunk.

		Les, the boy she’d been with, had locked the door to the spare bedroom they’d been using to make out in, and had gotten out a jar of petroleum jelly he’d found in the guest bathroom. Harper hadn’t even known what he planned to do with the extra lubrication…after all, she was already plenty turned on from making out with him and letting him slowly work all of her clothes off. She’d been more than ready for sex—it hadn’t been like she was a virgin or anything, and she was on the pill—why did he need extra grease, she’d wondered?

		She soon found out. Les’s cock hadn’t been anywhere near the size of Jason’s monster dick, but it had felt that big as he’d rammed it up the wrong hole that night!

		Harper remembered begging him to pull it out and fuck her right, but he hadn’t. Instead, he’d reamed her poor asshole out for what had seemed like an hour and then shot a bucket full of his boiling-hot jizz into it.

		Just trying to walk normally had been a painful experience for her for two days after the party and, needless to say, she had never dated Les again. She had also never tried anal sex again.

		

		***

		

		“Just relax, sweetheart,” Jason whispered in her ear, moving his finger tenderly around inside her as Finn made out with her and continued to give her his big cock up her pussy. “We’re not gonna’ hurt you a bit. Finn and I have done this a bunch of times, with different girls, and we’ve never had a complaint. We’re all about giving a sweet lady like you ultimate pleasure, not pain.”

		Harper moaned. She was extremely aroused--despite, or maybe because of the unfamiliar sensation of Jason’s finger up her bottom. Finn’s kisses and his deft nipple play were making her totally crazy again, along with how magnificent his cock felt, as usual, up inside her pussy.

		Jason licked her neck in a way that sent new spasms of sensual pleasure rocketing through her body. He squeezed another big load of lube into her and added a second big finger to the one already in her bottom.

		“Uhhhhhhhh!” she gasped fearfully, suddenly terrified that he would hurt her after all.

		But the two large-bore fingers didn’t hurt, she soon discovered. So skillful was his gentle manipulation of her anal passage that she was soon eagerly anticipating his next thrilling, forbidden penetration of her tight hole. Her clitty was throbbing like mad against Finn’s incredible hardness and her tits were as pumped with excitement as she’d ever felt them as he played with her swollen-to-fullness nipples.

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” she murmured when at last she felt the gooey fingers leave her ass and felt, instead, the wide tip of Jason’s mammoth cock nudging against her.

		To Harper’s amazement, her anus winked open and closed in time with her pussy mouth around Finn’s gliding prick. And when the tiny pucker flowered open again, Jason’s cock head slid easily inside.

		Harper held her breath as inch after inch of hard, super-heated cock meat entered her ass. The taut channel fluttered wildly around the fat, greasy invader.

		To her great surprise, it didn’t hurt either! But as Jason packed the last two or three inches down into her pucker, she had to admit she did feel filled to the bursting with cock, both fore and aft.

		“That’s my girl,” Finn sighed, pulling his lips from hers, staring into her brown eyes, excitement gleaming in his own orbs. “You’re one of the hottest women I’ve ever met, Harper. I knew you’d love getting double-fucked like this!”

		Harper didn’t know if she loved it or not, but she had to admit, Jason’s prick up her butt wasn’t a bit painful. As a matter of fact, as he started to move it slowly up and down in her anus, in synch with Finn’s steady stroke, it began to feel better and better!

		Jason kissed across her shoulders and reached around her with his right hand. His thick forefinger found her very erect clit and began to tease it lightly as Finn’s cock continued to fuck in and out just below it. Jason started to move his hips faster as he did her in the ass.

		“Oh,” she sighed after another long moment of the unfamiliar, unbelievably exciting sensation of having two huge cocks inside her at once, “oh, God…that’s starting to feel so nice!”

		Finn tugged a little harder on her throbbing nipples and Jason pushed down just a bit more on her clit. A mammoth jolt of pre-come sensation shot through Harper’s body, starting in her clit, crackling through her pussy, then into her ass channel, and finally rippling up her spine and into her jerking breasts!

		She shivered as if she’d caught a chill and began to move her ass again, impaling herself willingly on the twin gliding hunks of muscle. Another thunderbolt of erotic bliss coursed through her.

		Harper gasped and trembled between her two lovers’ as they gradually quickened their thrusts into her. She ran her hands through Finn’s glorious brown locks and whispered softly in his ear, “It feels so good! Oh, God, it feels so good when both of you fuck me at once!”

		His eyes lit up and he increased his pace. Jason did likewise and Harper closed her eyes and groaned, riding both of them hard. Her beautiful body was tossed around between them, both of her holes now filling and then emptying with hard young cock at a fever pitch.

		“Fuck me!” she wailed at last, her whole body tensing as the biggest orgasm she’d ever imagined hovered just seconds away. “Oh, God, fuck my pussy! Fuck my hot asshole! Fuck me hard and make me come!”

		Finn pulled her head tight against his and kissed her passionately, his cock erupting up into her cunt. At almost the same instant, she felt Jason cram his gigantic dick deep in her anus and fire a huge jet of hot spunk up into her bowels!

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!” she screamed into Finn’s mouth. “Ummmmmmmmm!”

		The two super-hunks flooded her with come. She moaned and gasped and came and came as they poured their hot spend into her in big spurts.

		The best! Harper’s frenzied mind told her. Oh, dear God this is just the best—sex doesn’t get any hotter than this!

		

		***

		

		“You can’t mean it,” she said, wide-eyed, fifteen minutes later.

		The two men had just emerged from the bathroom. They had both washed their pricks off with soapy washcloths and then dried them. Finn had just told her, with a guilty, little-boy leer, that he wanted to fuck her in the ass this time while Jason fucked her pussy.

		She eyed the two enormous hard ons, noting that they were already as stiff as if they hadn’t come in a month. The young men split apart and got on the bed on opposite sides, knee-walking toward her.

		“Come on, Harp,” Finn whispered. “You know you want to.”

		“Yeah, a woman as hot as you,” Jason said with a big smile, grabbing his huge, erect penis by its base and waggling at her. “You know you want some more of these big boys…now don’t you?”

		Harper felt her tummy turn over. She stared at Finn’s gigantic dick and then at Jason’s. Her pussy was already inundated with semen, as was her anal passage. She felt them both clench in synch as she eyed the tempting hunks of hard muscle.

		Finn bent down and kissed her, his tongue toying with hers. After a moment, her heart starting to really pound again, Jason shoved Finn away and took Harper in his arms and kissed her just as passionately.

		The boys’ fingers were on her clit again, and on her nipples. Harper kissed one, and then the other, and soon found Jason’s erection way up inside her gooey pussy as Finn got behind her.

		She groaned…not in fear this time…as she felt Finn’s monster dick part her anal pucker and sink all the way into her sumptuous ass cheeks. Their talented hands found her clit and her nipples again and the glorious sensation of being double-fucked engulfed her once more!

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		“Did you enjoy it?” Harper asked in a dreamy, I-just-got-fucked-so-beautifully murmur as she rejoined Mark inside their car twenty minutes later. “Did you like seeing your little wife being such a total and complete whore for those two gorgeous boys?”

		Mark grabbed her, folded her into his arms and kissed her so hard that she thought he might pop one of her ribs. He ran his tongue all over the inside of her mouth for long moments, and then pushed himself reluctantly away from her.

		The motor turned over, caught, and he executed a quick U-turn, gliding around the corner toward their house. In moments, they were inside the garage and the door was closing behind them as he switched off the engine.

		Wordlessly, he got her out of the car and into the house. They were in their bedroom moments later and he was eagerly stripping off her coat, and then every last stitch of her clothes.

		Harper lay down on the bed and opened her legs wide for him, feeling the big wads of cock cream oozing out of both her pussy and her ass. In an instant Mark was as naked as she was, his eyes never leaving her lower body and its glimmering, pearlescent coating.

		“Would my baby like a little ride on my full pussy?” she whispered seductively, pushing her ass up off the bed, feeling another huge wad of spunk slip out of her.

		Mark--whose seven inch prick was as hard as an iron bar as he gazed down at his wife’s overflowing holes--made a little gasping sound and dove on the bed between her widespread legs. But instead of going to his knees and hammering his rigid prick into her jizz-filled quim, he surprised her completely by instead flopping onto to his stomach and shoving his mouth down onto her pussy!

		“Oh, oh, my God,” she moaned, his tongue going wild inside her gooey cunt and then gliding all over her clit. She heard him suck out a big wad of the other men’s semen and then heard a gulping sound as he swallowed it!

		Harper felt a gigantic shock of orgasmic delight shudder through her. She reached down and grabbed her husband’s head and shoved his lips tighter against her pussy.

		“Eat it!” she implored him. “Oh, God, you nasty boy, you--eat out my gooey pussy and swallow all of that hot come, my fucking sweet pervert!”

		Mark made a sound as if he were being slowly strangled and then proceeded to go wild. He gobbled his wife’s thoroughly-spunk-filled cunt and then rammed his tongue into her jizz-oozing anus, lapping out still more of the thick, heavy man cream.

		Harper came twice--she wriggled her lower body against Mark’s thrashing, licking tongue and rode the slippery oral snake to two wonderful climaxes!

		When most of the massive build up of jism was gone, he got up onto his knees and stuffed his rock-hard cock inside her pussy and began to pound down into her. Harper whinnied in ecstasy, like a mare getting the fucking of her life from a particularly well-endowed stallion.

		“Oh, you hot, nasty boy!” she whined as her third orgasm rapidly approached. “Fuck me! Fuck me hard…just like those two boys did! Fuck your little Harper’s naughty pussy!”

		Trembling like a man with a terminal fever, Mark ripped his cock free of his wife’s twat and spun her over onto her stomach. Before she knew what was happening, he slammed his dick into her asshole and started reaming it out as fast as he could move his hips.

		“Aggghhhhhhhhh!” Harper screamed--part in agony, part with surprise, and part with pleasure at his unexpected anal penetration.

		Her husband reached under her, jammed two fingers up her pussy and began to finger-fuck her cunt as he ass-fucked her. His fingers on her aroused clit felt like nirvana, and she shivered and began to rock her hips back onto his rampaging cock.

		A big wad of jism ran out of her pussy lips and onto his fingers. He pulled them free and fed the goopy, thick semen into her mouth as he kept his cock banging into her anus. She sighed, swallowed the salty load of goo and continued to fuck him back. When his fingers slid back inside her pussy, her knees trembled beneath her and she started to orgasm furiously.

		“I’m coming again!” she screamed. “Oh, God, you hot fucker! You’re making me come again and again!”

		Mark roared out his release and emptied his pent up balls into her back entrance. The white-hot cream lit an even hotter fire in her hotly fingered clit and she shivered harder as he blasted his load deep inside her bottom.

		

		***

		

		“Was that as good for you as it was for me?” Harper asked playfully a half hour later.

		They had enjoyed a long, leisurely shower together after the fiercely-satisfying kinky sex. He had washed her hair, and she had washed his, kissing and cuddling, and then they had dried each other off and gone back to bed.

		“I’d fuck you again, darling, but I already came twice while I was watching you with those two guys,” Mark admitted somewhat sheepishly.

		“What?” Harper asked incredulously.

		He turned slightly red and then admitted, “I jacked off while I watched. It was just so fucking hot, seeing you get it from those two big studs. God, honey, you were incredible!”

		His eyes were alive with excitement as he looked at her and added, “When you let that guy ass fuck you…I couldn’t believe it! Especially while that other huge prick was up your pussy! I about lost my mind, it was so…incendiary to watch!”

		Harper emitted a guilty little giggle. “You did, huh? Well, you should have felt what I was feeling, darling!”

		Mark looked as if his pulse had quickened even more. He whispered anxiously, “Was it as hot as it looked? What was it like, having those two massive dicks in you at the same time?”

		She shot him a naughty, impish little smile and whispered back in a taunting tone, “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

		Turning the tables on him, immensely enjoying her sudden new intimate camaraderie with her naughty hubby, she asked mischievously, “What was it like sucking my pussy when it had all of the hot come inside it?”

		Mark looked stricken. His face immediately turned bright red, and he couldn’t meet her gaze. He murmured, “I don’t know what came over me, honey. I…I’m not queer…I swear I’m not!”

		Harper put her arms around him and rubbed her naked breasts against his chest. She looked into his eyes and told him excitedly, “I don’t think you’re queer--I think you’re sexy as hell! I think you’ve always wanted to be a wild man in the bedroom with me, but you were afraid to let go and just be one until…now!”

		She kissed him hard on the lips and ran her fingers through his short-cut, brownish-blond hair. Her tongue slid into his mouth and she felt him shiver with renewed lust for her.

		Pulling her lips from his, she whispered, “You don’t have to be ashamed or afraid to admit your…desires anymore, not with me, darling! I want you wild and crazy and hot! If you want to suck my pussy after I fuck another guy, then I want you just go ahead and do it!”

		Her husband of ten years groaned and drew her in tight against him. She felt his cock, hard and full, against her belly once more as they kissed.

		After a long moment, she slid away from him and stared down at it. With a big smile, she asked, “Is that big, stiff prick I see?”

		Grinning back proudly, he nodded. She lay back on the bed and slid her legs open.

		“Then why don’t you fuck me with it? Isn’t that what my baby loves to see--his red-hot little Harper taking great big cocks for his pleasure…as well as for her own?”

		Mark made a sound like a hungry mongrel attacking a scrap of meat and mounted her. He rammed his prick deep into her wet cunny and fucked her hard.

		“Oh, yeah,” she murmured, moving her hips in perfect time with his lunges and wrapping her arms and legs around him, “that’s my hot baby! Fuck me, fuck me deep, you big stud!”

		

		***

		

		The next morning, at work, Harper felt better than she had in ages. She had a big smile for everyone on her shift and absolutely nothing seemed able to put a dent in her good mood.

		Must be one of the side benefits from getting your brains fucked out all weekend, she thought happily, as she filled another prescription at the hospital pharmacy where she worked as an on call pharmacist. I’d been craving a good, hard screwing for so long that I was practically desperate for one, and now it seems like I can get one practically whenever I want.

		She put the cap on the prescription and placed it in the proper slot on the counter, reaching for another. She thought about last night, how wonderfully she’d come that last time, when Mark had nailed her after she’d told him frankly what she wanted from him in the future.

		I want to get fucked, just like that…often, she told herself. And if my honey needs to gargle another guy’s come once in a while--fresh from my hotly-fucked pussy--to get hard enough to give me the kind of wild fucking I want…well…that’s just fine with me!

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		Just as she strolled into the house that evening, after work, the cell phone in Harper’s purse went off. She pulled it out, tossed the purse onto the kitchen counter and read the caller ID.

		Mmmmmm, Finn McKenna, how sweet! She thought as she read the screen. More hot cock for me, I wonder?

		Flicking the phone on, she said, “Hey, babe, what’s up?”

		“I’m on my way down to San Diego for a few days of clicky-click,” Finn said. “Jason is with me. We’re on our way out to the airport right now.”

		“Clicky-click?” Harper inquired.

		“Yeah, getting our pictures snapped amid the sun and sand, holding up a girl in a bikini on each shoulder, tossin’ the old beach ball around while the shutters click away, that kind of crap, you know?”

		He sounded bored but resigned. He added, “It’s for this high-line swimsuit outfit, and this particular shoot pays twenty grand each, so we can’t really complain.

		“When will you be back?” she asked.

		“That’s the main reason I called,” Finn answered. “Jace and I are thinking of hosting a little poker game at my place this Saturday night. The shoot is supposed to be over by Friday at the latest, maybe sooner.”

		Harper waited to hear what else the big man had to say. She didn’t much care whether Finn and his gorgeous friend played cards this Saturday or not. What she wanted to hear about was when they wanted her in bed with them again. Now that Mark was fine with her getting cock from other guys—as long as she brought home a pussy full of spunk for him to play with—she could hardly wait to hook up with Finn and his sexy pal again.

		“Here’s the thing, babe,” Finn said. “Jace and I thought it might be a kick in the ass, both for you and for the guys at the game, if you showed up to kind of act as our cocktail and snack waitress that night.”

		“Why on earth would I want to do that?” she asked, mystified by the request.

		“Oh, you know,” he replied, his tone light and playful, “we thought you could wear something hot…mostly transparent…to sort of tease us boys a little while you dished out the food and drinks.”

		He paused a moment and then added, “All of the guys we’re inviting are dudes we know through shoots we’ve worked together. They’re all male models, like Jace and I. Every one of them is real nice looking and hung big, Harp. And they’re all sure to want to fuck you before they head home that night.”

		Harper’s heart roared into overdrive. She sucked in her breath and asked haltingly, “H-How many?”

		“Five or six,” Finn replied, “Jason, me, and at least three or four other guys should be showing up for fun, food…and for a big taste of you, babe.”

		Her pussy getting wet just thinking about being gangbanged by that many gorgeous, hunky men, Harper also thought about how excited Mark would be when she got home from this little party. She ought to have enough come inside her to float a boat!

		Another, even nastier thought struck her just then. She shivered, almost having a tiny mini-orgasm at just the mental image produced by the lewd twist in the proceedings she was suddenly considering. She whispered into the phone, “I’m pretty sure I can make it, but I’ll have to check and be sure that my husband will still be out of town, okay?”

		“Sure,” Finn answered, “when will you know?”

		“Call me about this time tomorrow,” Harper answered. “I’ll talk to him tonight, so I should have an answer for you by then, all right?”

		“Roger that,” Finn replied. “I sure hope you can make it, hot stuff. Jace and I have been talking about nothing but how much we both want to fuck you again.”

		Harper smiled and trembled through a second almost-orgasm at those encouraging words. She closed the phone and went to the cupboard to pour a glass of wine. She couldn’t wait until Mark got home!

		

		***

		

		“Five or six big, hulking guys with huge dicks--and you’ll be fucking them one right after the other?” Mark asked, a tremor of pure excitement in his voice, a martini in his hand, his eyes glittering at the thought of his beautiful wife getting her tight little pussy stuffed with that much come!

		“You haven’t heard the best part yet,” Harper answered him, her third glass of red wine half empty and her own eyes wide with eagerness. “I’m thinking of coming clean with Finn and Jason.”

		She smiled at her husband and finished her thought with, “If it’s okay with you…I want to tell them that you love to watch me get fucked. I want them to invite you to the game, as one of the poker players, so that you can be right there, in the same room with me, watching up close as every one of those big cocks shoots off inside me!”

		Mark gasped, the drink shaking in his fist. Harper wondered for a moment if he’d just come in his pants.

		“That would be so incredibly hot!” he told her. “Do you…do you think they’d be weirded out at the idea of something like that?”

		Harper shrugged and finished her wine. She said, “Who knows, but I can’t see what harm it would do to ask them, can you?”

		“Fuck, no!” Mark said enthusiastically. “And they wouldn’t have to tell their pals that I’m your husband, not if they thought that it would make me being there awkward. They could just tell ‘em that I’m a neighbor from around the corner who likes poker and hot sex. Hell, that’s the truth—they wouldn’t even have to lie!”

		Looking down at her husband’s crotch in the nicely tailored business suit he was wearing, Harper thought she detected a telltale bulge. A little grin crept over to her face as she asked, “Is that an erection I see, darling?”

		He tipped his drink back and finished it in two big swallows. Getting to his feet and taking her hand, his hard on absolutely in evidence as he stood up, he pulled her to her feet and smiled at her, nodding toward their bedroom.

		“You bet it is,” he said, setting the glass down and heading in that direction, hand in hand. “Just thinking about actually being there, getting to see you fuck all of those handsome young male models—I can’t wait to get my dick in you tonight, Harp.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, music to my ears, darling,” she whispered as they entered the bedroom together and quickly got undressed…

		

		***

		

		“So, let me get this straight,” Finn said into his cell phone the next evening, “your old man has got a big kink about seeing your pussy full of another man’s jizz—it really gets him hard and ready to fuck?”

		“That’s right,” she told him. “Sometimes he gets so turned on that he eats my come-filled cunny before he drills me, too. He just goes nuts over the sight of me oozing big wads of semen.”

		“Hot damn, sheebam,” he replied sounding both amazed and amused, “that’s some trippy scene, that’s for sure!”

		“Does it freak you out?”

		“Hell, no,” Finn laughed. “I’d love to see that shit myself, and I bet most of my buddies would too. Some of them are about half bisexual anyway. Their philosophy when it comes to sex is pretty much “whatever floats your boat”, babe, you know?”

		“Well, I’ll leave it up to you whether or not to tell any of the others about Mark being married to me; beforehand, afterward, or never—it makes no difference to the two of us. We’ll be at your place Saturday night, ready to party.”

		She paused for a moment and then added, “I’ll wear something sexy as hell and he’ll bring some poker money and a hard dick.”

		“Very cool, babe,” he said and, in her mind, she could envision him grinning broadly on the other end of the cellular connection, “I’ll buzz you later in the week to confer about snacks and stuff we want to serve at the game.”

		The line went dead and Harper smiled triumphantly. Mark was going to fuck her silly when he got home tonight and found out that they were a “go” for Saturday night, she was sure of that!

		But right now, she was so excited and so horny at just the thought of all of those well hung hunks doing her, while Mark watched, that she went into the bedroom and got out her favorite vibrator. She couldn’t even wait for him to get home—she had to get her pussy off right now!

		

		***

		

		Time moved strangely for Mark and Harper that week. Sometimes it seemed as if the week was flying by, other times it seemed as if Saturday evening was impossibly far away and might never get there.

		On Wednesday, Harper went shopping after work and picked out a red lingerie outfit that was as sheer as could be. She bought it at an X-rated adult shop. It featured a pair of crotch-less, French-cut, thong panties, a teddy that was made of a gossamer fabric so thin that you could read a newspaper through it with no problem, and an accompanying floor-length negligee made of the same fabric. Even with all three pieces on, Harper’s big red nipples, her smallish pink slit, and every inch of her ass crack were clearly visible in the full length mirror in her bedroom as she modeled the outfit for a very appreciative Mark that night.

		“God, you look like a million bucks in that, honey,” he sighed, staring at her body through the sheer fabric. “Those guys will go nuts over you, for sure!”

		“Check these out,” Harper said excitedly, fetching a pair of six inch, patent leather heels she had bought to go with the lingerie and putting them on. Their red color matched her new get up perfectly.

		“Hubba-hubba, what a hot-looking babe you are in that outfit!” Mark said with a huge grin as she paraded back and forth in front of him in the stiletto heels.

		“I intend to look super-hot when the outfit comes off, too,” she told him with a big, seductive smile on her face. “I’ve got an appointment at a spa tomorrow for a full Brazilian wax job. There won’t be even a tiny hair left anywhere on my pussy or my ass on Saturday night, darling. What do you think of that?”

		She had made her way across the room as she was speaking. She now stood in front of him, dressed in the killer outfit and tall shoes, hands on her hips.

		Smiling, she dropped to her knees in front of him and unzipped his trousers. Harper eased his swollen prick out of his pants and pushed her lips all the way down onto his pubic fur, starting to suck as she ran her tongue all around it.

		“Oh, fuck, but that feels wonderful,” he sighed, watching his gorgeous wife start to bob her head up and down in his lap. “Oh, babe, suck it for me!”

		“Come in my mouth when you’re ready, darling,” she said after pulling her lips off the tip of his prick just for a second. “I want to swallow a big load for you tonight, okay? I’m in the mood.”

		“Jesus, yes,” he gasped in surprise, “one big wad of jizz coming right up, dear!”

		Harper smiled around his cock and picked up her pace, really craving a big mouthful of hot spunk…

		

		***

		

		The next afternoon, after enduring a pain-filled but very effective body wax, Harper called Finn on his cell. He had good news. The shoot was still ahead of schedule and it looked like he and Jason would be flying home Friday afternoon. They then began to talk snacks and booze.

		Harper agreed to order three family-sized all meat pizzas Saturday afternoon, and to pick them up and bring them to the party with her when she arrived at a quarter to six. She told him that Mark was bringing his own martini fixings. He said that Jason had volunteered to pick up a few cases of craft-brewed beer and to have it iced down and ready by the time the first hand was dealt at six o’clock or so

		She closed the conversation by telling him, “I’m throwing together some other party-type food and bringing it along, too. You know, pigs in a blanket, some ham and chopped black olive roll- ups, and some deviled egg halves.”

		“You’re a jewel, babe,” he told her. “I can hardly wait for Saturday night, I’ll tell ‘ya!”

		“You and me both,” she said, and hung up the phone.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		Harper was glad that it was almost wintertime. No one would look twice at a long coat that came nearly to her ankles at this time of the year. And she needed the coat to cover the scandalous red outfit that was the only thing she had on under it as she got out of her car and clicked her way into the pizza parlor on her new red heels.

		After shelling out almost seventy dollars for the three meat-laden pies, she loaded them carefully into the back seat of her Porche Cayenne S, next to the trays of other snack foods she’d put together earlier that afternoon, and closed the door. Her heart was beating faster and faster, the closer she got to Finn’s driveway.

		Finn and Jason came outside immediately after she’d pulled to a stop. They were wearing tight, pullover knit shirts with long sleeves—which emphasized their incredible builds and the tight, ripped musculature of their upper bodies—along with pairs of snug blue jeans. As Harper eyed their butts in those form-fitting jeans, her mouth practically began to water!

		“Anyone else here yet?” she asked as she helped them carry in all of the food.

		“Nah, they’ll be driftin’ in any time now,” Finn answered. “Is your old man all ready to go?”

		“He’s so excited he’s about to pee his pants,” she laughed, putting the hot dishes and the pizza in the oven on the “warm” setting and the deviled eggs and roll ups into the fridge.

		“I can’t really blame him there,” Jason smiled. “You’re lookin’ fucking sensational tonight, Harp.”

		“Hey, thank you, cutie,” she grinned back at him.

		She turned to Finn and asked, “Can you follow me home, like we talked about?”

		“Sure, let’s go,” he said, grabbing his keys off the counter.

		Five minutes later, Harper’s Porche was put away in her garage and she was out the front door and into the front seat of Finn’s big Dodge Ram pick up truck. She slid down, out of sight, as he backed down the driveway and headed around the nearby corner, to his own house.

		“This really is for the best,” she said as they pulled into his garage and he closed the door behind them with his remote. “In this neighborhood, where everyone knows everyone, it wouldn’t pay to have my car parked in front of a hunky young neighbor’s house all evening.”

		“Yeah, and I guess you walking down here, like your husband plans to, wouldn’t be cool either, right?”

		She nodded. “That’s all I’d need, someone like Miriam Westfield glancing out her window and seeing me, just as I walked up the driveway to your place. Her tongue wouldn’t stop wagging until next summer!”

		“Can’t have that, now can we?” he joked as he got out of the truck and escorted her inside, through the door from the garage that led into the kitchen, where Jason was kneeling beside three big galvanized tubs full of ice and beer near the table.

		He put the last few bottles into the ice, looked up at her and Finn, and said with a smile,” We’re ready to rock, baby!”

		Harper unbuttoned her coat and opened it. The two men’s eyes bugged out of their handsome faces.

		“So am I, boys,” she said in a sexy growl, “so am I!”

		“Holy fuck,” said Finn, taking in her scanty, see-through outfit, “I guess you are, babe!”

		No surprise, Mark was the next one to arrive. He rang the front bell a minute later and stepped inside eagerly as Harper answered it in her brief lingerie, being careful not to let her barely-clad body be seen from the street. He hustled over, introduced himself to Finn and Jason, and spread his shopping back full of martini and manhattan ingredients out on the counter, where he could reach them easily.

		The four of them had just settled into an uneasy silence, the party’s hosts sipping beer, Mark with his martini, and Harper with a manhattan, when the doorbell rang again. She went and answered it.

		Two young men were standing on the front porch. The one on the left had jet-black hair, cut in a sort of Prince Valiant style, bangs across his forehead and the back reaching down onto his neck. He was a little shorter than Finn and Jason, but his tanned skin was flawless, his hazel eyes dazzling. And when he grinned with delight at the sight of Harper’s near naked body, big dimples showed on each side of his incredibly handsome young face.

		Jesus, what a beautiful boy! Harper thought, her pussy clenching at just the sight of him. This kid is so handsome he’s almost pretty!

		The young man standing next to him was huge, with a massive set of shoulders. He had a snug sweater on over his open-collared shirt, allowing her to see how sharply his impressive body tapered down to a “vee” at his trim waist. His brownish-blond hair was cut short, and he was extremely good-looking. The intensity in his sky-blue eyes set her heart to racing when he held her gaze.

		“Uh, hi, I’m Harper,” she stammered somewhat nervously.

		“I’m Will Hennessey,” the dimpled cutie said, “and this, believe it or not, is Balthazar Brunnell. We just call him ‘Czar’ for short.”

		“What a neat name,” she commented with obvious delight, moving back so that they could enter the house.

		“Harper’s a pretty cool name, too,” Czar said, coolly taking her in and then smiling with approval at what he saw. “And you are one incredibly fine-looking lady.”

		“Thank you,” Harper all but purred as she followed the two gorgeous additions to the evening’s festivities into the dining room, where the big table sat with a white tablecloth over it, coasters in place for six card players.

		A deck of cards sat in the middle of the table. The two new arrivals helped themselves to beers and traded greetings with Mark, Finn, and Jason while Harper hurried into the kitchen and began carrying the fresh-from-the-oven pizza and the other snacks out into the dining room. She had arranged everything on the buffet behind the table and put a paper plate and some plastic utensils, along with a big paper napkin at each place setting just as the doorbell went off again.

		Opening it moments later, Harper saw the biggest man she had ever met filling the doorway. He was easily six-foot, eight-inches tall, with shoulders that almost touched the two sides of the door’s casing. A huge smile lit up his handsome face, and his white teeth looked even brighter, contrasting sharply as they did with the rich, coffee-brown of his skin.

		“Hi, I’m Seth,” the black man said, his voice a low, rumbling baritone.

		“I’m Harper, and you’re beautiful,” she said, an almost shy smile on her face as he shook her hand and then entered the house.

		She’d never had a black lover before. She wondered, idly, if black dicks were as big as some people said they were.

		Harper grinned as she followed him into the dining room. She guessed she’d find out soon enough!

		“This is some damn fine food,” Czar said a few minutes later.

		He looked up at Harper and smiled. She handed him the beer he had requested, lingering near him as she did so. He patted her lovingly on her ass and then squeezed her left buttocks gently before removing his hand to take the beer bottle.

		“Damn fine, indeed,” Seth, who was sitting next to Czar, agreed, slipping his hand up to fondle Harper’s right cheek briefly before picking up his cards again.

		The big black man frowned. “Jesus, as good as the food and the company is, these cards suck. I can’t get a decent hand to save my soul tonight, boys!”

		Harper’s pussy was as wet as could be. This assemblage of absolute hunks couldn’t seem to keep their hands off her. Every time she fetched one of them a beer or another plate full of snacks, he made it a point to run a hand up and down her leg or to fondle her tight ass cheeks.

		I want ‘em to fuck me! She thought hungrily, almost licking her lips as she eyed them. God, I just want them to fuck and fuck and fuck!

		“Three queens take it all, lads,” Finn announced, grinning like the Cheshire cat, raking in the latest pot.

		He looked happily up at Harper and waggled his empty beer bottle at her. She smiled back and sashayed her way into the kitchen to get him another one, intentionally shifting her ass from side to side for added effect as she walked away from the table, much to the on looking men’s enjoyment.

		“Goddamn, but she’s a hot one,” a male voice commented as she disappeared into the kitchen.

		“Ain’t she though?” another guy sighed.

		Harper picked up her half full manhattan, downed it, and quickly made herself another. She fished a beer out of one of the big tubs and snapped the cap off and then sucked down another big mouthful of the potent cocktail.

		She was flying. She’d had at least six manhattans in the last hour and a half, and just being around so many gorgeous, sexy males, who all clearly wanted her, had her pheromones levels elevated to new heights!

		Oh, I wanna’ fuck! She thought, drinking most of her new manhattan. I wish someone would win all of the money and say: Hey, that was fun, now let’s all fuck our hostess!

		Heading back into the dining room carrying the beer, feeling a little unstable on her tall high heels after all of the alcohol she’d consumed so far tonight, Harper flashed a quick smile Mark’s way. He beamed a conspiratorial grin back at her, looking as if he were just as bored with cards as she was. He’d won several big pots tonight, but she could tell that he didn’t give a damn about that—he clearly wanted the fucking to start just as badly as his horny wife did!

		Maybe if I want the action to start, I’ll have to help it along, she decided impatiently.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		Sauntering over to Finn, she handed him his fresh beer. He glanced at his cards, put them facedown on the table and reached behind Harper to toy with her ass again. She let out a low, sexy sigh and Finn eased his middle finger down her ass cleft and nudged his fingertip into her juicy pussy, pushing the edges of the crotch-less panties aside easily.

		Harper moaned and had to bite her lower lip to keep from crying out as he slid the fingertip up to briefly caress her very erect clit. He grinned up at her as he quit stroking her pussy, licked her hot oil off his finger and picked up his cards again.

		“More beer, anyone?” she asked, fighting hard to keep the disappointment out of her voice. It had seemed there for a moment that Finn was getting bored with poker, too.

		Seth held up his bottle and she nodded, turned and went back into the kitchen. She retrieved another beer, opened it, and then made up her mind. She shucked out of her negligee and tossed it on the kitchen table.

		When she stepped back into the dining room moments later, carrying the beer, all of the table chatter abruptly stopped. She glanced down and saw what the players all saw: her long, red nipples were standing out clearly against the sheer fabric of her teddy. And her big, round, milk-white mounds were even more visible than they had been before beneath the barely-there garment.

		“Jesus, what a nice set,” Seth said as he accepted the beer from her.

		“Thank you, darling,” she whispered back, her heart pounding.

		She reached down and flicked her crotch-less panties down her legs, leaving herself naked from the waist down, completely baring her waxed-clean pussy lips. She opened her legs a little wider as she stood by the table, showing off her wet little slit.

		“How about this?” she murmured, gliding a finger up and down her juicy opening. “Do you like the way this looks as much as you like my titties?”

		“Goddamn, girl,” Seth growled in his deep baritone. “That pussy is fantastic.”

		Really feeling her drinks and excited beyond belief at being half naked in front of a bunch of hotties like these, Harper threw caution to the wind. She reached down and pulled her teddy up over her head and sailed it out onto the living room carpet. Her only articles of clothing were now her red high heels.

		“Fuckin’ A!” Czar said, grinning as he stared at Harper’s naked pussy and then up at her rampant nipples.

		“I say this game’s fucking over,” Will murmured, throwing his cards into the center of the table and gathering the cash in front of him and stuffing it into the pocket of his jeans, his cheeks dimpling as he smiled at the nude woman just a few feet away.

		“Oh, yeah,” Jason agreed, flinging his cards down as well.

		“Playing poker has been fun—but who wants to play ‘Let’s fuck Harper’ now instead?” Finn asked after sailing his own hand into the center of the table, picking up his winnings, and standing up.

		He gripped his tight-fitting pullover shirt and eased it out of his jeans and up over his head. Seth stood up on the other side of the table and quickly began to unbutton his shirt.

		Oh, yum, yum, what a bunch of studs! Harper beamed with delight as she watched their clothing begin to fly off.

		In no time, she was staring at six naked men. Finn and Jason’s magnificent cocks were longer than either Czar’s or Will’s, but Will’s was immensely thick! It was at least eight inches in length and was shaped like a fireplug in it massive bluntness.

		Holy Jesus, she thought as Seth’s dick came into view.

		It was as black as a hunk of coal, of course, and it was an inch longer than Finn’s and as thick as or thicker than Will’s big-bore prong! The plum-shaped head was as big around as Harper’s fist.

		“How about you give all of us a little cocksucking action to start things off, babe?” Finn asked, grinning. “And then we can cut the cards to see who get to fuck you first, okay?”

		“That sounds great to me!” Harper quickly agreed.

		She moved into the nearby living room and dropped to her knees on the carpet. The men quickly surrounded her, their cocks starting to get stiff before she had even touched the first one.

		This is so fucking cool! She thought, taking Seth’s anaconda-like cock in one hand and Finn’s pussy-pleaser in the other.

		She glanced over at Mark as she eased Seth’s jaw-stretcher of a prick tip into her mouth and began to suck, and her poor hubby looked so excited that she was half afraid he’d blow his wad before she even got to him!

		“Damn, but I love it when a beautiful woman sucks my dick!” Seth sighed.

		Harper felt her pussy clench. She loved being called beautiful. She ran her tongue all over his hardening meat and then released him so that she could turn her head to engulf over half of Finn’s big boy in her mouth.

		“How about giving me a little of that, princess?” Jason asked, smiling down at her.

		She got Finn’s dick good and wet and extremely hard and then released it as well, reaching for Jason’s. She looked up at him and whispered, “You know I love to suck you, baby.”

		Almost three quarters of his massive cock disappeared into her willing mouth, and he sighed as she began to move her lips in and out on it. She reached over for Will’s, saving Mark for last. She was still a little afraid that he might pop his load immediately when she started on him.

		Finn went over to the table, his hard on waggling around in front of him as he walked. He got all of the cards together, shuffled them several times, and rejoined the group.

		Harper was just sliding Will’s extremely wide cock head into her mouth and gingerly caressing Mark’s throbbing boner with her fingertips when Finn arrived back at the half circle of men with the cards. She worshipped Will’s swollen shaft for the better part of a minute with her lips and tongue, and then sucked Mark’s in.

		“Oh, oh, fuck but that feels great!” her husband moaned as she ate every last inch of him

		“High card gets to fuck that beautiful little pussy of hers first,” Finn said, offering the deck to the group.

		Jason boldly reached in, cut the deck and turned the card over. It was a six.

		He frowned. “Sloppy fourths, I bet, that’s what a six will get you.”

		The crowd of men laughed. Finn took his pal’s cut back and shuffled again. Seth tried next and got a trey. Again, the small knot of naked men laughed heartily.

		Czar stepped forward and took his shot. He got a seven and cursed loudly. “Fuck, man, I never wanted to see a king so bad in my entire life!

		After the laughter had settled down once more, Finn handed the deck to Jason to hold for him and then cut it. He came up with a four.

		More derision and good-natured kidding rapidly ensued. Jason re-shuffled rapidly and then offered the deck to Will. He drew an eight.

		Harper pulled her mouth from her husband’s granite-hard cock and stood up. She watched, wide-eyed and so hot that she could barely stand it as Mark drew a deuce, “winning” last place.

		He tried to look disappointed in front of the others, but Harper saw his eyes light up. He was going to fuck her last, after every other one of these big-dicked, large-balled bad boys had spunked her--Mark looked like he’d just won ten million bucks in the lottery!

		“Is this okay, babe?” Finn asked, after he had quickly cleared the remaining money, eating gear, and coasters from the white tablecloth.

		Harper was trembling with excitement. Her pussy was as super-wet and her nipples were standing out from her tits like a pair of red dowels.

		“This is fine,” she said, as Finn helped her up onto the edge of the table.

		Will stepped forward, his thick dong as hard as a block of cement. She smiled at him and put her arms around his neck.

		Their kiss was long and sweet, the catcalls and cheers of the excited men surrounding them somehow making it seen even hotter. The handsome boy fit the unbelievably wide head against her lower lips and pushed.

		“Ohhhhhh, oh, yeah!” Harper sighed as she eased her mouth away from Will’s lips when the wedge of hot male meat eased into her.

		She lay back on the table and held her arms open wide for him. As he pressed deeper into her, she moaned and whispered, “Oh, that’s it, baby…fuck me. Give me a good one, darling!”

		“Yeah, nail her!” a man’s voice hissed excitedly.

		“Fuck the bejeezus out of that cute little pussy or I will,” she heard another male voice murmur.

		The men didn’t have anything to worry about there, Harper rapidly discovered. Young Will definitely know how to fuck!

		He worked his thick cock all the way into her juicy quim, pulled it nearly back out, and then jammed it all the way in again. She mewled with joy at how wonderful that felt against her enlarged clitty, wrapping her arms around him as he leaned in over her reclining body. He crammed his wide dick down into her again, and then again.

		“Yes,” she moaned, “fuck me--fuck me hard, you hottie!”

		Will sighed and did just as she asked. In seconds, his big dick was spearing down into her as fast as he could move his muscular young butt in and out.

		Harper rolled her head from side to side on the table and hung on. God, but this kid could fuck!

		“Yeah, yeah, just like that,” she whined, “do it, do it hard, you sweetie! My little pussy just loves cock!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		“Damn, what hot piece of ass she is!” a male voice marveled.

		A furious spasm of pre-come joy tore through her when she heard him say that. She tightened her grip around the humping, driving Will’s neck and rolled her ass up off the table in time with his thrusts.

		“I’m gonna’ come already,” she whispered in his ear as he rutted violently into her. “Shoot it, baby! Shoot my hot pussy full of jizz!”

		Will gasped, rammed her deep and then exploded inside her. Harper wailed as the hot bath of spunk splashed against her insides.

		Her pussy came with the intensity of a fire roaring through a forest. She clung to him and moaned out her pleasure, her quim gripping at him as he thrust the last of his steamy load into her.

		“Oh, oh, that felt so good!” she sighed as he slipped out.

		Will stepped back from the table, his cock slowly going soft, covered with a thick coat of his spunk and her lube. He grinned happily at her and said, “I definitely want some more of that tonight, Harper. You’re one of the hottest babes I’ve ever fucked!”

		“Have as much as you want, cutie,” she smiled up at him, “all of you handsome boys can come in me as many times as you’d care to. I just love the feel of jizz shooting into me, and I really love to fuck!”

		“Jesus,” a male voice said, sounding shocked by her frank admission.

		“Where did you meet this red-hot mama, Finn?” another asked. “Talk about a sweet piece!”

		“I’ll be the judge of that, boys,” Czar said with big grin, stepping up and centering his rigid prick in the center of Harper’s jizz-smeared lips.

		He shoved forward and every inch of his nice-sized dick slid into her. She sighed as it filled her and put her arms around his neck.

		“Do it to me, baby,” she whispered. “Oh, God, but your cock feels wonderful inside me. Fuck me good!”

		Czar grunted and began to give it to her hot and hard and deep, just like Will had. Harper cooed in his ear as he hammered into her relentlessly, “That’s the way, darling. My pussy wants that big load of yours. I just love the feel of a huge wad of cream up inside me.”

		She glanced over at Mark and saw that he was so aroused he could barely stand it. She smiled knowingly at him as Czar fucked her even harder.

		Her second lover of the night didn’t have the super-wide prick that her first one had possessed, but Czar’s was plenty big enough to satisfy her. The frantic way he pounded it into her, mashing Will’s hot spunk against her clit with each fiery stroke, soon had her wriggling beneath him and groaning in ecstasy, “Oh, yeah, that’s it, you stud—give it to me! Fuck me deep with that big cock of yours!”

		Czar lasted another minute, blazing away into her slick, hot confines until he couldn’t last through even one more lunge. He jammed his prick deep inside her and cut loose, howling with pleasure as he creamed her.

		“Take it! Take it, you hot-pussied bitch!” he bellowed as he unleashed his jets of jism into her. “Oh, God, what a slick, sweet pussy you’ve got, baby!”

		Harper closed her eyes and came hard around his spurting dick. This guy had an ocean of spunk for her! She held on as he bucked seven or eight huge gouts of ball juice into her pussy, her clit going off like a tiny bomb as the steamy male fluid washed over it in waves.

		“Coming,” she gasped, “oh, Jesus, you hot young fuckers are making me come so hard!”

		When Czar finally pulled his satisfied cock free, Jason eagerly pushed him to one side and stepped in between Harper’s spread thigh. He looked down and grinned.

		“Jesus, what a creampie,” he laughed, setting the head of his engorged cock against the gooey mess that was now her pussy mouth. “Get ready for some more, Harp. My balls feel full as can be tonight!”

		“Oooooh, how wonderful,” she sighed as his huge, familiar-feeling cock slid into her, displacing a big gush of come from inside her tight pussy. “Give it to me, darling! Fuck me full of that hot stuff!”

		Jason did just that, but not in precisely the way she’d expected him to. He bent over her, just as her previous two partners had done, but then he wrapped his massive arms around her and lifted her off the table top, his mammoth dick still driven deep into her.

		As he straightened up, Harper’s arms instinctively went around his bull-like neck, and he pulled her in for a hot kiss. Her legs came up to encircle his ass cheeks and she clung to him like moss to a tree, impaled on his long, thick rod of flesh as they made out in front of the others.

		“Hey, baby, lucky number four here,” she heard Finn’s voice behind her, in her ear.

		She felt his finger on her ass opening. It was gooey with sex lube, and he pushed it gently into her anus as she continued to bounce up and down on his partner’s massive prick.

		“You don’t mind doing us two at a time, do you, baby?” Finn hissed in her ear.

		A flash of excited lust shot through her. Getting double-fucked again, while all of these horny studs watched—what could be better?

		“Do it,” she sighed, pulling her lips from Jason’s. “Oh, God, yes…fuck my hot asshole!”

		“Damn, that’s one major-league hot puss!” she heard Seth’s rich baritone say as he and the others watched Finn carefully fit his greased-up cock head into her backdoor and gently shove it home.

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh,” she moaned, loving the now-familiar feel of the two huge cocks inside her at the same time. “That’s the way to fuck me--give me a hot reaming with those big dicks, boys!”

		The two towering musclemen did just that. They began slowly, and then picked up speed, Jason’s cock making a lewd, gooey, sucking sound as it penetrated her come-filled cunt again and again. Finn’s enormous erection glided easily in and out of her clingy butt channel on the big cushion of slick lube.

		“So gooooooood!” Harper crooned in utter ecstasy as they pounded into her from in front and in back, her small, voluptuous body pinned between them, her eyes closed in pure bliss, her tits jiggling against Jason’s chest as they power-fucked her for what seemed forever.

		“Man, look at her take those big fuckers!” a man’s voice whispered in awe.

		“Yeah, how about it, bud, you game for doubling her with me when these boys finish up in those two sweet holes of hers?” Harper heard Seth’s deep voice--now tight with excitement at what he was seeing--inquire.

		“You bet,” she heard her husband’s voice agree instantly. “You want front or back?”

		“Mmmmmm, I believe I’ll have me some of that tight, hot little ass of hers for my big black pole, friend,” she heard Seth intone.

		Harper’s pussy grabbed hard at Jason’s cock. She thought of her husband and Seth—with his gigantic dick, doing exactly what Finn and Jason were doing to her right this second, especially after she had Finn’s big wad up her ass for added lubrication—sent her super-sensitive clit over the edge once more.

		She clung to Jason and moaned, her pussy going crazy, her wobbling tits jerking against his chest. She panted, “I’m coming! I’m coming on your beautiful cocks, you hot studs!”

		“You’re too fuckin’ much, Harp!” Jason sighed, grinning happily at her as she writhed through her orgasm on his prick. “You’re the single hottest bitch I’ve ever screwed!”

		His handsome face contorted and, through the white-hot grip of her own climax, she felt his prick jerk deep inside her. A torrent of jism splashed into her, and her orgasm intensified. She gasped as Finn packed his enormous manhood all the way into her ass sheath and blew a huge glob of hot come up into her bowels.

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!” Harper wailed deliriously. “Ohhhhh, fuuuuuuuuuccckkkk!”

		It seemed like forever until her throbbing asshole and clit stopped pulsing in ecstasy, and her twin holes quit opening and closing in synch around the men’s deflating cocks. She shivered in their arms and moaned.

		That one was incredible, she thought, those dual orgasms just seem to reverberate right through me!

		“You one sexy woman, babe,” she heard Seth mutter from behind her a few moments later.

		Looking back over her shoulder, she saw the big man nudge Finn with his elbow and then nod his head toward Harper’s jizz-flooded ass. Finn shrugged and handed her body off to Seth. His spent dick slid out of her anus, along with a small waterfall of spunk.

		Seth didn’t seem to mind at all. He moved in behind her, holding her body easily in his two huge hands, and mashed his hard cock head against her gaped open anal star.

		“No, please…go slow. I don’t know if I can handle one as big as yours back there,” Harper whispered. “You’re enormous!”

		With a deep laugh, Seth pulled her down onto his jutting prick. He told her, “You the hottest little bitch I’ve ever seen, babe. I watched with those two big-dicked white boys just now—that sweet little butt of yours was just made for fuckin’!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		The massive knob of hard cock slipped into her loosened-up anal ring but it was too big around to go all the way in easily. Seth gently pulled her downward, onto his cock, as he slowly pushed upward at the same time.

		Harper felt her ass being pried open. She shut her eyes and moaned as the unimaginably big cock head finally popped through her resistant ring of muscle.

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” she gasped, “it’s so frigging huge!”

		“That was the hard part, babe,” Seth whispered from behind her, “gettin’ the head inside. The rest be easy…here take it. Take every inch of my hard dick, honey!”

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” Harper breathed out, her whole body trembling as the seemingly endless shaft of prick meat drove up into her.

		She shuddered in Jason’s arms as Seth finally bottomed out in her asshole. She knew that if Finn hadn’t deposited such a mighty load of cream up her butt moments ago, she never would have been able to accommodate a monster cock like this one!

		“You want this hole, dude?” she heard Jason ask as he slowly pulled his now flaccid prick out of her vagina.

		“Jeeeezus!” she heard Mark sigh, as he stared raptly at the size of the wad of shiny spunk that flowed out of his wife’s pussy lips when Jason’s cock head pulled free.

		Seth, as strong as two bulls, held her easily in place all by himself, her lush hips resting against his groin, his prick still sunk balls-deep in her rear entrance. His big black forearms were locked around her slender waist, holding her against him. Jason stepped out of the way and semen began to drip in huge, thick, white ropes from her pussy mouth.

		She saw Mark’s eyes aglow with need and a tiny surge of pre-orgasmic bliss shot through her clit as she realized immediately what he wanted.

		“Eat me, darling,” she whispered. “Suck my pussy and swallow that hot stuff…you know you’re just dying to do it!”

		Mark moaned, his rigid manhood jerking, his eyes going closed. She thought for a moment that he had lost it, that his cock was going to spew out jets of cream at the very thought of doing what she’d just urged him to do.

		“Come on, baby,” she murmured. “Do it.”

		With a little groan of reluctant acquiescence and pure hunger, Mark dropped to his knees in front of his wife and shoved his face into her gooey twat. He licked and sucked and then gulped down a tremendous mouthful of come.

		“Jesus, that boy really loves the cream, don’t he?” a man’s voice asked.

		“He can suck some right out of my cock if he wants to,” she heard another say, and she looked over to see Will, his dick already half hard again, staring hungrily at Mark as he gobbled sperm from his wife’s pussy. “He’s kind of cute.”

		“Yeah, he’s got a sweet little ass on him too, doesn’t he?” Czar said with a chuckle of appreciation, stroking his own hard prick as he watched Mark gulp down jism.

		Harper shuddered, remembering what Finn had said about some of his model pals being very bisexual. Her pussy clenched again at the taboo possibility of seeing her husband suck cock tonight or of watching him get it up the butt…just the way she was getting it!

		Seth began to work her body up and down on his buried cock. She knew he’d felt her ass grip his hard meat when her pussy had clenched just now. Mark followed her sex up and down easily, craning his neck upward to keep his face plastered against her oozing cunny lips.

		“Lick it!” Harper sighed, staring down at the lewd, very thrilling spectacle of her handsome husband sucking at her pussy lips for more jizz. “He’s fuckin’ my bottom so nice with that huge black cock of his, baby. Lick my clitty and make me come again!”

		Mark did just that for long moments. Then he abruptly stood up and put his arms around his wife’s neck. Notching his very erect cock into her pussy, he knifed it into her as he leaned forward, his mouth, chin and both cheeks shiny with huge wads of male come.

		“Your turn to lick, baby!” he growled at her, his eyes shining with excitement and lust. “Lick the cream off my face and swallow it while we fuck this hot little body of yours!”

		Harper moaned and obediently began to run her tongue all over her husband’s face, licking off the pearly goo and gulping it down. Her pussy contracted around his driving cock as she swallowed her first big mouthful of spunk, and her ass winked right along with her twat, briefly trapping Seth’s prick deep in her asshole.

		This is so hot! She thought as a big tremor of pre-come bliss reverberated through her lower body. Eating all of this warm jizz while gettin’ it up the pussy and ass…with all of these cute guys looking on, and their big dicks getting hard again…this is fantastic!

		As if to confirm her thoughts, Czar said, “What a hot, nympho puss she is—look at her gulp down all of the shit! This bitch is incredible. I can’t wait to fuck her again!”

		Harper moaned and rocked herself back and forth between the two men currently inside her. She clung to Mark’s neck and sighed at how good it felt, to be tossed back and forth by the now-familiar rhythm of two cocks relentlessly driving into her.

		“Fuckmefuckmefuckme,” she murmured under her breath, loving every second of this. “Oh, God, fuck me good, you studs.”

		Seth tightened his grip around her waist and really started to ram her. Harper’s stretched open anus took him easily now, and he groaned at how great her tight rear sheath felt around his gliding cock meat.

		“You’re one hot bitch, mama,” he whispered. “Your ass be one terrific fuck, babe!”

		“Ulllllllllllmmmm,” she breathed heavily, hanging on tight as they banged the bejeezus out of her. “Doooooooooo me! Do me everywhere!”

		The monster cock up her backside flew up and down. Seth began to breathe hard, and she felt a few drops of sweat rain down on her naked back as he frantically drilled her.

		“Sweet,” he panted, “you got a sweet, sweet ass, little mama!”

		All at once he went up onto the balls of his feet, drove into her all the way, and then gasped, “Here it come, darlin’, here it come!”

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, fuuuuccccckkkkk!” Harper yelled as what felt like a fire hose opened up inside her ass!

		The red-hot column of semen spattered all over inside her. There was so much of it that she felt it immediately begin to seep back out of her, around his buried hardness, to ooze down onto her cunny lips, and around Mark’s driving cock.

		“Me, too!” her husband managed to choke out as his prick spurted a huge blast up into her pussy. “Oh, babe, I’m jizzin’ you too!”

		“Yesssssssss!” she murmured, lost in another incredible orgasm. “Oh, God, yes!”

		Harper was on her hands and knees in the middle of the living room. She was dutifully sucking Will’s fat cock as Czar knelt behind her.

		“Jesus, is this thing full of spunk!” he sighed as he slipped his big dick deep into her pussy.

		After a few strokes, he eased back out of her. She heard him say, “Hey, you dig jizz, man. Get over her and lick some of this up. Her cunt is full to the brim, dude.”

		Curious to see how her husband would respond, Harper stopped sucking Will’s already hard prick and lay over on her side, so that she could see what was happening. Mark had that “deer in the headlights” look in his eyes as all of the men stared at him, waiting to see what he’d do.

		“Go on, man, lap up some of that nut cream, why don’t you?” Finn urged him. “I can see you’re just dyin’ to.”

		Mark didn’t move. A tiny, embarrassed-looking grin crept over his face as he stared at his wife’s overflowing pussy.

		“Come on, dude,” Jason said. “Get a tongue in that twat and get you some goo to swallow. This little honey is pantin’ for you to eat her…and we can all see you’re achin’ to do it!”

		There was a good-natured round of laughter and calls for him to “get to it” from the group of men. Harper turned over onto her back and opened her legs wide, rolling her hips up off the carpet in his direction, offering her pussy to him as a thick wad of spunk oozed out of her gooey lower lips.

		Like metal drawn by a powerful magnet, Mark moved across the room and slowly sank to his knees between his wife’s legs. He leaned forward on his hands and knees and buried his face in the hot, creamy mass of jism, his lips making an obscene sounding sucking noise as he coaxed out a tremendous mouthful of the viscous goo and gulped it down.

		Harper moaned, his lips and tongue against her jizz-smeared clit feeling wonderful, not to mention the incredible, forbidden thrill she got from watching her man eat her inundated pussy out in front of the rest of the group! She mashed her cunt against his eager mouth and clenched her inner muscles, sending a fresh wave of the hot, pearly man-slime into her husband’s accepting lips.

		“Man, what a little spunk-monkey he is!” a male voice commented as Mark swallowed it.

		“Yeah, you ought to get your bone and your balls cleaned up while you’re at it, Czar,” Will said with a laugh. I bet our little come-gobbling sweetie there wouldn’t mind a bit.”

		Czar moved in closer to Mark, and Harper could see that the big man’s large cock and balls were thickly coated with a thick layer of jism, from when he’d slipped into her pussy a few moments ago and then withdrawn. Mark eyed the big dick and shuddered.

		He brought his head up from Harper’s cunny and stared at the nearby throbbing, jizz-rich cock. Harper’s breath caught in her throat. Was he? Was he going to…?

		“Come on, honey, I can see you want it,” Czar said softly, moving a little closer, so that his prick tip was just an inch or two from Mark’s spunk smeared lips. “Lick it off for me. Get yourself some more of that come you like so much, okay, cutie?”

		Mark moaned, his rigid dick jerking involuntarily. “N-Nuh, no, I’m not…I mean…I don’t…”

		“Sure you do,” Czar whispered, pushing his goo-laden cock head up against the reluctant man’s lips. “Sure you do. That’s the boy, suck, suck it all off and swallow it, hot stuff.”

		With a mewling little moan of capitulation, Mark let the fat cock slip past his lips and into his mouth. Harper felt her pussy clench hard at the sight of her hubby’s mouth being slowly penetrated by inch after inch of another man’s stiff dick!

		“Oh, yeah, that’s right, lick it, baby,” Czar sighed as Mark’s tongue began to swirl around his hard on and the newly-minted cocksucker swallowed his first mouthful of come sucked from another man’s throbbing rod.

		Czar looked up at Will and winked. He eased his cock in and out of Mark’s now willing lips, fucking his mouth like a pussy as the other men watched, grinning at the sight.

		Moments later, Will grabbed the tube of sex lubricant off the table where Finn had tossed it after using it to lube up Harper’s anus and his own massive cock. The almost pretty young man got down behind Mark and--before he even felt it coming--ran his tongue into Mark’s hairy asshole.

		“Uhhhhhhhh!” Mark groaned in pure ecstasy as Will’s expert ass rimming-began.

		He made a half-hearted attempt to pull his mouth from Czar’s gliding cock, but the bigger man easily held his head in place and continued to mouth-fuck him as Will ate out his ass. In no time, Mark was moaning and sighing as he eagerly nursed on Czar’s dick, working his ass back against Will’s lively tongue.

		After another minute or so of the lewd male sex play, Will eased his tongue out, squirted a big glob of lube into Mark’s gaped open anus, and slipped to fingers inside. He spread the slick goop around evenly in Marks’s rear entrance as he caressed the man’s prostate.

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” Mark murmured excitedly, sucking enthusiastically on Czar’s sliding hunk of cock meat as he screwed his ass back onto Will’s fingers.

		“That’s the baby,” Will said quietly, easing his fingers out and setting his thick cock head in their place. “Just relax and take it, sweetie.”

		Harper gasped as she watched Will push his prick into her husband’s ass. Mark’s eyes rolled back up into his head as the pretty young man began to fuck him, slow and steady, deep in the ass!

		Mark trembled with excitement and glanced at his wife out of the corner of his eye. She smiled at him and slid over near him.

		“It’s okay, baby,” she whispered, her voice full of emotion. “You look hot. You look so hot, getting it like this from these two gorgeous boys.”

		Mark moaned around Czar’s prick and she kissed his cheek, feeling the bulge of hard cock head pushing his cheek outward just as she kissed it. She looked over at Will, who grinned triumphantly back at her and started fucking Mark’s asshole even harder.

		Harper smiled back and flipped over onto her back, sliding under her husband as he rocked back and forth on his hands and knees, getting cock from both ends. She licked all around Mark’s swollen prick and let the head slip into her wet lips. She began to suck him off in time with the two boys cramming their big dicks into him.

		Mark whimpered in pure ecstasy as his wife’s lips engulfed him. He shivered with lust and arousal, sucking hard on Czar’s cock, Will’s ramming deep into him from behind.

		Harper felt her husband’s dick jerk in her mouth and kept on sucking. Next, she felt someone’s cock head touch her pussy lips and then sink down into them, followed by inch after inch of steely prick shaft.

		She didn’t even bother to see who it was. She just worked her hips up off the floor in time with his thrusts and concentrated on sucking Mark off…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		“Aren’t you going to get up today, darling?” she asked Mark, who lay in an almost fetal position under the covers, faced away from her.

		She got out of bed and came around to his side and sat down next to him, trailing her fingertips lovingly across his cheek. The cheek was wet with tears.

		“How can you even look at me,” he whispered, closing his eyes, forcing more tears out of them and down onto his cheeks, “after what I did last night?”

		“Shhhhhh, don’t cry, baby,” she murmured leaning down and cuddling him close for a moment. “What did you do that was so bad? What did you do that I didn’t do?”

		He opened his eyes and looked up at her. Licking his dry lips, he finally managed to blurt, “They fucked me! They all took turns fucking me! And…and…”

		His voice trailed off. After a long moment, he added, in a voice dripping with shame, “And I sucked them. I sucked every one of them until they came in my mouth…and then I swallowed it for them!”

		“That’s what I meant, darling,” she told him with a tiny, forgiving smile on her face. “What’s so bad about that? I let all of them fuck me, too. And I sucked a few of them off as well.”

		“That…that’s different,” he insisted. “You were supposed to. But…but I wasn’t!

		She kissed his cheek and whispered, “You were supposed to do whatever felt good to you last night, sweetheart, just like I was. I told you before, you’re my wild man. No one tells my wild, sexy Mark how to behave…no one!”

		After a long pause, she went on to add, “Besides, you looked incredibly hot sucking cock and getting fucked, baby. It really turned me on, watching you cut loose like that!”

		He turned slightly, so that he could look up at her easier. A shy smile crept over his face, “Did it really? You mean you weren’t…you know…repelled by what I did with those guys?”

		“No, you were sensational!” she told him, meaning it. “Even Jason and Finn thought you were too hot to resist, and they’re way straighter than the rest of those guys. But even they couldn’t seem to keep those big cocks of theirs out of your mouth last night, darling!”

		Mark‘s eyes brightened. He said quickly, “They were huge, weren’t they? I…I didn’t think I could get them in my mouth at first!”

		“But you did, honey,” she said proudly. “You were sucking them as good as I do by the end of the night.”

		The two of them stared at each other for long moments. At last, Mark said softly, “So everything’s okay between us? You’re all right with everything I…did?”

		Harper considered her answer carefully. She could sense that Mark was very fragile right now. Just the slightest hint of disapproval from her could shatter his self-image forever. He would either learn to be at ease with this newly-discovered side of his sexuality or he’d slowly degenerate into a hopeless, drunken, limp-dicked basket case.

		“I’m very okay with it, except for one important thing, darling.”

		“What’s that?” he asked fearfully, his eyes going wide.

		“Next time,” she said, sliding back to covers to reveal his half erect penis, taking it in her fist and beginning to stroke it, “I want to see you put this big beautiful thing up that delicious young Will’s cute little ass.”

		Mark shuddered beneath her, his dick jerking in her hand. “Really?”

		“He wanted it,” she told him confidently, loving the way her man’s cock was responding to her touch, even though it had gotten quite a workout last night, between her mouth, her pussy, and several of the boy’s hungry mouths, “I saw him eying it a bunch of times. I could tell he wanted you to butt-fuck him, baby!”

		“Damn!” Mark sighed, his cock now almost fully erect.

		“Well, Will’s not here, unfortunately,” she told him, throwing one leg over his torso, lowering her wet pussy down onto her husband’s rampant cock meat. “So I’ll just have to do until we see him again, okay?”

		Mark moaned and started to work his ass up off the bed, matching her rhythm. He grinned up at her and asked, “Will we see him again? Are we…you know…going to do what we did last night again?”

		“Finn said he was going to throw another poker party within the next few weeks,” Harper grinned down at her hubby, riding him slowly, tenderly. “He said his dining room table could seat an even dozen for poker, so you’d better get that cute little ass of yours ready for some real action next time, lover!”

		Mark groaned and dug his fingers into his wife’s taut butt cheeks, urging her to fuck him faster. She could see, in his ecstatic smile that he was already eagerly imagining her…and himself…taking on all comers at the next party!

		

		The End

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		That's because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		Like this book? Hate It? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I'd love to hear from you, either way.
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