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			Chapter One

			Beginnings

			I guess you could say that our high school reunions were the start of it all. My husband, Ron, is two years older than me, so naturally were scheduled to go to twentieth reunion first. Since we had attended much different schools, I didn’t know any of his old classmates and I desperately to make a good impression on them—especially in light of my past!

			I should explain. My name is now Rosalind Martinelli, since I’m married to Ron, my husband. But it had been Roz Eckhardt, when I graduated from high school and enrolled in the University of California at Berkeley back in the 1990’s. I was a perky, auburn-haired cutie back then, with bigger than average tits, a warm smile and I was just brimming with self-confidence and ambition. I was just sure I was going to “be somebody”! 

			With this in mind, I turned out for the cheerleading squad. After all, I had been on the team back in high school! While it was true that Ridge Point High wasn’t exactly Berkeley, I had bigger-than-average tits, as I’ve already said, long legs, a great ass and a big smile; showing them off in a tight sweater, short cheerleading skirt, with a pair of pom poms in my hands didn’t bother me at all. And, besides, I was great at picking up cheer routines in a hurry!

			Or at least I had thought I was. It turned out that UC Berkeley’s cheers were a lot more complicated than Ridge Point High’s had been!

			But I made the squad, just barely, and cheered all four years as an undergraduate, thus coming to the attention of my husband, a Big Man on Campus, who otherwise might not have noticed me, and a certain national men’s magazine, which was shooting a feature called “The Girls of the PAC-10” and offered me the princely sum of a few hundred bucks for appearing nude in their on-campus photo shoot.  

			I had initially said “no” but my closest friend on the cheer team, Robin Haynes, told me that she was going to do it and that it sounded “like fun”, so I relented and appeared in the feature. The photographer, who was a very tall, handsome Spaniard name Julio Montez, posed Robin and I together, in her dorm room, naked, of course. Robin is a statuesque brunette with an even more formidable chest than mine.

			Julio posed up standing next to each other, with Robin displaying her best two features, leaning forward ,with her bare breasts jutting out, nipples looking very erect—courtesy of an ice cube liberally applied by Julio, just before he snapped the picture—and with me facing away from the lens, bending over, grabbing my ankles.

			I never knew, until I saw that picture, that my ass was such a perfect heart-shape, and that my girlish pussy furrow had such cute, puffy little pink lips! 

			Robin’s and my shot was the sensation of the feature! The magazine got tons of fan letters and Robin did a featured-girl-of-the month photo shoot for them that eventually won her Girl-of-the-Year honors, a few thousand dollars of posing fees, and a minor career in porn, which lasted a few years after she graduated! As the girl with the famous heart-shaped butt, the porn outfits were after me to do anal videos for months after that edition of the magazine came out! 

			I hadn’t yet done that kind of sex back then, so I said a horrified “no” to all their offers and tried to get back to having a normal coed’s life. That proved nearly impossible, with all the buzz around campus about me and my incredible ass!

			Every guy I went out with wanted to backdoor me, and, as I said, I didn’t swing that way back then, so things in the bedroom quickly got awkward on most sleepover dates. I thought about having a custom tee shirt printed up that I could wear to bed saying: “Sorry, I don’t DO that!” But, of course, I didn’t.

			Things had about settled back to some semblance of normality by my final semester at the university when Robin called with another offer to do a “fun-sounding” shoot that Julio had contacted her about. I tried to say no, but Robin was my best friend and I could tell she really wanted to do this video but she was scared to do it without me being along for moral support, so I finally said, “okay”.

			Thus, did I find myself kneeling down on the cheap carpet of an inexpensive motel down in Alameda, smiling up into Julio’s hand-held video camera without a stitch of clothing on a month later, waiting for a big-dicked male model to jack his load onto my grinning face while Julio filmed it.

			I knew full well what was expected of me, because I had sat on the nearby bed, waiting my turn while Robin and a girl I didn’t know endured similar treatment from two other well-hung dudes while Julio filmed. The title of the loop was to be “nasty college girls love facials!”  and I was earning twenty-five hundred bucks for letting some guy I didn’t even know jack off onto my smiling face.

			I didn’t love facials, but I had to admit, a couple of guys I’d dated in the past had come on my face! And, at least for a few more months, I was a college girl.

			“You’ll see! This will make us famous in the porn industry!” Robin had told me breathlessly when she’d been trying to convince me to do the shoot.

			 I told her I didn’t particularly want to become famous for getting a faceful of spunk, but she pooh-poohed that, saying: “Julio says this is just the first of a whole series of college girls getting creamed! He told me it’s going to be…Big! Like “Girls Gone Wild was, only bigger!

			I’d had my doubts about that; after all, the main thing “Girls Gone Wild” had been famous for was its founder being hauled into court and sued.

			Besides, I didn’t really want a porn career, like Robin clearly did. I just wanted a normal life, with a normal boyfriend, not some leering pervert who got off on shooting his load all over my face and tits!

			****

			We did the video shoot. We both got paid. I got to watch, after it was all over, while Julio pulled out his mammoth dick and  proceeded to nail Robin on the motel room’s double bed after the camera had been packed away—she was my ride back to campus that night—and I’ll have to admit, I kind of enjoyed that. It satisfied my curiosity about how Robin was in bed, and Julio did have a magnificent body and a truly memorable dick! 

			And I had never seen one of my girlfriends getting fucked before. We didn’t have THOSE kinds of parties within my little circle of friends at Berkeley!

			And the increased notoriety from my one venture into soft porn resulted in my meeting Ron Martinelli, my husband. Ron was considered quite the catch. He was big-- he played tight end on the football team-- gorgeous to look at, with shoulder-length black, curly hair, bright blue eyes and a cleft chin, like some old-time movie star.

			I met him through Richie Haas, his roommate and fellow member of the football team. Richie was even bigger than Ron. He was an offensive lineman who had a good heart, a big, goofy grin, and was dumb as the proverbial rock. None of that mattered to Robin, who was dating him, because big, dumb Richie was going to get an NFL contract as soon as he graduated and he had a prick as huge as an Italian salami—Robin told me that when I asked her why she was going out with someone who was fun, but without an ounce of brains.

			“This is her…the ‘butt-girl’, Robin’s friend,” Richie said when he introduced us. “Her name is Roz and she’s done some porn, just like Robin. She’s a hoot! Real smart and sexy, too!”

			“I…uh…saw your movie, over at Richie and Robin’s apartment,” Ron told me bashfully, unable to meet my eyes.

			“That guy had a lot of come!” I stammered nervously, unable to meet his gaze either. “I’m glad I wasn’t supposed to blow him! I’d have probably drowned!”

			Ron laughed uncomfortably and said, “Well, we wouldn’t have wanted that to happen, now would we?”

			****

			The evening had leveled out from there, becoming more and more normal as the party wound on. Ron and I hit it off, I found out he was going to pursue a law career, he had been accepted into Stanford Law School next fall, and he seemed relieved to find out that I was intent on a career in business and not porn.

			Ron ended up in my bed that night—I mean, where else was an evening that had started out discussing my porn capabilities at a party going to go?  He had a cock that wasn’t quite salami-sized but it was the biggest one I’d ever had inside me and he sure knew how to use it!

			We went together the rest of the semester, got engaged when he started law school that fall, and married after he’d graduated back in 2005. He’d grown up rich and privileged in Palo Alto, while I’d grown up as middle class as I could be in tiny Ridge Point, just outside of Fresno, California. His snobby, Ivy-League educated parents hadn’t approved of me from the start, even without knowing about me posing for “The Girls of the PAC-10” and appearing in a porn loop. They didn’t think a girl who had been raised on a raisin farm and a peach orchard was high-class enough for their precious son. But Ron loved me and that was that, as far as he was concerned!

			 My folks were slightly in awe of him at first. They couldn’t believe their middle daughter, lanky, big-titted, but clumsy and awkward around the farm during her teenage years could ever hope to land a man who was male-model handsome and well educated beyond belief. Paying for our fancy wedding almost broke them, but my daddy never said a word about it; he just went ahead, borrowed the money and gave us the wedding of my dreams.

			Getting back to our twentieth high school reunions being the start of it all, I didn’t do much to get ready for Ron’s—after all, I didn’t really know anyone there before I went to the reunion—but I should have realized; men love to brag! Ron had gotten in contact with a few of his old buddies from high school and let them know he had married a girl sexy enough to be featured in a famous men’s magazine photo shoot, so of course, they had told their wives, and  by the time Ron and I walked in the door of the first night’s cocktail-and-reintroducing-yourselves event everyone was waiting for us to make our appearance!

			“Jesus, Roz, I’m so happy to meet you!” one prosperous-looking, heavyset classmate burbled, pumping my hand and ogling my cleavage in the low-cut gown I had chosen for that night’s festivities.

			“I’ve been wanting to meet you, as well,” his wife, who looked anything but pleased to meet me said icily, looking me up and down critically, as if looking for flaws.

			“She’s really let herself go, since her cheerleading days,” I overheard her whispering condescendingly to a gaggle of her old female classmates later on. “Thank God!” one of them chirped back. “I’m ill-equipped to compete with a hot eighteen-year-old!” that lady murmured back and all the others in the group nodded and smiled nervously, eyeing me coldly, as if I were out to steal all their, knocking-on-the-door-of-forty husbands away from them.

			I figured out quickly what had happened and angrily braced Ron about it at the bar a few minutes later. “I’m proud of you, honey!” he assured me, turning red and looking sheepish. “I bragged about you to a couple of the guys, that’s all. How was I to know they’d blab about it to their wives?”

			“Honestly, men are so dense sometimes!” I fumed, then I gave him the real stink eye as I asked, “What about the loop? Do any of these guys know about that?”

			“Not from me!” He rushed to assure me. But his face turned thoughtful and he admitted at last, “If they got fishing around the net, using your maiden name, I bet a link to that loop would surface eventually, if they were persistent enough!”

			I looked at several of the men leering at me from all around the crowded room and thought to myself, I’d bet at least a few of them had been persistent enough! And I’d further bet, they just couldn’t wait to tell their friends, and at least a few of them shared that video with their wives!

			By the next night, dinner, toasts, and dancing, my worried mind told me that jealous women all over the hall were imagining me getting bathed in hot spunk before the camera when I was eighteen and that they were mentally tut-tutting and tsk-tsking about that to beat the band! I could just imagine them whispering together, “I don’t know how a girl could ever let herself be used that way, like a…sex object…like the feminists used to say! Did ever let a guy do that to you? No, of course not! Me neither!”

			Needless to say, it was a long, tense night and I didn’t enjoy it at all. Even when someone was being nice to me, I dismissed her as someone who was out of the gossip loop, or one of those goody-goody women who went to church every Sunday, just like her mama had wanted her to!

			“Would you mind if we left a little early tonight, dear?” I asked my husband as it neared eleven, the two of us gliding around the sparsely-populated dance floor.

			“You’re not enjoying yourself, are you?” he responded.

			“It’s uncomfortable for me, knowing that all these other women are verbally carving me up, dead-sure that a hussy like me is out to steal away their hubbies,” I told him honestly.

			We both started to laugh at the idea that I would be interested in Ron’s largely overweight and gone-to-seed classmates, who were standing all around us, sipping cocktails and reminiscing about days gone by. I saw only a few men who would have been worth meeting, had I not been married to Ron, who kept himself in relatively good shape with a few games of racquetball a week at his club and by logging in over twenty miles per week around the neighborhood on the jogging trails or on his bike.

			“You’re sure you didn’t tell anyone about the porn loop, aren’t you? You just mentioned the Pac-10 thing, right?” I asked him in a low whisper, suddenly imagining again that half the people in the room had seen an eighteen-year-old version of me, down on my knees, in some cheap motel room, staring up raptly at an anonymous huge cock, waiting for my facial like a good little brain-dead, docile, wanna’ be porn star! The PAC -10 photos were bad enough; but the thought that the facial loop might be making the rounds on everyone’s cell phone screen was just too much for me to deal with!


		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Getting Ready

			As the time for my reunion neared, I resolved to get in better shape than I had been in for Ron’s. After all, I was going to know scads of people at this one, and even though I hadn’t seen most of them for years, I wanted to make a good impression. I had been one of the popular girls in school, a cheerleader and active in student government, so I had thus been known and been known by most of the kids I’d gone to school with.

			No one, as far as I knew, was aware of my…colorful past—the photo feature and the porn loop—the way the people at Ron’s reunion had been, but still; I didn’t want to overhear several of my old classmates/rivals cattily discussing among themselves how much “Roz had let herself go in the last twenty years”  and how she used to have been such a “cute little thing, but just look at her now!” 

			So, I sought out a gym not too far away from our home in Menlo Park, and enrolled myself in it a few months before summer, and the reunion, that year. Patterson’s Gym in run-down, not-so-sheik Foster City was just what I was looking for:

			 It was an old-fashioned place with a big room full of barbells and dumbbells, a few stationary bikes and stair-stepper machines, and various weight-training machines. There were a few hard-core-looking gym rats, with not a trendy leotard outfit or a smoothie bar in sight. Also, no pricey “personal trainer” types with clipboards and hundred-dollar work out outfits hanging around! I’d wanted a  simple gym, where I could drop a few pounds and tighten up my glutes and abs, not vie with the trophy wives over who could model the latest in work out attire the best, or chat most authoritatively about whatever weight-loss trend was hot at the moment, while sipping a pumpkin-spice latte from the health spa bar.

			The second day I was getting ready to head for Patterson’s, I found an old work out leotard from college in my closet and got to wondering if I could still squeeze into it. Ron was dressing for work at the same time—he already had his white shirt buttoned and his necktie in place, as well as his suit pants—when I suddenly emerged from out big walk-in closet, my body crammed into the old grey leotard.

			“Holy fuck; just look at those titties, would you!” my husband marveled aloud.

			I had on one of my skimpiest bras. It was red and so sheer you could almost see right through it, and the lightweight garment was straining to hold my jutting “D” cups in check, as they scooched their way up and nearly out of the low-cut bodice to the too- small leotard.

			“If there are any guys there this morning, they’re not going to get much of a work out,” he said, half smiling as he shook his head. “They’re going to be too busy watching that massive rack of yours bounce around!”

			“It doesn’t really fit anymore, does it?” I asked dubiously, eyeing my displayed pulchritude in the closet’s mirrored door. “It’s from school, P. E. class, and it was one of my favorites. I hate to give it up.”

			“Well, no reason for you to; you can still squeeze into it, just barely,” Ron assured me. “But I meant what I said. If there are guys there, all eyes are going to be on those magnificent tits of yours.”

			“They can look all they want, but no touching,” I told him.

			His face fell a little as some of the excitement drained from it. He said, “You could loosen up a little on that rule if you wanted to. You know how much it excites me to visualize you with another man. I must have come a gallon over the years, watching that old loop you made, my little Porn Princess!”

			“Yeah, well, jacking off over something I did way back when I was eighteen and never repeated, fantasizing about it, is one thing. My carrying on behind your back with another guy, for real, is something very different from fantasy.”

			Ron, who had celebrated his fortieth birthday this year and was well on his way to making partner with his prestigious law firm by his fiftieth, wore his dark hair a lot shorter than he had in college, when I had first met him. He ran his right hand through the thick mass of short, black curls which now graced his head before saying defiantly, “I’ve been doing a lot of thinking about it recently. I think I could deal with it. I think I’m more than ready for it: as long as you were tell me all about it afterwards; I think I’m good with you getting some strange cock!”

			I knew immediately what he was referring to, of course; his Hotwife Fantasy. Ever since we had first started dating, since the very first days of our marriage, we had indulged in a little harmless bedroom fantasy involving me and other men. He’d started calling me his “little Porn Princess” in private on the night we had first met. And I had gone along with his male fantasy by describing in great detail—making it up as I went along, really, since I actually recalled little of the particulars about that long-ago video shoot in that nondescript motel room—how it had felt to have an anonymous male model come all over my face, what his come had tasted like when I had taken his spent cock in my mouth at the end of the video and licked all of the curdled semen from it and swallowed it on camera.

			“That guy’s come was terrible, next to my sweet Ronnie’s,” I’d lied to my husband at least a hundred times since we’d been together, right after I’d sucked off Ron and swallowed one of his big loads after first tantalizing him with “details” about the facial video.

			In truth, my husband’s come was thick and hot and fairly yucky-tasting, like most men’s jism. I’d learned to gulp it down with a seductive smile on my face over the years, knowing it really turned him on to see me doing that!  When he’d been a younger man, he’d often fuck me senseless after one of those steamy blowjobs; after resting a little, of course. It had been many years since Ron, inspired by my phony memories and my lips and tongue that he had stayed hard enough to mount up on me right after coming in my mouth.

			Oh, well, I’d thought. No one stays young forever!

			I glanced over at Ron, he looked hard enough now, behind those boxer shorts, as he stared at me in my ill-fitting leotard. He shook his head again and said, “Guys are not going to be able to take their eyes off of you in that thing! Your tits are practically leaping out of it!”

			“My aging tits aren’t that eye-popping anymore, silly!” I chided him, pushing them back down into my bra and bodice as best I could.

			“Yes, they are,” Ron insisted, forcing my hands away from my breasts so he could fondle them lovingly through my bra and leotard. “If I didn’t have to get in the office on time today, for the big staff meeting, I’d show you just how attractive they are, not just tell you about it!” 

			I gently pushed him away, so that he could finish dressing. What he had said though, plus his ardor in saying it, really had me on the edge of wanting sex. I found myself wishing that he could play hooky from work this morning too. I’d have happily let him strip off my leotard and ball my brains out!

			If anything does happen today, with you prancing around practically naked in that outfit, don’t forget to tell me about it as soon as I get home!” he shouted from down the hall as he rushed off to work.

			I won’t, I promised him mentally as I went into the closet to find my trainers to wear into the gym. Maybe I’ll even video it for you on my cell phone, so you can see just what happened!

			That was the last, throw-away thought I had as I left the house to drive over to Foster City and the gym. Little did I realize how prophetic it would turn out to be!

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			Hitting The Gym

			Patterson’s had been in the same location for years. It was an old-fashioned, run-down place with mirrored walls in the free weight area and exercise equipment that looked as if it had seen anywhere from months to decades of hard use. The mats on the floor were well-maintained but you could tell they were far from new.

			I went into the ladies’ locker room, found an empty locker, and hung up the long coat I’d worn to cover up my too-small leotard. I added my gym bag, containing a blow dryer, some basic cosmetics, and a few combs and brushes, took out my new combination lock and tried it a few times to make sure I’d remembered the combination accurately, and then used it to lock the locker.

			Pausing to check myself out in the full length mirror at the end of the lockers, I saw that my auburn hair was in place, just reaching my leotard-clad shoulders, my make up looked okay, and that my estimable tits looked as if they were about to jump right out of my bodice!

			 “How about them titties?” I murmured under my breath as I prepared to turn away from the mirror.

			I was still reveling in how sexy my pushed-up boobs made me look as I stepped out into the main gym and made my way over to the row of exercise bikes. Four good-looking, wavy-too-young-for-me weightlifters paused their activities on the nearby bench-press set up to ogle me as I climbed onto one of the bikes and began to peddle.

			The boldest of the four young twenty-somethings, a striking blond guy who was built like a fireplug, strutted over to me, looking smug as a banty rooster, and watched me lean forward, my big tits jiggling enticingly in my leotard as I labored at the peddles. “You’ve got the finest rack I’ve ever seen in this place, lady,” he said admiringly. “But you’ll get a better work out if you increase the peddle resistance like this!”

			He reached over the handlebars and fiddled with one of the digital controls a bit and I felt the pedals become much harder to turn. “My name’s Brad, by the way, in case you want to thank me.”

			“Mrs. Roz Martinelli here.” I puffed back at him, straining against the heavier pedals. I felt vindicated when he glanced down at my left hand on the handlebars and saw my spectacular diamond wedding and engagement set gleaming away under the soft overhead lights in the old gym. “Thanks for the work out tip.”

			“No prob, Roz,” he replied breezily. “Always glad to help out a fellow gym rat!”

			After staring unabashedly at my tits again for a while, he shook his head and said in a low voice, “Damn, those are exceptional.” He looked up at me, smiled and said, “Me and my buddies sometimes get a motel room at a place just down the street, so we can get a decent shower and clean up proper, before we go out on the town after working out. If we do that today, would you like to come along?”

			I thought about his proposition for a moment before saying, “I don’t know about the men’s locker room, but the women’s has a shower and towels available.”

			“Yeah, yeah, but those towels have been used and washed a thousand times each, and the shower is old and weak. My high school gym had a better shower than this one!”

			It was true that Patterson’s locker room was as old and run-down as the rest of the place. But this wasn’t about showers and plush towels. I knew that. A motel room would also have a bed and other amenities!

			I pictured myself alone in a motel room with four naked young men. Did I really want that? What would Ron say?

			“Tell me all about it as soon as I get home…” my husband’s words from this morning kept reverberating through my thoughts. Maybe he would be okay with something like this after all. But would I?

			It was true young Brad was handsome as hell, with his bulging weightlifter’s muscles and his expensive-looking haircut and his gorgeous, bright-blond hair. And his friends were nice-looking, muscular young men, too. But I was a married woman who didn’t fool around on her husband, wasn’t I?

			“Come on, say you’ll go with us to the motel after our work out!” Brad said in a pleading tone just then. “We can all take a shower together! My boys and I are just dying to see those righteous tits of yours all soaped up and naked!” 

			A tremor of sexual excitement, rippled through me as he said those words and I imagined myself naked with the four handsome young strangers in some anonymous motel room! My pussy suddenly felt as if it was moistening and, glancing downward, I saw that my nipples were now very pronounced against the front of my leotard!

			It was a shock to realize that I wanted them to see my naked tits all soaped up and, ready to be washed clean, fondled by four young guys I didn’t even know! 

			“T-That might happen,” I admitted breathily, as if suddenly winded from my stationary bike ride. My mind was racing—was I really going to go along with this?

			“But if it does, I’ve got to warn you: None of your crew better turn out to be…under-equipped! My husband is the understanding type. He’s very much into me fooling around with other guys! But part of that is because he’s a big, macho type of guy himself, with a huge package! He’s not afraid of me meeting someone I’ll like better in bed.”
Again, I was making it up as I went along, not really knowing whether or not Ron could stand the idea of me in bed with someone else, the way he insisted he could. But those words he’d spoken just before he’d left our house this morning, about being sure to “tell me all about it”, if any transgressions on my part did happen kept ringing through my memory.

			The last thought I’d had before I’d left the house had stayed with me, too. So, I leaned forward, coquettishly showing off my big rack to Brad again, as I murmured, “He likes to see me ‘ in action,’ so to speak, as well; so I’ll be videoing everything that goes on in that motel room today, so my husband can watch it later.”

			Brad stepped back as if I’d reached out and punched him in his flat stomach. Then a smile spread across his confident face as he asked, “Your husband gets off on watching you handle guys with really big cocks, eh?”

			I felt myself blushing, but nodded that he did. Brad said, “Well, I think we can accommodate him.”

			Spinning on his heel, he swaggered over to an Olympic-style squat rack, where three young men were taking turns squatting obscene amounts of weight, their muscular bodies straining under the load. Brad approached the sole black man in the trio and took him aside for a moment. 

			They were far enough away that I couldn’t overhear what they were saying, but Brad was whispering intently and he pointed my way twice. The tall, handsome black man seemed reluctant at first, but his brown eyes softened as they fixed on my heaving tits in the skimpy leotard. At last, he nodded “yes”, and Brad clapped him happily across his broad back and sauntered back over to me, smiling like he’d really accomplished something special.

			“Rasheed, over there, has agreed to come to our little shower party this afternoon,” Brad explained, beaming all the while. “I don’t know him well, but he’s been working out at this gym for a couple of years now, so I’ve seen him naked in the locker room lots of times.”

			I guess I must have had a quizzical expression on my face, because Brad went on to explain, “He has a cock you have to see to believe! He’s hung like a fucking racehorse; that thing must be a foot long, even soft!”

			“What about his two friends? Will they be joining us as well?”

			“Too many steroid shots,” Brad said disgustedly. “Their cocks and balls look like peanuts, they’ve shriveled up so much!”

			He grinned at me reassuringly and added, “Sheed is a Muslim! He don’t believe in taking drugs, steroids or nothing else!”

			“Good to know,” I huffed, still pedaling hard, thinking about hard, black twelve-inch dicks and about how I’d never been with a black man before.

			My parents weren’t exactly bigots, but the idea of bringing a black boyfriend home to the ranch to meet them had been so unpleasant to consider, it had led me to say a firm “no” to all the cute black guys who’d wanted to date me back at Berkeley. So, I had no experience with black cocks other than the web, where I, like countless other girls, had watched breathlessly while various porn actresses had slobbered over dozens of huge, intimidating-looking black hard ons over the years.

			Maybe I’ll suck a big African boner this afternoon and video it for Ron!  I told myself as I pedaled away. Let’s see how much he likes seeing that!

			Brad owned an old Buick sedan with a bench seat up front. It was the largest car between the six of us and the only one big enough to hold us all. Even though Brad said the motel he had in mind was only a few blocks from the gym, it seemed silly to deal with taking two or more cars, so we all piled into the Buick and made our way over to the Harbor View Lodge in that.

			Naturally, the Harbor View was actually located blocks from the harbor and thus had no view of anything except a dirty city street in Foster City and a fast food joint called Weenie Heaven that was directly across from the motel. “Aptly named,” Brad assured me, stopping in front of the seedy-looking motel office and jerking his head toward Weenie Heaven. “After ten o’clock at night, that hot dog place is crawling with queer boys cruising for weenies!” 

			“That’s for fucking sure!” Bruno, one of Brad’s weightlifter buddies offered from the rear seat. “I was taking a piss in the restroom and a guy tried to grab my dick, right out in the open, and suck it!”

			“Before or after you were done pissing?” Another one of the group, named Jeff, asked.

			“After, you perv!” Bruno shouted back over a chorus of catcalls and jeers from the other members of our little posse.

			“You’re lucky it wasn’t while you were pissing!” Rasheed chided him, laughing. “Knowing that place!”

			Brad got out of the car and strutted inside the office. After filling out the guest card, he handed the clerk some cash and received in return a room key.

			“Got us a small suite, with a great shower, plenty of towels, and a very comfortable queen-size bed,” he said with a smirk, directing the last comment to me.

			“Nothing but the best for us, huh, sweetie?” I asked him sarcastically, patting his right cheek with my palm.

			“You said it, gorgeous!” he responded, pulling the Buick’s shifter into drive and turning the wheel sharply to the left.

			We idled across the broad parking lot until we came to Room 19. Brad pulled up in front of it, shut off the motor, and removed the key from the ignition. “This is it, gentlemen and lady,” he said hopping out of the car and extending his hand to help me slide under the steering wheel and out of the car.

			He swaggered over to the room door and opened it with his key. “Not exactly the Ritz, but adequate for out purposes,” he murmured to me as I sauntered past him and into the darkened room.

			A wave of recollection suddenly washed over me as I remembered long-forgotten details of my one time before the video cameras for that porn loop, back when I was barely eighteen and relatively innocent. I remembered that the room we had done the shoot in had emitted the same, old motel room scent that this one did! I could practically feel the pile of that old shag carpet against my bare knees once more, could recall how bright the lights were as I knelt in front of a handsome stranger, sucking and licking his impressive cock while Julio had whispered directions like: “suck it harder, Roz! Really use your tongue on it! That’s it, go after that cock like you really mean it!”

			All the while, the cock’s owner had been muttering things like: “You’re a hot little bitch, aren’t you, baby?” That’s right, run that nasty little tongue of yours all over my cock head! I’m going to cream you, and it’s going to be a big one! Get ready!”

			The next thing I knew, I was being blasted, inundated in hot spunk! More come that I had ever seen in my young life was spattering onto my lips, my face, my tits! I opened my mouth to say something and two gigantic spurts of come shot onto my tongue and down my throat!

			“Oh, that’s it; swallow it, suck the last of it out and swallow it for me, you hot young bitch!” my sex partner for the camera was suddenly crooning. So, I did! I sucked his softening cock into my mouth and eagerly tongued out three more tiny squirts of come and gulped them down, while Julio recorded it all!

			“Babe, that’s so hot! You’re a natural!” the handsome Spaniard had complemented me, I remembered now.

			I’d screwed up my face in disgust, I recalled, not at all sure I wanted to be thought of as a “natural” when it came to being a cumslut on camera!

			The bright lights had gone off instantly and the video cameras had shut down. “We can edit out that last expression,” Julio had assured me, “that grimace was a real mood-killer, babe. You’ll have to watch that in the future.”

			What future? I remember thinking at that moment. Does this asshole really think I’m interested in doing something like this again?

			I glanced around my current surroundings, noting how similar this nondescript motel room was to the one where I’d made the facial porn loop and smiled to myself. Had I really come so far, after all? Here I was; a college-educated, mother of two girls, about to take my clothes off for five horny young studs, so that they could use me any way they wanted to, all the while video taping the action for my jaded husband’s eventual enjoyment!  That really wasn’t so far removed from an air-headed, eighteen-year-old college cheerleader kneeling nude in front of some anonymous porn hunk for the camera, while he jacked off all over her: all for a few hundred bucks and a thrill, and to humor a best girlfriend in college that I rarely even saw anymore!

			What the fuck am I doing? I asked myself as I heard the shower go on in the small bathroom.

			“The water’s warm,” Brad informed me expectantly, emerging from the bathroom with his sweatshirt off and his blond-red chest hair curling enticingly against his well-defined pectorals and his six-pack abs. “Are we doin’ this or not, beautiful?” 

			Roused from my reverie, I strode purposefully over to the dresser overlooking the queen size bed and took out my cell phone. I nestled it up against my purse, careful to get the angle just right, so that most of the small room and all of the bed’s surface area would be captured by the video lens, and clicked the camera function on.

			“Ready whenever you are, studly,” I vamped for the camera as I slid out of my long raincoat and tossed it on the chair by the bed. “Let’s see those dicks!”

			I shouted the last challenging phrase as I wriggled out of my leotard, leaving it hanging down from my waist, with my big knockers jiggling all over the place as I finished wrestling the tight garment down over my ass and down my thighs.

			“Holy fuck! What a set of tits!” Young Bruno murmured as he watched me flouncing around with delight.

			“You ain’t said shit, there, white boy,” Rasheed said, grinning, as he eased out of his sweats and stood watching me dressed only in his boxers and white socks.

			I kicked off the leotard and hooked my thumbs in the waistband of the red thong panties I wore—my absolute last article of clothing—and asked, in a husky voice. “Shall we, boys? Let’s get naked together and take a shower!”

			Rasheed’s smile broadened as he eased down the boxers. He was the full twelve inches, just as promised, and that huge, black thing looked as big around as a liter Coke bottle! My husband’s dick was ten inches when it was fully hard, and nearly that thick. But “nearly” isn’t the same as “just”, so I was eager to feel that humongous ebony tool plowing its way into my belly, stretching me wider than I’d ever been stretched before!

			Brad and Bruno were out of their work out gear in seconds and I saw that Brad’s girthy, nine-inch prick was nothing for a girl to turn her nose up at. And Bruno’s may have been the runt of the litter at about seven inches, but it was hard as a boulder and throbbing with excitement as he stared at me open-mouthed, as if he just couldn’t wait to fuck me!

			So, I sat down on the edge of the mattress and reached out with both hands. Since Rasheed and Bruno were closest to me, I grabbed each of their dicks and tugged them closer to the bed by them.

			When I licked all around Bruno’s boner he gasped and shivered all over. “Oh, suck it for me, please!” he blurted.

			That was just what I had in mind anyway, so I was more than eager to comply. I plopped his fat cock head into my very willing mouth and kept on laving it with my tongue, bathing it in my hot saliva. It felt very naughty, having a strange dick in my mouth this way! I hadn’t been intimate with anyone but my husband in so long, I had forgotten how thrilling it was to suck a random prick like this!

			Young Bruno’s cock tasted different than Ron’s more familiar one. Not better, not worse, just different, somehow. It felt so nasty to be giving head to a relative stranger in this sleezy motel room! And the fact that it was being videotaped, so that Ron and I could watch it together later made it seem even more exciting! 

			Cutting my eyes toward the cell phone’s camera at that moment, I slid more and more of Bruno’s ultra-excited prick into my mouth, tilting my head back slightly, so that the head could nudge its way down into my throat. The young man groaned as if he was in pain and I felt his dick jerk sharply in my mouth.

			“Oh, God, this is so embarrassing, but it’s been so long since I’ve had a blowjob,” Bruno muttered, “and you’re so beautiful and your tits are so big!”

			He reached down for my jiggling orbs and all at once, I felt a huge blast of hot ball juice in my mouth! I swallowed it, out of reflex, and Bruno wheezed, “Oh, fuck; that looks so hot; watching you eat my load!”

			Before his youthful nuts could clench again, and send another massive jet of come my way, I slid my head back until only his cock head was left inside my mouth.

			“Here, baby; this is the way I want it: all over my nippies! They’re so sensitive. They’re dying to feel your hot jizz!”

			With that, I grabbed his exploding cock and started jacking it off all over my big tits! Bruno wailed, “Take it, you hot bitch! Take my come all over your nipples!”

			Another massive spurt of pearly semen arched out of his jerking cock and splashed across my left breast! It felt divine! My nipple was throbbing with excitement already and the unleashed deluge of spunk set off a breast-orgasm that pulsed down my spine and right into my untouched clit. 

			“Oh, paint me with it!” I begged Bruno, my thumb eagerly spreading the thick, warm goo all over my areole.

			Bruno sighed loudly as I aimed his cock head at my right titty and jerked the skin covering his dick up and down frantically.  Another and then another of the fiery jets of jism coated my right tit, and then I aimed it back to my left.

			“Sooooooo hot, sooooooo thick,” I crooned as I used my left hand to massage the slick jizz into my skin, soon spreading the warm emulsion all over my heaving tit as the boys watched in awe.

			“Mmmmmmm, it’s good!” I further shocked them by licking Bruno’s spunk off my left palm and fingers and swallowing it down. “Maybe I should have just swallowed it all for you?” 

			“You can swallow mine, gorgeous!” Brad exclaimed excitedly as he elbowed Bruno out of the way and took his place in front of me, his fat dick pulsing with anticipation as I kissed his cock head. He bumped his hips forward, mashing his hard cock between my lips and into my mouth.

			He’s downright greedy for this! I told myself as he began to mouth-fuck me while I licked at him and sucked. Doesn’t he have a steady girlfriend, who will do this for him whenever he wants it?

			“You a pushy fucker! Cutting in line like that,” Rasheed challenged him.

			“This is too fine to pass up, Sheed,” Brad huffed back, really balling my mouth now.

			I felt his velvety-smooth nut sac brushing up against my chin every time I deep-throated him and realized that he was getting every inch of his full nine inches into my mouth with every stroke.
That made me think of how this would look in the video I was making for Ron, and that made my pussy even wetter.  I smacked my lips loudly around Brad’s penetrating flesh and twirled my tongue more quickly.

			He shivered all over and muttered, “That’s the way to blow me, hot stuff! Use that nasty tongue of yours and I’ll come a quart for you!”

			I did as he asked, feeling my nipples swelling with excitement at the thought of eating another big load of come for the camera. I daydreamed about my husband and I lying back on our king-size bed that night, watching this video and making out. That would be so hot! Even hotter than sucking a cutie like Brad’s big cock and swallowing his come!

			My titillation over how exciting that would be must have translated into me going even wilder on Brad’s sliding dick, because at that moment, he cried out, “Oh, fuck, it’s here! Swallow every drop, you big-titted slut, you!”

			Before I could even decide if I wanted to do that for him or not, a tidal wave of cock cream inundated my mouth! It was even hotter than Bruno’s had been and there was even more of it to deal with!

			Brad had promised me a quart of jism and it felt like he was delivering! Again and again, my mouth filled up with rich, pungent ball juice! I swallowed like a mad woman, just to keep from drowning in the viscous, jelly-thick fluid. Brad’s spunk was strong-tasting, much worse than either Ron’s usually was or Bruno’s had been, but I dutifully glugged it down until the last of it was gone, knowing that Ron would delight in my oral depravity when he saw the video. He wouldn’t want his little Porn Princess to spit out a single drop, now that she was finally doing what he had begged her to do for so long!

			My stomach turned over as his spent dick slid from my mouth, but I fought successfully against puking. I looked over at Rasheed and said: “I think that’s enough head for now. Doesn’t anybody fuck anymore?”

			“I’ll fuck you, you white ho!”  the handsome young black stud promised, pushing me back on the bed. “I’ll fuck you till you can’t fuck no more!” 

			That sounded like just the ticket to me at that moment. My nipples actually ached, from being aroused for so long, and my pussy was a veritable lake by then, it was so wet! I wriggled on my back into the center of the bed and opened my legs wide for Rasheed.

			As he knelt between them, he glanced down at my waxed-bare pussy lips and sighed, “How beautiful and pink this little thing is. I would be a shame to ignore it.”

			He surprised me by scooting back a little on his knees and flopping down on his flat, tight stomach between my legs so that he could kiss my cunt!

			His big, puffy lips felt like Heaven on my clit, and soon his long tongue was working its way deep inside my almost liquid depths! “Oh, that’s right; eat it. Eat my hot pussy right up before you fuck it with that big, black dick of yours!

			Rasheed flattened his tongue out against my clit and began to tongue-fuck me. I worked my hips up off the bed, mashing my pussy lips up against his exploring tongue like a half an orange being juiced. My hot cunt oil must have really been flowing by now, because I heard him swallow a big load of it. And that thrilled me even more!

			“Eat my pussy and make me come!” I implored him, taking a stiffened nipple in each hand and twisting them as he ate me, my hips beating a hungry tattoo against his mouth.

			“Eat that hot bitch and then fuck her, Sheed,” I heard Brad urging him on.

			“Yeah, get her off both ways!” Another male voice demanded hotly.

			There was some other catcalling and jeering, but it was all but indistinguishable, as far as I was concerned. I was too busy hunching my detonating clitty up against Rasheed’s rough tongue surface! I was coming too hard to take note of what the men were saying!

			I wailed and moaned as my climax raged on and on. It must have been a full minute into it when I felt Rasheed’s mouth suddenly drawing away and I heard him pant breathlessly, “Hold that thought, babe! Cause here comes my dick instead of my tongue!”

			He rocked back on his knees and set the head of his impossibly long prick against my juicy cunt lips and pushed forward with his powerful thighs, easily forcing apart my pussy flaps and entering me. I was being stretched wider than I had ever been stretched before! I’d thought Ron’s lengthy cunt-destroyer of a dick was big; but I was now learning that I’d had no idea of what big was all about!

			“Oh, God, doesn’t that magnificent thing ever end? I asked Rasheed pleadingly.

			“Just another inch or two, girl,” he whispered proudly as he grinned down at me evilly.

			He jerked forward, driving that last bit of his hardness up into my belly. I felt his pelvic bone pressing against mine as his balls slapped against my asshole, and I knew I had all of him! And he had all of me!

			I never knew a man could possess me so totally until that very second. And then Rasheed began to fuck me!

			He drew his mighty cock nearly free of my clutching pussy sheath and then plunged it all the way back down inside me again. He didn’t go slowly this time, like he had before, and the feel of his huge, girthy tool plowing down into me again—like a log sliding down a sluice channel—was so thrilling I thought I might pass out from the excitement it unleashed in me!

			“Oh, fuck me, baby! Fuck me hard and make me come again!” I screamed as he pummeled me, nailing me to the mattress again and again, as fast as his muscular young hips could whip in and out.

			“That’s the say to drill her, Sheed! Just look at those big titties roll!” Brad grunted in a growl so savage it was barely human, as he stood next to the bed and watched us fuck.

			My tits were rolling back and forth atop my chest! Rasheed’s all-out fuck fury was causing them to jiggle and shake like two jello-filled sacks as he rutted into me. It felt wonderful! Most of the time, having my big mounds tossed around like that would have been downright painful. But right now it felt great to have my big girls jellying and shaking up and down on my chest, keeping time with my black lover’s frantic thrusts!

			He was pounding his gigantic cock into me and I rapidly realized that was just what I wanted! Ron had fucked me this way when we first started dating; but over the years, his white-hot need to totally ravish me whenever we made love had ebbed. Sex between us now was usually a pretty tame affair, with him languidly riding my wet pussy until he finally unloaded inside it. Sometimes I came, but many times, most of the time, I didn’t.

			Lately, for the last year or so, it took him slipping off into the den, watching my facial porn loop or staring at my “Girls of the PAC -10” photo shoot before we made love to get him really revved up! On many of those nights, he’d breath into my ear about me being his “little porn princess” as he banged down into me and things had really heated up between us.

			Rasheed was still banging me like a gong and my titties were still racing up and down atop my chest like crazy in time with his frenzied thrusts! I glanced up at my cell phone and saw that it was still positioned to catch all the action and once again I thought about later, when I was watching all this lewd footage in bed with Ron.

			My pussy grabbed as I thought of how much this might inspire my voyeuristic husband, and the sensation of my inner muscles sucking at his dick as I daydreamed about Ron and I in bed later tonight must have felt wonderful to Rasheed, because at that moment, he screamed and jammed his hard dick all the way into, screaming: “I’m coming! I’m coming in your little whore pussy, you sweet bitch!”

			I felt a sharp pain as my cervix was mashed up against by his firm, yet spongy cock head, and then an incredible warmness inside me as more spunk than I had ever felt before was suddenly flooding my womb and back-washing out of my stuffed-open cunt lips. The unbelievable torrent of come kept up as he jerked his prick back and rammed it in again and again!

			“Oh, God, are you ever creaming me?” I gasped as I felt him filling me with his hot seed.

			“You ain’t said shit there, lady!” he panted, still drilling me relentlessly, packing me full of his huge load. “You’d better be on the pill, or you knocked up for sure!”

			That isn’t going to happen, I thought to myself, relieved. I’d had my tubes tied several years back, when Ron and I decided that our two girls were enough kids for us and we didn’t want to fool with pills, condoms, or other birth control measures anymore.

			“Ugh!” Rasheed grunted, humping the last of his spunk into me. His long, now semi-soft black cock slid out of my sated pussy lips with an audible pop, and a huge waterfall of pearly-white semen followed it.

			“Sheed really spunked you, bitch!” Another of the weightlifter boys said, stepping up to the side of the bed. His own prick, which was hard in his fist, looked to be about eight inches long and fairly thick.

			“I don’t really like sloppy seconds, so how about sucking me off?” the handsome young man asked, reaching past Rasheed for me, taking my shoulder and tugging me over to the side of the bed.

			Before I could answer, or even think about whether or not I wanted to do that, the confident hunk was urging me to sit up on the side of the bed and was snatching up my cell phone, filming me as I did so. “I’ll tape it as I come down your throat and you swallow it all for me,” he offered, brining the phone up to his eye so he could focus in on the tip of his swollen cock. 

			“Come on, lady! I ain’t got all night, and I really want to come after watching you suck off Brad and ball Rasheed! My nuts are singing to me for some relief!”

			He reached out and put his big hand behind my neck and urged me forward until my lips were brushing up against his bloated dick head. I looked up at him, and the camera and asked shyly, “Have you got a lot for me, I hope? I love a man who has a lot of come for me to swallow!”

			“See for yourself, red,” he moaned as my mouth opened for him and his cock head disappeared inside. “I don’t think you’re going to be disappointed.”

			He started to mouth-fuck me, just as Brad had done earlier, holding my head in place by pressing his hand against the back of my head, so I couldn’t resist. I licked and sucked at the hot flesh pipe splitting my lips open and willed my gag reflex not to function as his thick prick tip entered my throat and kept right on going!

			He’s not as long as Ron: he’s not even as long as Brad was, and I sucked him off okay, didn’t I? I asked myself, relaxing as I realized that I could pretty much do this! I had done it before; lots of times.

			“My name is William, but I go by Will, just in case you’d like to know the name of the guy who has his dick down your throat,” he chided me in a sarcastic voice.

			“I’m Roz,” I said around his gliding cock, its girth muffling my reply, making it all but unfathomable.

			“I remember, Roz. You’re quite the little cocksucker, and from what I saw with Rasheed just now; you’re quite the piece of ass, too!” he roughly complimented me as he sawed his thick cock in and out of my sucking lips.

			This was surreal! Staring up subserviently into this man’s face and that camera as I waited for his big nuts to suddenly tighten up and offer me their hot surprise! I was transported back to that other motel room, all those years ago, where another man had done this to me, while someone else had filmed it!

			As if one cue, Will backed his dick out of my mouth, fisting it, aiming that ready-to-explode cock tip at my face as he croaked, “Where do you want it, Roz? In your mouth? On your tits? In your pretty face?”

			“Everywhere! Wherever you want to shoot it!” I croaked aloud, meaning every word.

			I trembled with excitement as he calmly jacked his dick and stared down at me, as if he was deciding just where to spunk me. A large glob of thick come hurled downward to spatter against my nose and onto my cheeks. I tasted it, and realized that my mouth remained open invitingly. I didn’t close it, craving more come!

			Will didn’t disappoint me there. Another huge spurt of sizzling-hot semen landed squarely on my tongue and I gulped it down greedily, licking my lips for still more.

			“What a hot, sexy bitch you are, Roz,” Will chuckled as he painted my forehead with jizz and then jacked a few wads onto my aroused tits. His spunk felt heavenly against my spiked nipples and I massaged it into my skin shamelessly, with all those horny young men looking on!

		

	
		
			Chapter Four

			Watching Video Together

			“Just here is fine,” I told Brad several hours later when he dropped my behind Patterson’s Gym, in the rear parking lot.

			Rasheed’d had to get out of the front seat so that I could exit the old Buick. He patted me on the ass through my raincoat and said, “Hope to see you in the gym next week, Roz. You’re quite a girl!”

			“We’ll see,” I told him, knowing that it would never happen. 

			I knew I’d never set foot in this gym again, after this afternoon’s hijinks. The Bay Area had plenty of gyms, and I was resolved to find one without a pack of gym rats that I had slept with!

			 Waving merrily as the big car lurched off across the lot, I quickly got into my Audi and drove home, checking my rearview mirror frequently, to make sure I wasn’t being followed. I’d swung up onto the freeway a few blocks away from the gym. It took me about twenty minutes to get back to the friendly confines of Menlo Park and home.

			It was not even five in the afternoon when I got back to my house. Because of the

			big meeting this morning and Ron having had to go into the office early, I was expecting him home any time now. 

			I slipped into the bedroom and changed out of the casual outfit I wore under my raincoat into my sexy new peignoir and the sheer baby doll pajamas that went with it. The whole ensemble was gossamer silk and black lace and hot as hell. I had bought it recently at Nordstrom, for just such an occasion.

			Checking out my hastily applied make up job in the mirror, I cursed the cheap motel’s inadequate lighting set up in that cramped bathroom as I endeavored to fix it as best I could before Ron got home. Adding more blush and feathering it into my existing make up, I then worked on my eyes, trying more eye shadow in an effort to make my ice-blue eyes stand out more. I had been blessed with naturally high cheekbones but the few pounds that I had added to me tall frame after high school may have helped my chest and ass, but they had played hell with my once model-thin face, rounding it and making it fuller as I stared at it in the mirror in rising despair. 

			Will thought it was pretty enough, when he was jacking off all over it a few hours ago! I reminded myself as I leaned over the sink, focusing on making my lost cheekbones magically reappear.

			“Where’s my girls? What’s for dinner?” I heard Ron bellow from the doorway leading into the bedroom.

			“We’ll have the house to ourselves tonight for the next few hours, my love,” I called out to him. “Jess is taking in the JV game, and then going out to dinner with her new beau, after watching him play. And Olivia is staying the night at Caroline’s, remember?”

			“I do seem to recall something about a sleepover this weekend, now that you mention it,” Ron admitted as I stepped into our bedroom from the master bathroom.

			“Holy moley! What’s the occasion?” my husband asked, wide-eyed at my lingerie outfit as he took it in for the first time.

			Stepping over to my discarded purse and raincoat on the bed, I rummaged through my pockets until I found my cell phone. Sweeping the coat and the purse into a nearby chair, I handed the phone to him after bringing up the video feature.

			“Take this into your den and watch it while I finish up with my make-up. If one of the girls comes home unexpectedly, don’t let her see what’s on the screen, whatever you do!”

			He looked mystified as I hurried him out of the room, so I said softly, “It turns out you were right about that leotard and the guys at the gym. I think you’ll find this video very…stimulating! Or at least, I hope you will. I haven’t had time to watch it yet.”

			Ron stepped out into the hall, staring down intently at my phone as if it were the Holy Grail! He stumbled down to the door to his den, almost going right past it in his fascination with the phone, turned into the room at last and disappeared from sight.

			I re-crossed the bedroom and went back to my make up repair, praying he would like what he saw and not be offended by it. He had been after me for years now to let out the walk-on-the-wild side, porno girl impulses he was sure were there, after all. And now, I had!

			“Holy fuck!” I heard echoing down the hallway as I returned to the bedroom twenty minutes later.

			I had been nervously pacing up and down. Now I stopped and got ready for the bedroom door to open once again.

			It didn’t. The seconds crept by, and then a full minute. Still no Ron appeared.

			I resumed pacing. Finally, about two minutes later, the door suddenly opened and Ron stepped into the room clutching the cell phone. He grinned weakly at me and said, “Fuck, babe, this is explosive! No wonder you didn’t want the girls to see their mom doing…this!

			He waved the cell phone at me and then dropped into his shirt pocket and out of sight. I smiled at him tentatively, saying: “What did you think? Was this what you wanted?”

			Ron stalked over to me, beaming. He took me in his arms and kissed me passionately, murmuring just before our lips met, “It was great! So much more than I expected: I hoped that you’d tell me about it, if you ever did anything like this! I never expected video! And so many guys—all at once! “

			He took my hand and led me across the room, still talking excitedly, like a little boy bragging about his birthday gifts, “The black guy was a huge surprise! Had you ever been with a black guy before?”

			As we neared the bed, I shook my head that I hadn’t as I removed my peignoir. Lifting the top of my baby doll pajamas off as well, baring my very aroused tits, I reached into his shirt pocket and reclaimed my cell phone as I sat down on the edge of the mattress. 

			“I haven’t seen all of this, like I said earlier.” I threw my calves up onto the mattress and scooted back, by unfettered tits jiggling all over the place as I scooched up   against the big pillows lining the headboard. “Why don’t you get naked and we’ll watch this whole thing together, darling, and see just what a bad girl I can be for you?”

			Ron must have set a new record for getting out of his tie and dress shirt as well as shedding his suit pants and kicking off his dress shoes. Clad only in his calf-high dress socks now, he threw himself down onto the bed next to me, his thick, lengthy cock waggling around over his balls like an antenna pole.

			I flicked on the video and held the screen up in front of my bare tits so that he could see it too. We saw Brad, swagger into the shot, his formidable dick hard and ready as he elbowed Rasheed out of the way and started to rape my mouth.

			“That guy seems like a prick,” Ron commented just as Rasheed, on the video soundtrack accused Brad of being a “pushy fucker”. 

			“He is at that,” I agreed, “but without him being so arrogant and full of himself this video would have never gotten made. He was the one who came up and started flirting with me in the gym. He just couldn’t seem to take his eyes off of my tits in that damned leotard, just like you said this morning.”

			“Looks like he’s the kind of guy who does more than look!” Ron said as he watched Brad’s video image skull fuck me violently.

			“Yeah, he wasn’t satisfied until he popped a load in my mouth, as you can see here, and God, babe! Was it ever a big one?”

			“I can see that it was,” Ron said after a few moments, watching the small screen intently as another man emptied his nuts into my mouth. “How did it taste?”

			“Like spunk,” I answered without even thinking about it. “Just about all semen tastes the same—like semen!”

			Ron looked at me as if I’d just told him a great truth, then muttered, “It looks hot, the way you’re swallowing it all for him.”

			I held the cell phone in my right hand, reaching over for my husband’s hard on with my left, stroking it for him as I whispered, I saved some room in my tummy for a big load of yours tonight, darling, if this goes the way I hope it will.”

			“Oh, and just how are you hoping tonight will go?” he queried me.

			“I’m hoping this big thing will get hard as a rock tonight and you’ll use it pleasure us both,” I told him boldly but truthfully.

			“Ummmmmmmmm, seems like that’s a real possibility, you naughty little minx!” he murmured excitedly as I handed him the phone so that I could use both hands and my mouth on his boner.

			I have small hands for a girl of my size, so Ron’s ten-inch manhood stuck out by a good two inches even when I gripped it like a baseball bat. I leaned over and licked all around the shiny pink head with my tongue as I held his prick still.

			“Oh, fuck, babe! That feels so sexy; especially while I’m watching this black guy ball you senseless with that huge ebony cock of his!”

			I didn’t respond, other than slipping his own gleaming cock tip in my mouth and beginning to suck on it as he raved on about how hot I looked, getting fucked by Rasheed. Ron almost wriggled away from me as I increased the frequency of my tongue’s circuits on his sensitive cock head along with the intensity of my suction.

			“Oh, yeah, honey, suck that cock while I watch this guy ball you!” Ron groaned as I released my grip on his prick so that I could slide more of his dick into my sucking mouth on each downstroke.

			This is definitely working! I thought exultantly. Ron’s big prick is harder than it’s been in ages!

			“Ugh! No more right now,” he suddenly gasped putting his palm against my forehead to stop my up and down suck-motion. “I’m gonna’ come if you keep doing that. And I want to fuck you first.”

			I was all for that! So, I stopped licking and sucking and slid down on the bed, opening my legs wide for him. 

			“No, not like that: I want you on your hands and knees, doggie style, so I can see my little porn princess’s famous ass while I fuck you!” Ron implored me.

			“Okay, but no anal stuff tonight,” I shot back as I scrambled up and into place, my big tits hanging downward. “My pussy is too hungry for cock tonight to be ignored!”

			“Oh? I’m surprised after all the cock it got this afternoon, according to this video,” Ron said sarcastically as he got into place behind me. I felt the edge of my cell phone resting against the small of my back, so I knew he was still watching my antics with the five other men in that motel room, even as he moved into position to fuck me himself.

			“No one’s cock feels as good in me as yours does, baby!” I hissed as I jammed my hips backward. I was instantly rewarded with the feel of his swollen glans against my needy cunt lips. I pushed back a little harder and the big, familiar cock head nudged me open and disappeared inside me.

			It felt marvelous and I could barely wait to be stretched open by the rest of his impressive girth and length! I didn’t have to wait long to experience that: Ron was easily as horny as I was, cramming his flagpole-hard shaft into my tight confines as quickly as he could! I felt his large nut sack bounce against my hyper-sensitive clit and knew I had all of him as deep inside me as he could reach.

			Given Ron’s length, that was pretty far. I felt his firm cock head against my cervix, just as Rasheed’s had been earlier that afternoon.

			“Oh, darling, I can’t wait to feel your spunk way up inside me, the way that black guy’s was not long ago!”  I whispered hotly as I turned by head backward as far as I could. As I had anticipated, Ron reacted to that taunting remark as if I had shoved a vibrator up his ass and abruptly turned it on: I felt him quiver with arousal behind me and his well-sunk dick move around inside me! 
“Give it to me, baby. Give me your hot fucking! Give me your big load! Cream me hard, just the way he did!” I begged. “Shoot me full of it, the way those young muscle guys did!”

			Ron gasped loudly, and I thought for a moment that he was going to lose it and come in my pussy right then! But he didn’t. He took a deep breath and his fingers sank into my ass cheeks like steel talons as he began to ball me furiously, like a guy who hasn’t had any pussy in weeks! 

			I knew that he must have been watching the end of the video by then, the part where the other young weightlifters that hadn’t done anything with me yet had stormed onto the bed after Rasheed had finished up with me and eased me over onto my back, where they had then proceeded to tag-team fuck me like a couple of maniacs. They had both emptied their virile young nut sacs into my already creamy pussy, one right after the other, high-fiving each other like a couple of football players who had just scored a touchdown in the big game. I was semi-ashamed to admit that I had come twice more as they’d hammered down into me.
“Jesus! These guys are jizzing you too, babe!” Ron grunted as he doggy-fucked me from behind while watch two young strangers drain their considerable hard ons into his wife’s slutty cunt!

			I felt Ron’s prick give a big jerk inside me and then felt his hot spunk jetting across my cervix as he came and came. That did something to me as well, because all at once, my pussy sheath started milking his buried cock and huge orgasmic waves reverberated throughout my lower body!

			“Oh, yeah! Give me more of that steamy stuff, just like they did!” I gasped as I came again for my husband, all the while envisioning the two weightlifters unleashing their hot jism in me and Ron seeing it.

			That made it ten times hotter than just fantasizing about them fucking me—knowing my voyeuristic husband was witnessing my debauched behavior made it sooo much more intense, somehow. He was patting my ass and murmuring, “I can’t believe what a slut I’m married to! You’ve outdone yourself this time for sure, my little porn princess!”

			He slowly drew his now-soft dick out of my once again flooded pussy, continuing to pet my ass affectionately. I moved out from under him, and turned my body on the mattress to face him.

			“Did you really like it? You’re okay with what I did today?” I asked him softly just before we kissed.

			I knew from the way he was kissing me so passionately and teasing my tongue with his that he was more than okay with it. I opened my eyes and glanced down at his dangling length and saw it was already half hard again, just like it might have been when we were barely out of our teens, when we had first started to date.

			“I’m crazy about it! You are so slutty on that video! I could barely believe it was you! I’ve rarely seen you that way since the porn loop!”  

			“I was just acting on most of the porn loop,” I told him with a saucy little smile, “But today, I didn’t have to act at all! Those guys were hot! You, Ronnie Big-Dick, were hot! I was hot!”

			I was glad the girls weren’t home that night. Ron and I didn’t eat dinner until late. We just stayed in the bedroom, watched that naughty video together and just fucked!

		

	
		
			Chapter Five

			 Regrouping

			It wasn’t until two weeks had gone by that the white-hot intensity of our sexual encounters once again began to gradually ebb away. At Ron’s request, my cell phone was now kept on the dresser in our bedroom whenever I was at home, in case he wanted to borrow it, slink into his den and watch me being nasty with my young weightlifter friends on that video. 

			He watched it at least once a day, every day, and it still got him hot to see me cavorting around that motel room, naked, with a bunch of hard-dicked strangers. I watched it a few times a week, vibrator in hand, jilling off to the X-rated action. 

			But even though we both got an illicit thrill out of watching me behave like a total slut, it just wasn’t as hot as it had been at first, when the video had initially been made. I could always tell when he’d watched my old video loop on some porn site, followed by pawing through his old copy of the magazine containing my “Girls of the PAC-10” photo shoot, and watched the newer video of me with the five guys—he wanted sex and wouldn’t take “no” for an answer on those nights!—but he rarely got as hard, lasted as long, or came as hard as when the five guys video had been new!

			As a result, I didn’t climax as furiously as I had at first when we’d gotten together after watching the video. Though I doubt I was as frustrated as my husband was, I gradually grew tired of failing to please him and of him failing to please me, so I elected to say something about it.

			“What do I have to do, give the paperboy a blowjob in the front room with you watching from the couch to get you excited about me again?” I asked him after one lackluster fuck session.

			He smiled wistfully and answered that would be hot as hell if the paperboy were old enough. But our current one is only ten or eleven at most. Boys that young don’t want a blowjob yet, they don’t even know what that is! When they turn twelve, THAT’S when they start daydreaming about girls, blowjobs, and the like! At least that’s the way I was.”

			The idea of sucking some horny twelve-year-old boy’s cock didn’t do a thing for me. Maybe a sexy eighteen-year-old stud with a rockin’ bod, a young guy who was really buffed out and had an awesome young cock…but not a pre-adolescent kid who could barely get a hard on.  I told Ron that and he smirked as he said, “You say that now, but I’ve seen you in action, Porn Princess, and you’re one horny bitch, sometimes!”

			He grinned as he said it and finished with: “Thank God.”

			“Well, my hotness and my horniness aside, how are we going to recapture our spark in the bedroom, babe? I don’t want to go back to listless, a-couple-times-a-month-sex; do you?”

			To my surprise he beamed at me and shook his head that he didn’t.  He had rushed right into our bedroom, after secreting himself in his Man/Cave of a den for an hour, so I guessed that he had been watching my porn loop, looking at “The Girls of the PAC-10”, and reviewing my recent work out in the motel room with the body builders before he came bursting into our bedroom, still dressed in his business suit and carrying his briefcase from work.

			Now my insanely-grinning husband opened that briefcase and drew out his laptop computer. Rushing back over to the bed, he flipped it open and punched the keys until the screen lit up with a site named Bay Area Hotwives.  He told me proudly that he had found it only recently and scrolled over to a link entitled, “Third Men”. When he clicked on it, a bunch of classified ads, much like Craig’s List, appeared. Most of the various men listed there had included swimsuit shots, along with their vital information like age, marital status, occupation, and home town. A few of the braver ones had even included penis shots, both soft and hard, along with their cell phone numbers.

			“I was thinking this guy might be ideal for us; I mean for you, dear!” Ron stammered nervously as he clicked on one of the ads. He’s super well-hung, he’s a professional man—no dummy—and he lives near us, in Atherton, no less!”

			Atherton was a toney suburb of Palo Alto, even more expensive than where we lived, in Menlo Park. And the guy was a medical doctor, from what his ad said. His erect cock picture was stunning, alright! His dick had to be nearly as long as Rasheed’s had been but it was even thicker. It was like a giant pink and white ballistic missile as it jutted out so proudly from the doctor’s brownish-blond tangle of pubic fur!

			“Yum! Yum! I want him!” I murmured out loud, unable to restrain myself.

			Just like his cock, the doctor was great looking; tall and lean with washboard abs and a close-cropped, full beard that was the same color as his hair and his bushy pubic thatch had been.

			“I kind of thought you might,” Ron said knowingly. “He’s much more your type than the ebony weightlifter with the big dong was.”

			What do you know about my type? I asked myself. 

			Maybe a lot! I had to admit, staring at the naked doctor on the computer screen.

			“Well, good; let’s take some pictures to send to the doc!” Ron said just then.

			When I stared at him quizzically, he pointed to the bottom of the ad where it said, Photos a must. No phonies, please.

			“No phonies, what’s that all about?” I asked my husband.

			“Some girls send old pictures of themselves, taken when they were younger and more…alluring, Ron explained. “From what I’ve read anyway. Just like some guys send dick pictures that they’ve lifted from porn sites.”

			I shuddered. What if the doctor wasn’t who he said he was; didn’t look like his pictures?

			I didn’t want to fuck some old coot who his behind a phony sex resume! I told Ron as much.

			“From what I’ve read, most experienced hot wives make something like a coffee date first, before they agree to meet a guy for sex; just to see if he’s on the up-and-up.”

			“That sounds wise to me,” I exclaimed, “after what you just said.”

			“Let’s get some shots of you and send ‘em off to the doc,” he responded snatching up his cell phone. “Then you can phone him and make a getting-to-know-you date.”

			 “Wait! Let me at least put something on!” I screamed in surprise as Ron pulled the sheet off me.

			“You’re perfect just as you are; these aren’t normal pictures, remember?”

			“But you come is still leaking out of me!” I protested, grabbing at the sheet as he merrily snapped away.

			“Even better! Open your legs, so the doc can see what a naughty girl you’ve been!”

			I didn’t move, but Ron reached down and pried my right leg away from my left with one hand as he clicked away with the other. My gooey cunt lips were fully on display for all to see as he photographed me, his semen spilling out of me in a steady, white stream.

			“What’s he going to think of me?” I simpered, trying in vain to hide me obscenely puffed up, cream-filled pussy lips from the cell phone camera’s all-seeing eye.

			“He’s going to think you’re a big-titted, hot little slut—which is what you are!” My husband laughed happily as he continued to snap away. “That’s just what we want him to think! Why else is going to contact you, other than to book a fuck-date?  You don’t think he wants to get together and discuss current events or Brahms concertos with you, do you?”

			“I don’t know much about current events and I know even less about Brahms,” I replied snarkily, finally relenting and opening my legs for him, so he could shoot pictures of my creamy snatch unobscured, to his heart’s content.

			Ron got one of my long legs, another of my big tits and still one more of my reddened face. “Maybe we should wait and take one of you sucking me off?” he suggested hopefully.

			“I’m sure he’ll get a good enough idea of what I’m all about from the ones you have so far,” I assured him, pulling the sheet over my naked body once more and thereby ending the illicit photo shoot. 

			Ron downloaded the photos from the phone to his laptop and gleefully showed me the results. “These should do fine! We should be hearing from the good doctor right away, if he’s really serious about this,” my husband gloated.

			****

			We, or I should say, I heard from Doctor Frank Stanton in mere minutes after we sent those photos to his dropbox, as we were directed to do in the ad, along with my cell number later that evening.

			“Is this Roz?” the sexy baritone voice asked when my phone rang at shortly after eight that evening.

			“It is at that! Is this Doctor Frank?” I asked in return.

			“Do you really look like you do in those photos?” he wanted to know.

			“Well, I usually wear more clothes than that, but yeah, I look like that once the clothes are gone,” I replied playfully.

			“Can you meet me for a quick drink in about an hour?” the good doctor wanted to know. “I can’t wait to meet you!”

			“You mean you can’t wait to see if I really look like I do in the pictures,” I commented sarcastically.

			“That’s true,” Doctor Frank admitted after a short pause. “You wouldn’t believe how often I’ve been disappointed in the past. Middle-aged women sending decades-old photos; plain women claiming that they were the movie starlets featured in the photos! It’s downright embarrassing for everyone involved when something like that happens, believe me!”

			“I do, it sounds embarrassing,” I agreed. “But don’t worry: I’m on the level. I look just like I do in those photos.”

			****

			We agreed to meet at one of the bars out at the San Francisco Airport, which is really closer to San Mateo than it is to San Francisco, because we both knew it, and had something in mind that the hotel which housed the bar’s parking lot was perfect for.

			Ron drove me over in our Lexus sedan and agreed to wait out in the parking lot while I got out and went into the Marriot to meet Doctor Frank. He was waiting at the bar of the Craft Code restaurant in the Marriot Hotel, looking just as tall and sexy in person as he had in the advertisement on that web site!

			Frank is six-foot four in his stocking feet and he had on a pair of old blue jeans, a striped pullover cotton shirt with short sleeves and his wire-framed eyeglasses. His beard was as close-cropped yet full as it had looked in those photos and if there were a few gray hairs hiding out amongst all the sandy-blond ones, there weren’t many. I guessed his age as being close to mine, thirty-eight, as I strode over and sat down on the bar stool next to his. I was dressed ultra-casually in a loose-fitting green sweater blouse and jeans, worn with a pair of white trainers. My red-blonde hair was pulled back in ponytail, held in place by a black elastic hair pony.

			“Hi, I’m Roz, you must be Dr. Stanton,” I said as I slid onto the barstool.

			“Frank, please; no last names,” he cautioned me.

			The bar was all but empty as I looked around it, save for the bartender and two other customers hunched over a table, putting the knives and forks to their late dinners.

			I smiled at Dr. Frank and said, “Secret meeting, huh? Afraid Mrs. Frank will hear about it?”

			“There is no Mrs. Frank,” he replied caustically. “I’ve seen far too many cheating marriages to ever make that mistake! But a man in my position, a professional man, has to be careful of his reputation anyway.”

			I nodded agreement, saying, “My husband is a corporate attorney in the City. We have to be careful too.

			Doctor Frank’s handsome bearded face relaxed into a relieved smile. “We seem to be a perfect fit, then,” he said, toasting me in a celebratory fashion with his Scotch and water.

			“I think we might be even a better fit than you hope we are,” I told him with a mischievous wink, reaching out and taking his free hand. “Follow me, and I’ll show you what I mean.

			Surprised but game, the doctor let me tug him off his bar stool as I stood up. I half dragged him across the bar and to the door leading out to the parking lot. “Which car is yours?” I asked him as we stepped outside into the chilly night air together.

			“The blue Beamer in the second row,” he said, nodding to a new BMW sedan that appeared to have all the latest bells and whistles.

			He brought his keys out of his jean pocket and opened up with a push of his key fob, the lights blinking once and all the door locks making an audible, heavy click as they opened. We got in the front seat, him behind the wheel and I waited for the interior lights to blink off before drawing my cell phone from my purse and handing it to him.

			“Third girl in the loop. I was eighteen and stupid; a student over in Berkeley at the time. I let one of my girlfriends from the cheer squad talk me into it, kind of on a dare,” I said, clicking on the video.

			“She’s the second girl on the loop; I’m the third,” I explained as the cheesy music of 18-year-old cuties who love facials filled the cabin of the expensive car. The doctor’s eyes widened as he watched the first girl take her load, and a huge smile broke over his face as he saw my old college pal, Robin getting creamed. He looked up at my face and then down at the face of the third girl in the video, checking one against the other.

			“I would say you haven’t changed a bit, but I’d be lying,” he intoned, stony-faced. “I think you’re even more beautiful now, as a fully-grown, adult woman.

			“Well, at least two things about me haven’t changed much,” I said, wresting the bottom hem of my sweater blouse upward until it rested under my chin, bearing both of my braless breasts to his view in the darkened car.  My back was resting up against the passenger door, so that I was facing him head on as I jiggled my big, naked boobies for him.

			“Still nice, eh?” I asked somewhat immodestly.

			“Still spectacular!” he managed to gasp after a full minute of glancing between the screen and real life.

			I hooked the hem under my chin, so that the sweater wouldn’t slide downward too much as I leaned over and found the zipper on the front of his jeans and tugged it down. “I’m showing you mine. I want to see yours!” I panted, almost as short-breathed as he was at seeing my video and my naked tits.

			This was so exciting—cheating a little bit on Ron as he sat cooling his heels a few cars down, no doubt wondering what I was up to in the bar and how the doctor and I were hitting it off! I reached into the jeans and found his semi-hard cock. I worked it out of his jockey shorts and out of the zipper hole.

			It was as big as it had been in those dick-pics he had posted in his ad! Quite a nice handful as I palmed it and fisted it to full hardness. The motion made my freed tits jiggle even more wildly than they had before and that visual helped the doctor get fully hard in seconds!

			“No facials tonight, Doc! Just go ahead and cut loose in my mouth when you’re ready and I’ll swallow it all for you!” I whispered as I leaned over a little more, so that my tongue could reach his cock head and my lips could engulf that fabulous, mushroom-shaped tip of his as I began to lick and suck.

			“Holy shit! What a set of tits! What a woman!” the doctor yelped as I deep-throated him for the first time, his palms automatically claiming my bobbling breasts as I went all the way down on him in one try! My many years with Ron and his ten-incher, plus all of my few high school experiences and many college ones really showed! I surprised the doc by how easily I took his massive tool into my mouth and throat without gagging once!

			“Oh, man, Roz; you’re marvelous,” he breathed happily as I blew him. “Most women have quite a time, handling a dick as big as mine, orally, at first.”

			“My Ron is hung, too!” I admitted as I came back up to the top of his prick, letting it slide from my mouth for a moment before reclaiming it with my saliva-glistening lips.

			“So, you don’t seek out the company of other men because you’re bored at home,” he mused aloud as I went back to work on his cock.

			“Ron is huge, but he’s not always fully hard anymore when we make love,” I explained, letting his horsecock glide out of my pistoning lips briefly again. “This hotwife shit seems to really invigorate him, when it comes to sex!” 

			“A willing cuckold type,” Doctor Frank said aloud. “Not too unusual in the hotwife culture.”

			He shifted slightly in the seat beneath me and said, “I’m ready to meet him; to party with him, if that’s what he wants! Is he here with you tonight? We could go back inside the hotel and get a suite, just the three of us.”

			“I don’t think Ron is quite ready for that,” I thought aloud. “but he really loves to watch me in action on video! He must have watched the loop you had in your hand a million times since we’ve been married. And I recently spent an afternoon with five young weightlifters, really buffed guys, in a motel room and I videoed all of it for Ron and he loved it!” 

			“Oh, I see! He loves the fantasy but neither of you are sure yet if he could handle being there for the real thing,” Doctor Frank said with a knowing smile.

			“Well, that’s okay! Just show me how to use this thing. Your phone is a lot different than mine, I’m afraid. And I’m afraid I’m normally all thumbs when it comes to electronics!”

			He dropped my left tit and reached for my phone, which he had also dropped into the seat beside him in order to palm my offered titty. I took the phone from his, got out of the loop that was playing and quickly set the device up to film a brand-new video. One that would surprise and delight my husband when he saw it—or at least I hoped it would. 

			I handed the phone back to Frank after starting the video function and showed him briefly how it worked. 

			The small light beaming down from the phone as it recorded was just enough to really highlight the size and girth of Frank’s whopper of a cock as I tongued it and sucked it enthusiastically. I was hoping he turned out to be one of those guys who bubbled out thick rivulets of come for a long time, rather than a guy who sprayed out several big jets and was then all done. I wanted Ron to see me licking it off his cock head and then swallowing it, rather than having it go off in my closed mouth and know, rather than see, that I was swallowing another man’s jizz!

			I knew my Ron by now and he was a much more visually-stimulated guy, rather than being a man who enjoyed just picturing me being naughty!

			Doctor Frank turned out to be ideal as far as creating a Ron-pleasing video went too. When he finally came after several more minutes of me giving him sloppy, noisy head on camera, he was like an explosion of come in my mouth at first! The initial jets of spunk were so forceful that it spattered the roof of my mouth powerfully, as if a waterjet toothbrush tool had gone awry! But then, he settled down to a steady, pulsing stream of jism, perfect for filming as I opened my lips and the camera caught the oozing cascade of cream while it busily licked it off and swallowed it.

			Frank helped out by lying back against the driver’s door and moaning about what a hot cocksucker I was and how magnificent my tits were. It took the better part of five minutes to totally drain those big balls of his on camera, and by that time, Frank’s insistent fingers had my nipples fully erect and I was gushing out pussy lube into my panties.

			I really wanted to mount up and ride, but two things stopped me: the cock I was jacking and licking was very soft now, and I knew Ron would be quite pissed off at me if I kept him sitting in that cold car for a minute longer than I had to. Reluctantly, I licked Frank clean and put him away, promising him I’d get together with him again very soon, if Ron liked the video—which I was confident he would.  I pulled me blouse back down, checked my make up in the lighted visor mirror, looking for any come droplets I might have missed, and got out of the Beamer.

			Ron was waiting impatiently across the lot. It threw him off when I approached from the direction I did. He was watching the front doors of the hotel, while Frank and I had slipped out a side door and made our way over to his BMW.

			“It’s a good thing you became a lawyer; you’d have made a shitty stakeout detective, if you’d have become a cop,” I said, opening the passenger door and tossing my purse in the seat.”

			“On second thought, come around to this side. I’ll drive home while you watch this video I just made for you, darling,” I told him as I closed the passenger door and went behind the car to come around to the driver’s side.

			Grumbling slightly, my big old bear of a husband exited the car and stalked around to open the passenger door. “It’s in my purse, you know how to work it: my phone is just like yours.”

			As I eased out of the parking lot and got into the flow of traffic leaving the airport for One-Oh-One South and home, Ron was sucking in his breath as he watched to video of me sucking off Frank. “Jesus, this guy’s dick is as big as advertised!” My entranced hubby sighed once we were on the Freeway, headed south. 

			“Look at all that come!” he breathed as we took the freeway ramp that led to Menlo Park. “And you, my little porn princess, swallowed it all! Every friggin’ drop!”

			“Nah, it’s all trick photography!” I chided him, reaching over and stuffing the phone back into my purse. “Of course, I swallowed it all! Just what do you intend to do about it?”

			Ron looked outraged by my unexpected question for a moment, then grinned and patted the front of his slacks, saying, “Get us home, you hot bitch, and I’ll show you what I intend to do about it: I intend to fuck you bowlegged tonight, you cheating slut!”

		

	
		
			Chapter Six

			The Good Doctor Video

			Ron tried very hard to make his threat about fucking me bowlegged come true almost as soon as we got in from the garage. I knew he’d have torn my clothes off and fucked me right in the kitchen had not Olivia and Jessica, our teenage girls been sitting at the counter eating ice cream.

			“Greeting, parental units!” Jessica, our youngest at sixteen commented as her mom and dad burst into the kitchen, looking all hot and bothered at first, and then embarrassed.

			“We’re going to bed early tonight!” Ron huffed; his slacks still tented outward by his big hard on.

			“I think you’d better,” our oldest, Olivia the eighteen-year-old bantered, staring pointedly at her dad’s hard on.

			She no doubt knows all about those, I said to myself. I certainly did at her age!

			Olivia wasn’t the kind to take a jizzing from some big-dicked stranger for money, the way her mom had at her age, but she was pretty enough. She had my red-blonde hair but hadn’t inherited my big chest, the way her younger sister had, but she had long legs and a shapely young ass beneath her blue jeans, and I had no doubt she and her latest boyfriend, Charles, were exploring each other sexually.

			I had insisted that our family doctor put each of the girls on birth control pills as soon as they’d turned thirteen. Both the girls and him had thought me weird, but I remembered how active I’d been at that age, and I didn’t want early grand kids with no husband in sight. Now—though they’d never said so both of the girls were no doubt grateful that they hadn’t had to beg and plead with us to be prescribed The Pill, the way a lot of their friends had been forced to embarrass themselves by doing from what I’d overheard—my girls were relieved to have a choice about having sex or not having it, without worrying about unwanted pregnancy resulting.

			I wonder if she sucked her new boyfriend’s dick after the game tonight, the way Mama sucked the doctor’s? I asked myself as I glanced over at Jessica and her ice cream bowl. She was cuter than her big sister, all ribbons and bows and girly-girl clothes. And she was sexier at sixteen than Olivia was at eighteen! 

			She takes after me more, I complimented myself mentally. Jessica was short, stacked and sexy without working at it. She attracted cute boys like honey attracts bees.

			Ever since she had been thirteen, there had been a steady stream of captivated, starry-eyed boys stumbling around the house following after Jess!

			Though she had inherited her father’s dark, curly hair, instead of my straight red-blonde locks, the way Olivia had, she was still a little stunner. Jess had my light blue eyes, and a growing rack that kept me buying ever bigger bras almost monthly!

			“Come on, studly! Show mama you’ve still got it,” I said sarcastically to Ron, grabbing his hand and leading the way down the hall from the kitchen.

			“I wish you wouldn’t talk that way in front off the girls!” he carped.

			“When they were younger, they probably didn’t get it,” I told him disdainfully, after the bedroom door had been closed and locked. “Now they do, but I doubt they give a damn anymore! The thought of your parents fucking probably seems too gross to contemplate at their age.”

			“I still wish you wouldn’t talk that way,” he insisted, unbuttoning his dress shirt.

			“Do you want to get your cock sucked the way that doctor did earlier tonight?” I asked him, sitting down on the edge of the bed and reaching for his zipper.

			“Oh, man, that was so damned hot: the way you just got it out and blew him!” Ron said excitedly as I got his cock out and started to blow it!

			“Jesus! That guy was big! His dick was even longer than mine!” he marveled as my lips skimmed up and down his own long shaft and my tongue circled it all the while.

			“He was slightly thicker, too!” I reminded Ron, easing his hard on out of my mouth momentarily, “And I took all of it, right down to those huge nuts of his!”

			I want to hum them next time, when we’re not so rushed, I thought to myself as I went back to blowing Ron, especially if Ron’s there, watching. I really want to take my time and get to know that big dick intimately while Ron is seeing me do it!

			“When are you going to see him again?” my husband asked me just then, as if he were reading my innermost thoughts.

			“It’s going to have to be next weekend, if we’re going to do it this month,” I told him. “We’re slated to go to my high school reunion the weekend after that. And Jessica’s big seventeenth birthday party is the weekend after that!”

			“Next weekend is good for me, but what about the doctor and you?” Ron asked impatiently. “He might be busy and you always seem to have something going on.”

			“I’m open, as far as I know, and I think the good doctor will bend his schedule around to accommodate us, after that blowjob I gave him tonight!” 

			I stripped off my sweater-blouse in one smooth tug up over my head, baring my naked breasts. I shook them a little for Ron and said, “And he seemed to be quite taken with my big girls. I think he wants to spend as much time with them as he can!”

			“I don’t blame him,” Ron said with a grin, reaching for my tits. “I never get tired of them.”

			“You’re just easily amused,” I teased him, leaning back so that he couldn’t quite reach my nipples with his outstretched fingers.

			“Call him tomorrow and see if our new doctor friend is easily amused too,” Ron said.

			“I will. Now, let’s hop in bed and watch this video again, together this time, with me fooling around with your dick as we watch it!”

			“This will make it even better,” Ron said, snatching away my cell phone and striding across the room with it, to the wall the big screen TV was mounted on. He fumbled around in a dresser drawer and found a small brown bag containing a cardboard package with a plastic bubble on the front. From where I was, it looked like there was a rolled-up telephone cable inside the bubble.

			“I picked this up the other day at an electronics store,” Ron shared as he ripped open the cardboard and removed the small black bundle of cable from the package. “It is supposed the connect a cell phone with a big screen TV, so that we can watch your latest porn antics on the big screen instead of this tiny cell screen.”

			Ron read the hook-up instructions quickly and fooled with the connections for less than a minute while I finished getting out of my jeans and my excitement-soaked panties and into bed. He doffed his dress shirt and slacks and sat down on the edge of the bed again to pull off his socks and boxer shorts as the TV screen went from black to full color. As Ron nestled into the pillows beside me to watch the lewd show on the television screen, I watched as a grainy, ill-lit but nevertheless very exciting image appeared. The shitty lighting and the poor picture quality somehow made it seem even more illicit and spy-cam like; like something we shouldn’t have been seeing at all; a homemade sex tape shot through a neighbor’s window or something!

			My big, bare titties looked globe-like and jiggly in the grainy video. And the doctor’s mighty dick looked impossibly big and throbbing! I heard Ron suck in his breath as I began to lick the massive red head onscreen and heard him take another deep breath as I deep-throated the well-hung doctor on my very first try!

			“Yeah, he really goes for these big beauties,” Ron sighed as the video camera was chucked into the driver’s seat when the doc went after my tits while I was giving him noisy, sloppy head. 

			“Damn, this would be even better, if the picture wasn’t so catty-whumpus and out of focus!” Ron sighed as we watched, mesmerized by the slightly skewed images we were seeing and the sounds of adulterous sex being committed in the front seat of that BNW!

			“Well, he’s a physician, not a cinemaphotographer,” defending my latest lover to my husband.

			“That’s better,” Ron observed as the picture straightened up and everything became clear. The doctor was getting the hang of operating my cell phone camera! As the short video went on, doctor Frank’s hands stopped shaking so much and he got a really nice close up of my face going up and down on his long dick.

			“Holy fuck! You can really suck a cock, babe!” Ron sighed as he watched me perform on the big screen.

			Of course, the fact that I now had my hands under the covers, caressing his cock and balls as we watched improved Ron’s mood somewhat too, I’m sure. When we got to the part of the video where I told Frank that my husband had a huge cock too, but it didn’t get as hard as it used to most night, I threw back the covers and leaned over Ron’s upraised prick, licking at his cock head just the way I was doing Frank’s onscreen.

			“I’m sure as hell not going to have trouble getting fully hard tonight! My husband sighed as most of his long dick disappeared down my throat. “Not with the way you’re sucking it, while I watch to being a real porn star with this other guy!”

			I stopped my impromptu blowjob just before Frank wailed out his pleasure and came in my mouth onscreen. I didn’t want to take the chance that Ron, inspired by the hot events on the TV, wouldn’t be able to stop from emulating Frank and blowing a load in my mouth! 

			And I didn’t want that right now. I wanted his firm cock deep inside my aroused pussy before he came!

			To that end, I straightened up in the bed and threw a thigh over his lap and pressed my chest into his as I kissed him and lowered my juicy cunt down over his towering hard on. I rode him slowly, my tits caressing his chest hair and my head cradled into his left shoulder.

			“Oh, baby, how did I ever manage to marry a hottie like you?” He whispered in my ear as we made slow, sweet love, his right hand stealing up to trail through my reddish-blonde hair while we fucked.

			“I don’t know. Might have been this huge dick of yours,” I murmured back, hunching my pussy a little more forcefully down on his cock. “Are you really going to give it to me tonight, the way that doctor wants to?”

			Ron’s blue eyes flashed and he squirmed around beneath me. In seconds, I found myself on my back, with my husband still screwing me, his thighs slapping noisily against mine as Ron really nailed me to the mattress with his deep, strong strokes.

			“Fuck that guy!’ my husband snorted in my ear. “We don’t need him! I can take care of my own wife!”

			Oh, God! Can you ever, when you really put everything into it, babe! I thought to myself as Ron fucked me right up to the very gates of Heaven!

			****

			“You still want me to call our new medical friend today about this weekend?” I asked Ron as he got ready to dash out the door to work the next morning.

			My handsome hubby looked pensive for a moment, then said, “Sure, why not?”

			I was still feeling pretty good about the current state of our sex life, after last night’s savage coupling—Ron had made me come like a crazy woman on his rutting cock—but I just shrugged my shoulders and said, “Okay, will do.”

			I waited until the girls had taken off for school and Ron was safely at work in downtown San Francisco before dialing Doctor Frank Stanton up on his cell phone.

			He answered on the second ring and I heard the ambient traffic noise that meant he was in his car, headed into the office, no doubt.

			Not knowing if he was alone in the car, I tried to keep the conversation light and casual at first; I said, “I was just calling, wondering if you were available for drinks and dinner this Saturday night?”

			“Sure, I’d love that,” he answered quickly. “Will it be you and your husband, or just yourself?”

			“Oh, Ron will be there too. He can’t wait to meet you.” I assured him.

			“Where were you thinking and what time?” the doctor wanted to know.

			“We were leaning towards that same spot we met at last time.”

			“I’ll make us a room reservation for after dinner,” he suggested.

			“Oh, we couldn’t let you do that! We want to pay our share!”

			“Nonsense, Roz! I’d gladly pay much more than that for a chance at those gorgeous breasts of yours again! What’s the price of a hotel suite among friends?”

			He was obviously alone in the car, so I didn’t feel bad about saying, “I feel the same way about that fantastic dick of yours, Frank! But I have to warn you, my husband really satisfied me last night, after viewing that video. You may have your work cut out, matching him!”

			“I love a challenge,” Frank told me confidently. “Shall we say seven, at the restaurant?”

			“That sounds fine,” I answered, feeling my clit throb at the very idea of spending an entire night in bed with two huge cocks like his and Ron’s.

			“See you then,” he broke off the connection cheerily.

		

	
		
			Chapter Seven

			The First Time

			“I’m more than a little nervous about this, now that we’re actually doing it, I have to tell you,” Ron muttered as he straightened up his necktie in the bathroom mirror that Saturday night at around six.

			“I think that’s only natural,” I assured him, making sure my necklace was hanging just right between my big breasts. “I bet even Dr. Frank is nervous, and he’s done this sort of thing lots of time before, from what he said.”
“Yeah, he probably is,” my towering husband said, shrugging on his sportscoat. “There’s always the chance that the husband will go nuts, seeing his wife plowed by another guy’s huge cock, and punch that guy’s lights out!”

			“No more of that kind of talk, big guy!” I cautioned him, my heart speeding up as I imagined Ron snatching up the tall but very lean doctor and hammering him with his ham-like fists out of jealousy. It was something I’d never thought about before, I’ll have to admit! 

			After all, this whole hotwife thing was something Ron had brought up originally!

			I was just going along with it to please him, or at least that’s what I’d been telling myself that up until now. But I had to admit, as I thought about it, that I was plenty keyed up about tonight as well!

			Two extremely large cocks for me to play with at once! And I could get as down-and-dirty as I felt like getting and rest assured that Ron would love it, since one of those large cocks was his and he would be right there and watching intently as I went crazy over Dr. Frank’s long, thick manhood right in front of him!

			Just thinking about being such an utterly depraved slut for my beloved voyeuristic hubby made my nipples hard within my bra and my pussy lips boil over with arousal! “Jesus, I’m hot!” I told Ron as I wrestled myself into a particularly tight pair of jeans. “We should have done this years ago, just the way you wanted to, darling! I can’t wait to be a total bad girl for you tonight: I may even let you fuck me in the ass while he’s in my pussy, so be sure to bring along a tube of sex gel!”

			“T-That does sound hot,” Ron agreed, sounding strangely calm, reluctant, even! I looked at him and he further stammered, “but what if I’m not as…you know, hard as I should be? It sounds great, watching you in person, but we’ve never really done this before! Not all men are porn stars, you know, with dicks that get stiff whenever they want them to!”

			“With me completely naked with another big-dicked cutie, doing all sorts of nasty things with both you and him? Get real, Ron, I know you; your huge pussy-stuffer will be so hard, you could use it to drive nails with!”

			Ron smiled nervously and finished getting ready. For some reason, he had elected to go the full suit-and-tie route tonight, for his first face-to-face meeting with Frank Stanton, while I was in my tightest pair of jeans, red high heels and a crimson  blouse that was sheer enough to read the evening paper through if you so desired. As it was, you could clearly see my pink-nippled breasts through it.

			“Don’t you think you had better at least put on a bra, even a see-through one? Ron asked me as we started to leave the bedroom minutes later. “We don’t want to get pitched out of the restaurant for causing a scene, after all.”

			“This is San Francisco; they’ve seen tits before!” I said imperiously. Besides, I’m going to be wearing a coat.”

			Ron was still muttering under his breath about my naked tits bobbling all around for all the world to see as we made our way down the hall toward the kitchen. The girls were seated at the counter of the breakfast bar again, eating a piece of chocolate cake apiece this time instead of ice cream.

			“Holy Jesus, Mom! Nice outfit for a business dinner!” Olivia said, eyeing my nearly naked breasts through my blouse.

			“No kidding!” Jessica chimed in; her big blue eyes wide with shock. “What kind of business, exactly, is this again?”

			“We’re thinking of putting up the money so a medical doctor friend of your mother’s can expand his practice,” Ron lied smoothly to his daughters.

			“I thought doctors made even more money than lawyers,” Olivia retorted.

			“Not this lawyer, kiddo!” he told her, tapping his forefinger to the side of his head, “Smart, like a fox, and always on the lookout for profitable investments! That’s the secret of this family’s financial success!”

			Also, you’ve gotten ahead by cheating the government by paying less in taxes than you actually owe, and other devious and borderline illegal practices that you’ve blithely engaged in over the years! I thought to myself as I watched him lie to our daughters and to himself. But my mouth stayed closed. I knew I was as guilty as he was, having known about his various tax write-off shenanigans over the years but remaining mum about them. 

			We made our way into the garage and settled into the Lexus. The hotel was just minutes away. We didn’t talk much on the freeway about what was about to happen. We just sat back in the plush leather seats and gathered our thoughts about the evening to come.

			Dr. Frank’s text came at a little before seven, letting us know that he was in the restaurant, waiting for us and that we had suite two-oh-five for the night. I looked over at Ron as I read him the text, adding, “So, I guess we’re really doing this tonight, aren’t we?”

			
“We sure are, sexy, unless your nipples are lying to me!”

			I looked down at my see-through blouse and noticed what he had—that my big, pinkish-rose-colored nipples were already half-erect on my chest at the mere thought of what was about to happen! Smiling nervously at my husband, I admitted, “I’m ready to do this if you want me to. I’m ready to be a nasty girl for you and the good doctor all night long!”

			“I can’t believe I’m going to be there this time; actually watching it all in person,” Ron sighed as he pulled into the hotel parking lot and parked right in front of an ornamental palm tree.

			“Get ready to see it all, because the show’s about to start, Mister!” I gave him my sexiest growl as I opened the door and got out of the Lexus.

			Dr. Stanton had snagged us one of the best tables in the place, close to the bar, so that we didn’t have to wait long for our drinks. I had a vodka martini with a green olive, and Ron had a Scotch and water, the same as our host for the evening was having. My two men shook hands before we sat down, both of them sizing the other up and clearly liking what they saw.

			Ron was smiling confidently as he asked, “So, tell me, Frank, are you some sort of specialist or a General Practitioner?”

			“I’m a GP, but I guess you could say I specialize in the ladies in my free time,” he replied, flashing a charming smile my way. “Especially when they’re as flat-out gorgeous as your wife!”

			“She’s a stunner, as far as looks go, I’ll agree with that,” Ron said, smiling at me as well. “But it’s her… adventurous nature and her penchant for taking chances that sets Roz apart from the crowd. She’s much more than a jaw-dropping rack and a nice ass!”

			 “I saw that at our first meeting,” Frank Stanton said, still staring at me admiringly. “Her little trick with the cell phone camera in my Beamer was both delightful and wildly unexpected.”

			We ordered dinner and, after the waiter had departed the table, the doctor asked, “How did you come to do that old porn loop?”

			I explained about my being a cheerleader at Berkeley, where Ron and I had met, and about how those of us on the squad who had posed nude for the “Girls of the PAC-10” photo shoot had become even closer after doing it; and how one of my new girlfriends had conned me into doing the porn loop with her. “It sounded daring, and fun, and we’d make a couple of thousand dollars for an afternoon’s work,” I told him, taking a forkful of my recently-served green salad. “That sounded like a fortune to us back then.”

			“I knew Robin, Roz’s girlfriend from the cheer squad, through one of my buddies on the football team. They introduced us, and I was captivated, right off the bat,” Ron explained further. “I had never met a girl who had posed nude before, or made a facial loop. And she was so nice, in person; so natural! She wasn’t hard or cynical or much like a bad girl, who’d do porn! She was like the girl next door who had a wild side! I was entranced!”

			Dr. Frank laughed and said, “I don’t blame you; a normal, knockout girl who didn’t mind getting down-and-dirty, when the occasion called for it. But was sedate and sensible most of the time! What’s not to like?”

			“She’s been a great wife and mom, too!” Ron assured his new friend. “We have two teenage daughters that’s she’s raised mostly by herself—my legal career has been so time-intensive that I haven’t been around as often as I’d have liked—and the girls are great! Good academic records and squeaky-clean, as far as getting into trouble goes!”

			“No posing for men’s magazines, or making porn loops so far, I take it?” Dr. Frank asked me kiddingly.

			“Not as far as we know anyway,” I replied with a smile. “The oldest one doesn’t have the tits for it and the youngest one is only sixteen. Both of them are pretty, in their own way, and I’m fairly sure that both of them—like most teenage girls of today—know their way around a boy’s cock, but, like Ron says, they haven’t gotten into any trouble that we know of so far, so there’s that.”

			“Well, studies show that most normal teenage girls are sexually active by their late teens in today’s society,” Frank Stanton intoned sagely. “So, they’re no different than most of their peers.”

			Ron and I contemplated that for a few seconds and then he said with a sigh, “It doesn’t matter, really. They’ll both probably grow up to be Hotwives, or worse! Just look at their genetics; with a horndog father and a hot-pantsed mother like Roz!”

			We all shared a laugh over that gloomy, but true assessment. I laughed right along with Ron and the doctor, but I wondered in my heart of hearts if it was true: were my daughters doomed to become sluts, just like their mother, sitting here at dinner with her tits all but bared, waiting to go up to a hotel suite and be the worst kind of bad girl for both their father and a strange man?

			****

			“This is it,” Frank said, opening the door with his magnetic room key. “I checked it out a little right after I reserved it, before going down to dinner. Like most Marriot suites, it’s more that adequate for our purposes, I think.”

			He pointed at the king-size bed and grinned and I felt a tremor of excitement ripple through my pussy and on up my spine to my almost naked breasts as I thought about the three of us being together in that big bed! 

			Ron smiled at us and went over to test the springiness of the mattress with his palm, saying, “Well, it seems alright to me!”

			I took out my cell phone and tossed it to my husband, starting on the buttons lining the front of my sheer blouse.

			“Jesus, those are big and beautiful!” Frank Stanton whispered aloud. “I’d forgotten how bountiful those are!”

			He glanced at my husband and said, “You’re a lucky man, Ron!”

			My other half shrugged and offered Frank a sheepish smile as he replied, “Well, for tonight at least, so are you, Doc!”

			I pulled the unbuttoned blouse out of my tight jeans and tossed it on the floor, leaving myself naked to the waist.

			Diving on the bed, bouncing on the mattress as I undid my jeans, I said, “This isn’t fair! I want to see some male goodies naked in this room. I’m putting on the whole show here!”

			“You’re the loveliest part of it, Roz,” Frank assured me, undoing his belt and tugging his heavy knit shirt upward, baring his lean midriff. Ron and I can’t compete with your centerfold pulchritude, I’m afraid.”

			“Oh, I don’t know about that, Doctor Big Dick! From a woman’s point of view, there’s something downright alluring about a huge cock and a big set of balls, like yours and Ron’s!”

			“That’s true; something instinctual about wanting to mate with the most alpha male available,” the doctor huffed as he sat in one of the suite’s easy chairs to finish wriggling out of his jeans, shoes and socks. When he stood back up, he was clad only in his jockey shorts and they had a huge bulge of erect cock behind them as he stared unabashedly at my jiggling tits while I wrestled with my own tight jeans atop the nearby bed.

			Both of us all but ignoring Ron, who stood in the middle of the room, filming everything with the video camera function of my cell phone, Frank Stanton approached the bed like a man in a trance. I finally got my jeans and socks off, having kicked off my trainers when I had first entered the hotel suite, I sat up in the bed and scooched over to the mattress’s edge to meet Frank.

			Without even a look in my husband’s direction, I eased down the jockey shorts and held Frank’s mammoth cock in my palm, weighing it, admiring it, and ultimately leaning forward to shower it in butterfly-light kisses and caress it lovingly with my tongue. Ron made a sound like I had just kneed him in the balls while he watched me cozy up to another man’s dick, but I didn’t stop licking and kissing because Frank was gently urging me onward by then, murmuring, “That’s it, Roz! Kiss it, use your tongue, suck it while Ron watches!”

			The gigantic python of dick was standing out, away from my lover’s balls by now, no longer needing my palm for support. I slipped the thick head between my lips and began to suck as Frank took my head in between his hands and steadied my mouth for its hot skull-fucking.

			“Tilt your head back a little, so you can take it all!” he implored me as he speared his hardness into my lips and down my throat.

			You don’t have to give me tips on how to suck a huge cock! I told him mentally. I’ve been doing it for years!

			The entire length of the doctor’s mondo-cock was disappearing down my throat by now; I could see a mirror hanging on a wall across the big bedroom, and I could clearly see the outline of his fat dick tip bulging out in my throat as I gave him head.

			Ron could see it too! “All of it! She’s sucking all of it!” he mumbled numbly as he watched me go to town on the other man’s horsecock. The camera never wavered but I could see Ron’s knees threatening to buckle as he watched me being the worst kind of slut for him, and for Frank!

			 I hope he doesn’t faint dead away from excitement! I thought to myself in a sudden panic. That would be so embarrassing, for all of us! Though I suppose it couldn’t happen in a better situation—after all, Frank IS a doctor!

			I kept on sucking cock, Frank’s hands leaving my cheeks and drifting on downward to cup my bobbling breasts. He soon found my erect nipples and began to tweak them while I sucked, causing waves of exquisite sensation to cascade down my spine and into my juicing pussy!

			Ron made a growling sound as he watched us getting more and more turned on. I stole a glance at him out of the corner of my eye and saw that he was weaving back and forth on his feet, the cell phone still clutched to his face, his big cock tenting against the front of his slacks.

			“Got to fuck you now, Roz!” Frank grunted just then, pulling his pulsing erection nearly clear of my saliva-slick lips. Just the head of his monumental hard on was still in my mouth and I slavishly laved it with my tongue while I sucked, not knowing if I wanted his hot come in my mouth or my pussy.

			But Dr. Frank had obviously already made up his mind what he wanted! He leaned down and shoved me onto my back on the bed and motioned for me to work my way into the middle of it, still on my back, naked as I could be! His eyes seemed to bore into my wet cunt lips as I wriggled my way back: he’d already creamed my mouth, that time in the car, and now he clearly wanted to sample my hot pussy right in front of my husband!

			Not that Ron wasn’t into that, right at that moment, he growled: “Oh, yeah, Doc! Give her that big cock of yours! Drive it deep into her cheating little cunt!”

			Fully up on the bed by now, I reached down and grabbed the saliva-slick big cock in question and eagerly sat the head of it against my juicing pussy lips. Frank Stanton did the rest! He grunted and drove forward with his muscular hips, spearing his thick cock head between my lips and into my lust-slickened sheath!

			“Oh, God, babe; he’s so fucking BIG!” I said to Ron as another man filled me with hard, hot dick. “And he feels so goooooood!”

			Ron reacted to that just the way I’d thought he would, with a huge grin and with a lurch of his own cock behind his tented slacks. He never stopped watching intently, he never stopped filming as Frank fucked me hard and deep, like a man who hadn’t had pussy in years! 

			“Oh, fuck! That’s the way to give it to me!” I breathed in my lover’s ear as he humped away enthusiastically. “That’s the way I want it from you—hard and deep!”

			All three of us appeared to be in Heaven. Frank was grinning like a demented loon as he rutted away in me. Ron was almost drooling as he watched his longtime wife getting her brains balled out by someone else, while he filmed it all.

			And me? I was in a constant and rising state of ecstasy! Frank’s outsized dick felt so great, stretching me to my fullest, penetrating me so deeply with every thrust, his mighty balls were slapping against my upturned ass in a lust-driven tattoo of pure excitement: this man wanted to spunk me way up inside, to claim every inch of me for his own, right at this moment! I hadn’t been fucked this hard, this intensely since my mini-gangbang with the young weightlifters! It was exhilarating to be wanted this much, especially with Ron watching and being turned on by it too!

			“You’re an incredible fuck, Roz!” my handsome lover sighed into my ear as he got ready to fill me with his hot jizz. “I…I…. can’t last!”

			“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Take it, take it all! Frank groaned, emptying his nuts into me frantically, his eyes wild with the joy of coming.

			“God, so much! He’s really cutting loose in you, babe!” Ron gasped as he watched

			another man claim me.

			Ron had sidled closer to the bed while we were fucking. Now he was standing right next to it, videoing me as I climaxed on Frank’s spurting prick and his jism back-washed out of my filled-up cunt. “That’s a lot of spunk!” Ron observed as it ran down the crack of my ass and puddled beneath me on the bed.

			At last Frank ran out of semen. He pulled his spent dick from my overflowing confines and slid off me, staring up at Ron triumphantly.  “Want sloppy seconds?” he asked my cuckolded hubby.

			Ron must have broken the Olympic record for getting out of his clothes after he handed the cell phone to Frank and motioned for him to keep filming the waves of jism leaking out of my inundated cunt. Off came the tie, the dress shirt, the sportscoat and the slacks, with their spreading pre-come stain. He kicked out of his shoes and sat on the bed to work off his over-the-calf dress socks. When he stood back up, he was wearing only his boxer shorts, with their huge bulge, and a demented smile.

			“Got to fuck you, just like he did!” Ron said, nodding at Frank as he got back on the bed.

			“Oh, babe; I hope you do!” I said longingly. Another bone-rattling good fuck like Frank had just given me was bound to set off another screamer of an orgasm, and that sounded great to me just then!

			Ron was on me in an instant and his hard prick felt like the twin of Frank’s, though it was just a shade less thick and two inches shorter! But if was long enough, and it felt so familiar as it plowed me open, displacing come as it slid in, bathing my battered pussy lips in warm spunk as it sluiced in and out almost as frienzedly as Frank’s had. Ron wanted me too, just as badly as Frank had, even though his reasons were different. It felt as if Ron was taking back what was his as he rammed in and out of me, his cock gliding on a thick coat of his rival’s jism. I was Ron’s, as far as he was concerned and he meant to show me that with an overpowering, pussy-ripping fuck!

			I sensed that, but I really didn’t care! Ron hadn’t fucked me this deep or this hard in years, except, possibly, that night when he had first seen the weightlifter-orgy video. He had really banged me that night, just the way he was ravaging me now!

			“That’ s it! Fuck the holy living shit out of her!” Frank urged Ron in a soft but insistent voice from the other side of the bed. “Take back what’s yours! Fill her up with your jizz!”

			The doctor’s voice was cracking with excitement. I looked over and saw, to my surprise, that he was hard once again already! Frank Stanton looked to be as old as my husband—in his late thirties—yet here he was with his prick as hard as a teenage boy’s might have been in this situation, watching a big-titted slut getting her brains balled out!

			I watched his hand fly up and down his stiff dick and saw the frantic gleam in his eyes and realized that he was about to come again! He was standing very close to the head of the bed. All I’d have to do was turn my face toward him and stretch my neck out a little!

			“Don’t waste it: let me suck it for you!” I implored him, straining forward as far as I could on my left side, where Frank stood.

			He got my meaning immediately, kneeling onto the mattress and holding his rampant manhood out to me. I stuck my tongue out and licked all around his cock head, tasting my own dried juices on the slick surface, as well as his dried come.

			Ron, who was still pumping in and out of me like a demon, reached down and slipped a big hand behind my neck, supporting it and raising my head a little more, so Frank could fuck his own prick into my eagerly-accepting mouth more easily. I began to suck and lick automatically, my tongue swirling around Frank’s cock head as it penetrated my lips, licking the bubbling pre-come fluid away and swallowing it as it flowed up out of his big balls.

			“Suck it! Suck his fat dick off while I fuck you!” my husband grunted, rutting even harder.

			“It’s here! Oh, fuck, it’s here already!” the doctor gasped as his cock lurched in my mouth and began to fill it with spurts of slick, super-heated jizz!

			I came right along with him while I gulped the gooey load down, and my clenching pussy was too much for Ron! I felt him quiver between my legs and suddenly, a torrent of jism was coursing deep into my womb as well!

			These hot fuckers are really creaming me! I told myself as the twin deluges of cock juice splashed into my mouth and pussy at the same time. It doesn’t seem like they’ll ever run out of nut juice!

			But at last they did, of course. Frank’s massive horsecock went soft inside my mouth and the seemingly ceaseless gushes of come died away; just as Ron’s fat dick began to deflate in my drenched cunt and his wondfful gouts of semen died away.

			“Oh, man, that was some orgasm,” Ron sighed contentedly as his soft prick left my clasping pussy mouth.

			“I think my nuts are finally drained!” Frank said with equal contentment, his deflated manhood sliding from my sucking lips.

			“Well, I should hope so!” Ron chuckled happily. “You about drowned her in jizz just then, and there was an awful lot of it in her pussy when I got there!”

			He patted my ass affectionately, as though I was a prize mare who had just won a race and went on to say, “Yessir, my little Roz is quite the porn princess, deep down inside!”

			The feminist in me resented being thusly praised and discussed as if I weren’t even there. But I had to admit, it was kind of hot, being thought of as such an accomplished dirty girl by two rich and powerful men like my husband and Dr. Frank!

			“She’s quite the little jewel, I’ll have to say,” the doctor said then, running his hand lovingly through my disheveled hairdo. “I’ve had literally hundreds of blowjobs in my life—what with my hotwifing hobby and all—and I have to say, hers are among the best I’ve ever had!”

			The two satisfied men smiled complacently at one another for another long moment and I though they were going to high-five each other for a while. But at last they got out of bed and went across the broad suite to make two cocktails at the mini-bar.

			“I didn’t know if I was going to like being in a threesome,” Ron confided as he drank his scotch and water, “but I find that I do!”

			“You and Roz are a great couple,” Frank said in reply, toasting with his own drink, “and that makes all the difference, believe me.”

			“To Roz!” Ron said, turning to face the bed with his drink and holding it up in a celebratory manner.

			“To Roz!” Frank followed suit.

			I sat up in the bed and stared at the two naked men with their glasses held high, feeling their combined jizz running out of me at one end and still tasting the big load of the doctor’s cock cream in my mouth.

			“you might have thought to make the lady of the hour a drink as well,” I carped. “Since she’s the one doing all the work!”

			Ron dutifully went back to the mini-bar and found me a split of cheap champagne and opened it, pouring me a water glass full of the bubbly stuff. I was surprised at how well semen and champagne tasted together, but I didn’t mention it to the boys.

			****

			“My butt’s really sore this morning,” I complained to Ron as we stepped out of the hotel at ten the next morning.

			“I thought I used plenty of lube last night,” he protested out of the side of his mouth as we walked to our car.

			“There may not be enough lube on the planet to make your big dick feel good in my ass while a horsecock like Frank’s is in my pussy at the same time!” I groused as I slid gingerly into the passenger’s seat of our Lexus.

			“I didn’t hear you complaining last night!” Ron said. “We’ve been together long enough for me to distinguish between moans of pain and moans of enjoyment.”

			“Oh, I came like crazy while you two were doubling me,” I admitted as he started the engine. “But that doesn’t make it any less discomforting this morning!”

			We pulled out of the palm tree-studded parking lot and were soon on the freeway, bound for home. “What do we tell the girls about our being away all night?” I asked Ron while we drove along.

			“We’ll just say that the dinner meeting ran longer than we thought and there were lots of drinks involved, so we thought it best to get a hotel room, rather than dive home drunk,” Ron said casually.

			He grinned over at me and added, “See? We can make last night an object lesson for responsible behavior as well! No driving while intoxicated.”

			“I’m not sure I want my girls in a hotel room all night with some teenage bozo just because of a few drinks, thank you!” I growled over at my husband. “It’s hard to say which is worse, drunken driving or some all-night fuck party!”

			 We fought about that all the way home, Ron holding out for the hotel room and me defending drunk driving! It was a ludicrous argument and we both knew it. We were chuckling as we pulled into the garage a while later and more than ready to go in and face the curiosity and disapproval of our two teenagers.


		

	
		
			Chapter Eight

			Reunion Plans

			“Now that it’s almost here, I find myself wishing we hadn’t agreed to attend this thing!’

			Ron and I were in the bedroom, our suitcases open, tentatively packing for this weekend’s Twentieth Reunion of my high school class.

			“I don’t know what you’re so worried about. We got through mine okay,” he said cheerily.

			I glared at him before answering, “Thanks to you emails to your old buddies, we spent all weekend wondering who knew about my pictorial career and who didn’t. This weekend, we won’t have to wonder! Everyone in Ridge Point knew about that photoshoot a month after the magazine came out! Everyone! My folks nearly died of shame. They even talked about selling their place and moving somewhere different. So, believe me, everyone at the reunion is going to have seen those old pictures!”

			Ron tut-tutted, still packing industriously. I think he was secretly fond of the idea of being married to the Bad Girl of Ridge Point High!

			My suspicions were all but confirmed a few seconds later, when he said: “Oh, this needn’t be so bad. We should capitalize on it, in fact!”

			“What the fuck do you mean?” I shot back immediately, closing the lid on my half full suitcase.

			He grinned, even as his face turned slightly red with embarrassment as he said, “Think about it, darling. Your old boyfriends have no doubt been thinking about you from time to time ever since that magazine came out! The ones who fucked you probably wish they’d tried more with you—after all, a girl who’d pose completely nude would no doubt be up for anything a guy might suggest, sexually speaking! At least that’s what a teenage guy might think!”

			I must have looked unconvinced, because he went on to say quickly, “Trust me on that one. I know how a teenage guy thinks, I was one!”

			Pausing for a moment to add a pair of khaki walk shorts to his suitcase, he said, “And the guys who dated you that you didn’t fuck; they’ve spent twenty years fantasizing about how things could have been, if they’d just been a little bit bolder!”

			I just looked across the bed at him, shocked and slightly taken aback by what he’d just said so blithely. He added, “Think about what that might mean, if we played our cards right this weekend!

			My always-horny, voyeuristic husband had the same leering look in his eye that he usually had when he rehashed out wild night with Doctor Frank, so I knew what he was thinking already. But I asked anyway, just to hear him say it aloud.

			“What are you saying?” I demanded.

			He again looked embarrassed, but he asked in a soft voice, “Weren’t there any guys you dated back in high school that you wish things had gone a little…differently with?”

			“You mean boys I really liked but I was never that intimate with, because I didn’t go that far when I dated them?” I asked woodenly.

			“Yeah, maybe guys you dated during your freshman or sophomore year, when you were still a virgin.” He replied gloatingly, knowing full well that I hadn’t lost my virginity until the summer right before my junior year in high school.

			Over our long years together, Ron and I had shared the intimate details of nearly every sexual encounter we’d ever had. So he knew about how close I’d come to letting a particularly sweet boy named Tim bed me when I’d been a freshman on the Junior Varsity cheer squad.

			 We’d run into each other downtown, and spent the afternoon listening to our newly-acquired records in my room out at my parents’ house. It had been early summertime but it was still hot in Ridge Point. It was always hot in Ridge Point during the summer months, with the sweltering San Juaquin Valley temperatures and the added moisture in the air from all the irrigation going on. 

			Tim O’ Shaughnessy was a cutie I had met during a brief stint on the school paper. He was a thin, trim, smart kid who had served as my editor when I was trying to become a hot young girl reporter, before discovering that brownish - blonde girls with long legs, the beginnings of big tits, and winning smiles were much better suited to jumping around, waving pom poms than they were conducting interviews; especially when they were as spelling-challenged as I was!

			We had remained casual friends, always saying “Hi” to each other in the hallways and acknowledging each other when his posse ran into mine at the mall. Our chance meeting at the record shop had revealed an unexpected mutual interest in Shania Twain, of all people! He thought her lyrics were witty and cogent, while I thought she was one of the hottest women I’d ever seen, and I just couldn’t get enough of her videos!

			I literally begged my mom to let me get my hair dyed brunette that summer, and to buy me some hot outfits like Shania wore when singing her songs! My mom had been wise enough to know that a star-struck young fangirl with a newly-acquired dye job slinking down the halls of Ridge Point High School in a glittery hotpants outfit was more likely to draw sniggers and a school suspension than “ooohs” and “aaahs:” of admiration and strictly forbid me to follow in hot Shania’s footsteps!

			But I could still buy her songs and listen to them. And I did! Tim and I sat on the bed in my room, listening to “That Don’t Impress Me Much” over and over on my small stereo set up, while my parents and sisters toiled away outside, irrigating the peach orchard, tending to the raisin vineyard, and doing the other myriad of hot, sticky chores I should have been helping them with, instead of lollygagging away the afternoon sitting on my bed with Tim, listening to Shania.

			No one came in the house; they were much too busy, doing all the things it took to keep our small family farm and ranch operation humming along. I could have fucked Tim, if I’d known how. Or given him a blowjob, if I’d known how to do that back then. 

			We could have at least made out a little—who knows where that would have led to? But Tim was Tim; an inexperienced boy, and I was just me; a relatively inexperienced young girl of fourteen or so.

			So, we had just flirted and talked the afternoon away, each of us too young and unsavvy to make the first move. He was one guy I regretted not getting closer to; just to see how that would have worked out, so Ron was right about that!

			I’m sure that when that magazine feature came out, Tim was kicking himself for not at least trying to kiss me. And I know that over the years, I’ve wondered what would have happened if I hadn’t been wearing that skimpy bra under my little tank top that day. Would he have been able to keep his hands off of my titties if my bare nipples had been exposed one of the many times I leaned over to get something, or adjust my socks as we’d sat on that bed?

			Oh well, water under the bridge, as they say,” I told myself now as I thought of darling little Tim and our almost-hook up in my bedroom on that long-ago summer day.

			But maybe I hadn’t totally missed out on Tim! Not from the way my husband was still leering expectantly at me from across the bed!

			“What did you have in mind?” I asked him at last, half dreading the answer.

			“Well, since your old high school class has such an up to date website, with current email and Facebook addresses for most of your old classmates, I was thinking we could use that to our advantage,” Ron chuckled evilly. “we could host a little party in our room, invitation only, after the main meet-and-greet on the first night of the reunion is over.”

			“Oh, and just who would be invited to our party?” I asked, my voice a mixture of sarcasm and excitement.

			“Guys you haven’t seen since you graduated.” Ron said simply. “Guys you used to go out with or guys you wish you had gone out with.” He winked at me as he said that, and I knew he was referring to boys like Tim; guys I wish something had happened with, but I’d been too young or inexperienced when I’d been with them to properly…pursue my desires with. In other words, guys I’d missed out on!

			“And just how would that work?” I asked him, intrigued by the lasciviousness of the idea but not wanting to show it.

			“Just like with Frank Stanton,” Ron said with a big, shit-eating smile.

			A gangbang featuring old lovers and guys I missed out on, with my husband there, watching it all! I thought, my traitorous clit throbbing at the very nastiness of it all.

			“One suggestion,” I finally spoke after a minute’s lag in the conversation.

			He shrugged, still smiling. We get two rooms; one for us to party in and a second one for the two of us to sleep in. And we do this on the second night of the reunion, not the first.”

			He looked somewhat taken aback by my suggestion, so I explained with a steely little smile of my own, “We don’t want to have to clean up the party suite before we turn in for the night and if you think the dance night at your reunion was awkward--with us guessing who knew about the photo shoot and the facial loop and who didn’t—that would be nothing compared to maneuvering around the dance floor with the whole place buzzing about us hosting a cluster-fuck the night before in our hotel room; trust me on that one!”

			“You’re right, of course,” Ron admitted after thinking it over. “The second night would be much better for our purposes.”

			****

			Ridge Point, California is about twenty miles from the much bigger Fresno, and is now sort of a suburb of the larger San Joaquin Valley town. It still has its Main Street, where my girlfriends and I had roamed through the stores when we were back in grade school and high school, but most of those stores are long-gone; they’ve now been converted into antique shops or used book stores or mom-and-pop convenience stores or cafes. A brand-new motel, called the Ridge Point Inn and Suites now stands where the old movie theater once stood, and that’s where Ron and I checked into our two rooms for the reunion weekend.

			“I bet the seat from which I saw the Wild, Wild West movie with Will Smith was right about here, somewhere. I distinctly remember being up in the balcony on the night I saw that film and our room is on the second floor,” I told Ron as we unpacked our bags for our weekend in Ridge Point. 

			We’d already been to the party suite we’d rented on the third floor, and we’d set up a bar, with newly-purchased bottles of gin, vodka, scotch and Canadian whiskey, along with mixers and an ice bucket, which we’d fill from the motel’s ice machine tomorrow night right before our invited male guests started arriving.

			I had a mental list of the guys I wanted to party with, so I could barely wait to get to the Friday night meet and greet to see how my memories of them from high school matched up with today’s version of my old crushes! 

			The first couple of them I met, Marv Shatner and Gabe Talmage, were huge disappointments.  Marv had been tall and shy and very handsome—in an unknowing, bashful, country bumkin sort of way back in the sophomore geometry class I’d shared with him. And Gabe had been slim and as dark complexioned as a Mexican when he and his family had lived just down the county road from me. He’d had mischievous brown eyes and jet-black hair, and a confident, worldly-wise way about him that had stayed unshakable and charming, no matter how many times guys had one-upped him or how many girls had made a fool of him. 

			Now, Gabe stood hunched over with an aura of defeat about him and a large pot-gut that spoke of too many beers and too many broken dreams. Marv had grown into a big, fat, slob with vacant eyes that hinted at a few too many pipes of weed.

			I didn’t want to end up in bed with either of them—that was for sure—and I was suddenly thankful that I hadn’t ever given into my girlish impulses to give them a night to remember when I’d been in my teens! Tim O’ Shaughnessy had changed a lot too, but the thought of fucking him still intrigued me, somehow.

			 On that magical long-ago summer afternoon in my room, Tim had been barely sixteen, slightly built, with longish, wavy brown hair and huge brown eyes that had seemed liquid and bottomless as I had stared into them. Tonight, twenty-some years later, Tim was forty-something years old, not all that thin and that wavy brown hair had mostly vanished. What was left, was mostly greying as it ran around his bald head in a close-cropped fringe that was longer on the left side of his scalp so that he could comb it over a bit.

			Those big, brown eyes of his were still sexy and mischievous and full of fun, however as I stared into them when we said “hello” after so many years! There was just something about Tim that set my heart to beating faster and made my nipples sit up and take notice as he, like everyone else I’d met this evening—after all, everyone here knew about the nude layout I’d done—stared at my chest for longer than he should have, smiling.

			Tim’s wife was a red-haired little bitch named Mitzi, who he’d met while he’d been teaching a graduate seminar in Journalism at UCLA a few years back. I’d read all about her on Tim’s Facebook page. She was two decades younger than him, being twenty-nine or so, to our late thirties and early forties, and she was a pretty little thing, with big, blue eyes, a red-head’s fair skin and more freckles than you could count.

			“That’s some gown! But then I’d expect nothing less from a girl like you!” Mitzi said when we were introduced.

			Mitzi was wearing a low-cut little summer frock, like many of the girls present, and I was wearing a haute couture creation that I’d bought in San Francisco, especially for tonight’s gathering. It was glittery and slit up the right leg nearly to my thong panties; the bodice was almost transparent but it had several layers of diaphanous material over it, hanging down like butterfly wings, so it seemed to float when I walked or moved my arms. The main dress was aquamarine in color and the feathery bits were various shades of white and blue meant to compliment it.

			The dress had set me back five grand, and I thought I looked fabulous in it, so I was a little angry at her offhand “a girl like you” comment. I asked her straight out what she had met by it.

			Mitzi’s face colored a little as she murmured something about me being “a woman whose reputation preceded her” and went on to say something about the hot weather. 

			I snorted and said, “Ridge Point is always hotter than the gates of Hell in the summertime!” And Tim and Ron quickly agreed, commenting on how it was even too hot to play golf comfortably, unless you hit the links at daybreak or when the sun was about to go down.

			“I tried to play several times when we’d visit Roz’s folks during the summer, when they still lived out on the ranch, and I about died of heatstroke out on that parched course!” Ron recalled.

			“My dad and I did the same,” Tim offered. “I was born here, like Roz. But after you’ve been away for a while you just can’t take the heat like you used to, I guess. Dad would beat me every time and I didn’t even care! All I wanted was to finish the game, so that we could have a cool one in the lounge after it was over.”

			“Is your dad still here?” I asked. “My folks finally sold their property and bought a retirement cottage on the Oregon coast. Their both gone now, a few years ago for Dad and just last year for Mom.”

			“My folks are out at Ridge Point Memorial,” Tim intoned sadly.” They both passed away a few years back.”

			The couple drifted off to shake new hands and have another drink a few minutes later. I pulled Ron aside and whispered, “I’m going to invite Tim to our little party tomorrow night.”

			He looked at me strangely and said, “Okay, I’m a little surprised, but okay; whoever you want. What about the wife?”

			“I’ll explain that it’s going to be mostly guys. He can bring her if he wants, but her not being in our class, not knowing anyone, will be awkward for her. Maybe she’ll stay in their room and tell him to go without her, I hope!” I told my husband.

			“Whatever you want, babe,” he said again waggling his eyebrows at me.

			Another couple approached us just then, Laura Gaines and her husband, and introduced themselves. I had no interest in re-establishing ties with Laura, whom I had disliked in high school, and her husband was tall, hulking and even less interesting than Gabe and Marv had been, so we chatted with them only briefly before moving on to Jim Johnson and his date for the evening, Kathy Riggles, who was one year behind us in school but had been on Varsity Cheer with me. Jim and I had dated briefly during our junior year and had shared a few nights in the front seat of his dad’s Club Cab pick-up, out on Hunter’s overlook, a popular make out spot back in the day. 

			Jim was just as tall and handsome now as he’d been back then. The few extra pounds and the grey hairs Father Time had sprinkled into his dark beard and hair seemed to add to his sex appeal, not detract from it. I wondered, as we talked, if his fistful of hard cock was still as impressive as it had been back then? I resolved to find out, inviting him to our small after-party the next evening then and there! I promised him an email between then and now, featuring the correct room number, so he wouldn’t forget, and making a small joke about how none of our memories were as sharp as they once had been.

			“Now, him I can see!” Ron whispered in my ear as the couple left us. “He’s a stud! That Tim guy, however, strikes me as a schlub!”

			“My farewell pussy tour, my choice!” I reminded him cattily, patting his cheek with my palm. “Sloppy seconds are all you’ll be getting tomorrow night, no matter who or how many I invite. You’d best remember that!”

			“That’s all I’m hoping for,” my cuckold responded with a big, goofy smile.


		

	
		
			Chapter Nine

			Saturday Night

			I spent the morning on our high school class website, getting email addresses on the lucky finalists, texting them an invitation to tonight’s after-party, and the correct room number. Ron and I ate a mediocre breakfast at a chain breakfast and lunch place, with me texting away merrily, commenting on dick size and such in between emails, and sipping bad coffee.

			“Well, at least the quality of breakfast places in good old Ridge Point hasn’t slipped, over the years,” Ron said jovially, toasting me with his half empty coffee cup. “It was always been shitty and it still is!”

			“You got that right, darling,” I answered him happily, hitting “send” on my message to Jim Johnson. “The best food we got here was always at Mom and Dad’s house, and they’re both gone now, so this is it, I guess!”

			“Do you want to drive out to what used to be their ranch today, just to have a final look around?” Ron asked me.

			“Nah, my sister, Jerry, told me that when she and her husband did that when they were through here last year, the big ag outfit that bought it had torn the old house and barn down and put in a parking lot! All of what used to be the raisin vineyard is gone, replaced with peach trees, and there’s a big, industrial-looking packing shed standing right in the middle of what used to be Mom’s rose garden. I think I’d rather remember it the way it used to be: it would be just too depressing to see all that!”

			“I don’t blame you,” Ron grimaced. “Such is progress, I guess, babe.”

			“Fuck progress,” I exclaimed in a low whisper.

			A minute of reflection went by before he murmured, so no one in the half full restaurant would hear him, “Speaking of fucking, I can’t help wondering how tonight is going to turn out. These dudes aren’t sophisticated city slickers like Doctor Frank, for the most part. Do you think they’ll take to wife-sharing right off?”

			“Pussy’s pussy and hard cocks are hard cocks,” I reminded him coolly. “I doubt the fact that Jim Johnson is a country bumpkin is going to stop him from fucking me tonight, when it becomes apparent to him that’s what we’re offering!”

			“I hope you’re right. I’d hate to have this all blow up in our faces,” Ron said somewhat uneasily. “This all sounded so much easier, when we were back in the city.”

			“Don’t be getting cold feet at this late date, hubby of mine!” I cautioned him sarcastically as I finished up my coffee.

			****

			We quickly ran out of things to do in bucolic, small-town Ridge Point as soon as the last email was sent out, but we weren’t quite so bored or foolhardy as to participate in the impromptu softball game that was going on among my equally bored alums in the town’s main park, at the softball diamond. It was a hundred and two by one o’clock, the start time of the game, when we drove over there, just to watch from the relative comfort of our Lexus.

			Jim Johnson was there, playing first base, of course, just as he had in high school.

			Big Jim was tan and shirtless, clad only in cut-off jeans, athletic socks and trainers as he held forth at first.

			“God, look at how ripped he still is!” I couldn’t help but blurt out loud as we drove up.

			“I wonder if his cock is still as big as you said it was back in high school?” Ron wondered aloud.

			“Well, I’ve seen lots of big cocks since then, including yours,” I informed him, “but I guess we’ll find out tonight, if all goes as planned.”

			There was an unexpected knock on my window and Tim was there, rapping his knuckles against the glass and grinning at me. Both he and his wife, Mitzi, wore out-sized Panama straw hats and colorful Hawaiian luau shirts, walk shorts, sandals, and were holding frosty-looking Coors beer cans.

			I thumbed the power window down and recoiled from the superheated blast of hot air from the outside, causing my big tits to jiggle inside the tube top I had on. Tim’s eyes were instantly riveted to them, watching every ripple and eddy, and to my vast surprise, I noticed Mitzi’s gaze was focused in the same place as her husband’s! 

			“Hello, babe. Are you and Ron going to play?” Tim said at last.

			“Too fucking hot for us!” I assured him. “How about you and Mitzi?”

			“We’re just going to watch and drink these,” Tim said, holding up the sixteen-ounce Coors. “Can I get you each one?”

			“Open container in a car? Not a good idea in broad daylight in the City Park,” my lawyer-husband pointed out.

			“Dave Dilaboo is Chief of Police now. He’s sitting over there, in the stands drinking one of these himself,” Tim pointed to a tall, thin figure I vaguely recognized from high school. “So I doubt you’re going to get in any trouble.”

			“Dave Dilaboo is head of the cops?” I asked, thunderstruck. “But he was the biggest drunk in our class; always getting into trouble!”

			“I know; go figure,” Tim said, shaking his head.

			“Well, in that case, a cold beer sounds awfully nice, right about now,” Ron said cagily.

			“I’ll get them,” Mitzi offered, handing her Coors to Tim to hold before starting off across the parking lot toward the big ice chest that rested near the bottom of the bleachers.

			“Mitzi seems nice, but don’t bring her to the after-party in our suite if you can avoid it,” I suddenly murmured to Tim. He looked surprised and disappointed when I said that, so I rapidly added, “it’s just that she wasn’t in our class. She won’t know anyone there, other than you and Ron and I.”

			Tim gave me a confident smile and said, “Oh, my little Mitzi is quite good at meeting new people.”

			Dismayed by his tenacity, I straightened up in my seat. This had the hoped—for effect on my tube top. The clingy material stuck to the leather seat behind me and inched the top downward a little, baring more of my cleavage as I said provocatively to Tim, “I’m going to be too busy showing you more of me than you’ve ever seen before tonight, to take time out to introduce her around.”

			“I saw that pictorial you did while you were in college, so I’ve already seen all you might show me,” he murmured softly, clearly keenly aware of Ron’s nearby presence.

			“I stand by my previous statement,” I said, straightening up another few inches, revealing more of my sumptuous breasts to his avid gaze. “I intend to show you all I have tonight, if you want to see it!”

			He glanced at Ron, who was staring fixedly at the softball diamond and the action therein. I said, “Ron won’t mind. He’s into sharing.”

			Tim looked slightly flabbergasted, but before he could say another word, his wife rejoined us with two unopened beers. “Aaah! That really hits the old spot,” Ron said gratefully as I handed one of them to him and watched him pry it open and take several large swallows.

			“Oh, Jim’s up to bat!” I nearly squealed with excitement. “Let’s watch him!”

			All eyes turned to the tall, manly figure at the plate, hefting the long bat as if it weighed nothing.

			“Get ready to whiff, Jimbo!” Barry Benson said as he loosed the first pitch toward home plate.

			Barry had been quite the athlete back in high school, along with Jim. But the years hadn’t treated Barry as kindly. His barrel-like chest had  by now morphed into a barrel-like upper body, his hefty torso coming straight down to his waistline, with no hint of an inward “V” shape, the way it had when he’d been eighteen. His waistline must have measured out at a forty-two or so, meaning six-foot, two Barry probably tipped the scales at somewhere around two-fifty!

			All that extra weight hadn’t slowed his under-hand fastball down much, though. It whistled toward the plate with all the speed of a cannonball! And I was sure Jim was doomed.

			The big first baseman was more than ready for it, however; turning his powerful hips smoothly as he swung his bat. There was the sharp crack of bat making contact with leather and the ball soared toward the left field fence.

			“That sucker’s out of here!” Ron shouted excitedly before chugging more of his beer. “Just watch!”

			Ron had been a star on the varsity football team at Berkeley when I’d first met him, but he’d played at lot of baseball in his life as well. He hadn’t lost his feel for the game, as it turned out. The ball sailed over the fence by a good ten feet and Jim Johnson hotdogged it around the bases like he’d just hit the game-winner in a World Series seventh game, waving at all his mostly female fans and smiling like the ham athlete he was.

			That big showboat hasn’t changed a lick since high school! I thought as I watched his antics. And I loved him for it! 

			That’s what had been so neat, being Jim Johnson’s main squeeze back then; basking in his reflected glory, having everyone on campus know that you were the girl who was keeping him happy! I remembered with fondness my brief stint as his go-to girl way back then, and wondered briefly if that wasn’t part of what I’d found so appealing about Ron years later— being part of his campus celebrity?

			Nah, not really! I told myself. Berkeley wasn’t Ridge Point High; being on the arm of one of the Big Men on Campus at Cal wasn’t the same as being the steady girlfriend of the local sports legend of the moment!

			“That was a well-hit home run!” Ron chortled, “Your old friend, Jim, is quite the stud!

			“I’m sure he’s going to hit it out of the park with me tonight, darling,” I said to him teasingly. “He’s got a dick that gets hard as that ball bat, or at least he did back in high school.”

			“He looks to be in good shape,” Ron said appraisingly, staring at the strutting, preening Jim through the windshield as my old lover walked back and forth behind home plate, waving the bat around like a baton, exhorting the crowd to cheer even more.

			“I do hope he doesn’t get sunburned, going this long without a shirt under this sun!” Ron said doubtfully, watching Jim play unashamedly to the crowd.

			“He works construction, from what I heard at the party last night,” I said dismissively. “Those guys work with their shirts off all the time around here, as hot as it gets. Look at him’; he’s as brown as a Mexican already!”

			“Well, I suppose it’s alright,” Ron said dubiously, as Jim paraded around proudly with his shirt off, his muscular body mahogany-colored from the sun and gleaming with a light coating of sweat. Those abs were washboard-hard and defined, and that waistline couldn’t have been much more than a delicious thirty-two inches around.

			I licked my lips and dreamed of sucking Jim’s long cock once more. It was one of the ones I’d taught myself to suck cock on, back in high school! I hadn’t known how to do that when I’d first started going steady with Jim, but at the close of our two-month, whirlwind romance, I’d known how to lick dick and swallow come with the best of them, much to the delight of my subsequent boyfriends!

			Jim had been a stern taskmaster: ‘That’s the way to suck it, babe! Get that last inch! Use that talented little tongue of yours on my cock head as you suck: swallow it all!  Get every last drop!’

			I’d been a very competent little cocksucker by end of our time together, when he’d dumped me for a little freshman girl by the name of Jennie Ryan! Jennie’d had big brown eyes and dark hair, and an enormous pair of tits for a girl her age! I had heard she’d been a virgin when she started dating Jim, but I bet that hadn’t been the case after a few weeks! I could just see him, training innocent little Jennie to suck cock just the way he liked it, and to fuck like a bunny in the front seat of his dad’s old pick-up, just like he had trained me!

			Oh, well. Water under the bridge, or in Jim’s case semen down the pipe! I said to myself as I watched Jerry Gainer strike out, thus ending the inning as the game finally resumed.

			Tim and his wife drank beer and chatted with us for a couple of more innings before finally drifting away to sit in the stands. Jim hit a triple the next time he was up, driving in two more runs, and Ron finally said, “This is a lopsided affair. Want to go back to the hotel and freshen up before the big cocktail party and dance tonight?”

			I was long done with my beer and an air-conditioned room, a cleansing shower, and a real drink sounded like heaven to me, so I said “yes” and away we went.

			****

			“So, that Jim guy has a big wanger?” Ron asked from the bathroom.

			I was lying nude on the bed, having just finished my own shower and dried off before surrendering the small motel bathroom to my husband.

			“The question is, I guess, is it as big as this? Ron stepped into the room, as nude as I was, his large penis half-erect and displayed on a white towel, as if it was some sort of precious jewel.

			With a flourish, he let the towel fall away and his massive dick stood out from his body on its own, throbbing with excitement and growing harder by the second.

			Playing along, I half sat up on the bed and stared at my husband’s very familiar prick as though I were seeing it for the first time. “It’s been so long since I last saw Jim’s, I can’t be sure,” I said as though I was trying hard to remember what Jim’s looked like. 

			“Why don’t you bring that a little closer, so I can examine it more closely,” I teased him.

			I had scooted over to the edge of the bed closest to Ron as I spoke, so now I was sitting with me feet dangling off the bed and my big tits thrust outward, for him to drool over. 

			My nipples were already stiff as I reached out and hefted his fat cock in my palm.

			“Mmmmm, I seem to remember Jim’s being heavier, but that could be because I was an inexperienced young girl back then, not yet a porn princess!”

			Ron smiled and stepped a little closer. “Maybe if I tasted it? I murmured teasingly, moving my head closer to his dick.

			I licked all around his cock head and then slit it into my mouth, followed by about three inches of the long shaft. Ron moaned and fed me the rest of his towering cock, right down to his clenching balls. I swirled my tongue all around it as if tasting it for the very first time.

			“No, that’s not working either!” I sighed as I moved my head back and let his saliva-dripping prick fall away from my mouth.

			“What about if I fucked you with it?” Ron suggested helpfully.

			I lay back on the bed and worked my way into its center, opening my legs for him. He got between them and rubbed his engorged cock head against my moistening cunt lips. 

			Sliding inside with a minimum of resistance, he thrust inside me balls-deep right away. I gasped at being filled so fully with hard cock and then murmured in his ear as he began to fuck me. “Oh, I think yours is bigger, but I’m going to have to fuck Jim again tonight to be sure!”

			“Okay by me, porn princess, as long as I get to watch,” he growled in my ear as he banged me.

			“Always, darling; you’ll always get to watch if you want to,” I hissed back moving my hips in time with his thrusts.

			****

			The cocktail party and dance seemed to drag along. Both Ron and I were anxious to get to our own little after-party event! I danced with Tim once and rubbed my boobies shamelessly against his chest. “I’m going to do tonight what I should have done in my bedroom that afternoon, if you’re up for it, stud!” I told him in a breathy whisper.

			“I’ve daydreamed about that day so many times since then, especially after that magazine pictorial came out,” Tim admitted, his face coloring.

			“You may think you’ve seen it all, but you haven’t!” I growled up at him in my raspiest, sexiest voice. “You will tonight, if you come to our little party!”

			“And Ron won’t mind?” Tim asked, less surprised than I would have thought.

			“He’ll love it!” I assured him. “He likes to see me in action with other guys!”

			“Oh, he’s one of those,” Tim said. His tone sounded non-judgmental, even though what he said sounded judgmental enough.

			“One of those?” I demanded haughtily.

			“Cuckolds,” Tim responded as if he’d just called Ron a republican or some other harmless noun.

			“I suppose I’m one, too, when you get right down to it,” my old high school crush admitted off-handedly enough.

			That dance ended too soon, as far as I was concerned. Tim went off to find his wife, who was dancing with Ron and the two of them walked away, looking deep in whispered discussion.

			“Did Mitzi say anything to you about their sex life?” I queried Ron when I finally found him at the bar.

			“Not a word; why?” was his befuddled response.

			“Oh, nothing’s really concrete at this point, but I think our little after-party may be even hotter than we thought tonight, especially if Tim and Mitzi attend!”

			I told Ron what Tim had said when he’d found out Ron liked to watch and my husband stroked his chin musingly and said, “How interesting! Mitzi’s quite a piece in her own right! Would you mind if I..?” He let his voice trail off suggestively and I said, “Only if I get to watch—turnabout’s fair play, you know!”

			****

			Jim Johnson rushed up to me at ten till two and asked me to dance. When he had me out on the floor, he asked, “What’s this little party all about?”

			“Why did you wait until now to ask me? Don’t you ever check your texts?”

			“Oh, those damnfool things! I haven’t got time for all this text messaging and voice mail shit!”

			I smiled up at the grinning Neanderthal and said, “Well, I’m going to suck your cock tonight, if you want me to, that’s what the party is all about. Are you coming or not?”

			Jim looked nonplussed for a second, then said, “What about your hubby? He’s a damn big guy! I don’t want to get into it with him, if I don’t have to!”

			“All taken care of,” I smiled at him disarmingly, I hoped, and finished with: “Ron likes to watch me with other guys.”

			Jim looked cold-cocked by that. He grinned wickedly and whispered, “What a puss--letting other guys fuck his woman!”

			“Different strokes for different folks,” I told my old flame angrily.

			“Well, that’s different as hell, you’ll have to admit!” Jim said defensively, shaking his head in disapproval.

			“If you want this body again, show up tonight at our motel suite, right after this little shindig breaks up!” I told him, stepping back away so that he could get the overall effect of my sexy gown, with it’s plunging neckline, big thigh slit and glittery, tight fit.

			The song ended and we split up. I didn’t know if he’d show up at the after-party or not, but I sure hoped so. I still remembered those chiseled-looking abs and those big pecs from this afternoon’s baseball game!

			****

			Jim was the first to knock on our door at two-thirty that evening, looking half sheepish as Ron invited him in and offered him a cold beer. I was wearing a shockingly sheer lingerie set I’d bought just for tonight, so I stayed in the bedroom and waited for Ron to open the door for Jim.

			My old high school beau was still wearing his Men’s Warehouse bought suit from the dance but he had lost his necktie and the first two buttons of his white shirt were now undone, showing some wiry black chest hair and a small brown mole I remembered from our make out sessions in his dad’s old pick-up.

			“This is a nice room,” Jim said, looking around quickly.

			“This is just for the party; our actual room is down on the second floor.” I informed him, just to have something to say.

			“You guys rented two rooms? This is the swankiest motel in town!” Jim seemed astonished that anyone could have enough money to squander it on two rooms!

			“My husband is a rich lawyer in San Francisco,” I explained.

			To a guy who still earned his living carrying heavy lumber up ladders or digging post holes by hand out in the hot noonday sun, such extravagance seemed unbelievably excessive and it showed on the look on Jim’s handsome, sunburned, windburned face as he stared around the suite and at me, in my see-through nightie and my barely-there panties.

			Ron had sneaked into the bedroom of the suite and made some additions to it before the party, while I’d still been primping and preening in the bathroom and getting into my diaphanous pajamas. The dog-eared issue of the magazine containing my photo shoot as one of the “Girls of the PAC -10” lay open on the sideboard holding a bottle of premium gin and one of Crown Royal. The light was on low and the magazine had been opened to my pictorial. 

			The big screen TV was on in the room, and Ron had hooked up his cell phone via the cable set up from home he had purchased, so my facial loop and the weightlifter orgy were playing in a continual, never-ending circuit of huge dicks exploding with come in my youthful face and likewise huge dicks pummeling my mature pussy and gliding into my sucking lips.

			Jim said, when he saw the magazine, “I had a copy but it got wore out over the years, all the pages fell out, but I saved the one of your ass, Roz. You got an awesome ass and great tits!” He zeroed in on my chest and added, “You had ‘em back then and they’re even better now!” 

			“They’re only better now because they’re here now!” I told him with a sly little smile as I removed my peignoir and lifted up the hem of my babydoll pajama top until it was up over my nipples, baring my breasts for his inspection. “I have no illusions that my thirty-eight-year-old tits and ass are as fine as my eighteen-year old ones were.”

			“Why don’t you let me be the judge of that, since I’m uniquely qualified to do it?” Jim asked, stepping over to me.
“I thought you’d never ask, stud!” I told him, pulling my top the rest of the way off and flinging it across the room as I reached for his zipper.

			****

			Jim’s cock was just as I remembered it, except it had grown a little, both in length and girth! I stared at it with delight for long seconds before taking a seat on the edge of the bed and plopping the thick head in my mouth.

			His big, rough, workman hands were already all over my bare titties as I started to lick and suck, but as I increased the frequency of my tongue’s laps around his circumference of his large cock and ramped up my suction, he groaned and started to buck his hips in and out, fucking his nine-incher deep into my willing throat and squeezing my fully erect nipples as he did so.

			I was in heaven, and so was Jim! Back in high school, we’d never had room to move around much when we’d had sex. All our trysts had always occurred in his dad’s old pick-up’s cramped cab! Now we had a whole motel room’s bedroom suite to fool around in and we utilized it!

			Moving back on the bed, my hand firmly clamped around his towering hard on, I wriggled quickly out of my pajama bottoms and opened my legs wide for him. Because of our relative sexual inexperience back in school and because that pick-up’s narrow front seat had limited our maneuvering abilities, Jim had never explored me orally before. Now, in the middle of the large, king-size bed, there was no such constraint, so he not only kissed and sucked my nipples, the way he had done back then, but trailed his kissing lips down my heaving stomach and right onto my weeping slit!

			“Jesus, you taste fantastic! I wish I’d done this back in the day!” Jim huffed as he lapped up and down my leaking pussy lips and started fucking me with his lively tongue.

			 “So do I, baby, so do I,” I murmured, tossing my hips up off the mattress in rising ecstasy.

			Somewhere along the way, Jim had learned to eat pussy extremely well. My husband, Ron, is an enthusiastic but ham-fisted pussy licker. I enjoy his efforts and he has caused me to orgasm plenty of times over the years by tonguing my clit and sucking out my copious juices, but I have to admit, some of the guys I slept with before Ron were much better with their mouths!

			I had no such complaint about rough-hewed, country bumpkin Jim! In a matter of a few minutes, he had me on the edge of a sheet-ripper of a climax! His tongue was like a slippery, burrowing creature in my slit—always moving, ever-hungry, ceaseless—and I loved it! His lips eagerly drew out my gushing oil and I could hear him gulping it down greedily, steadily!

			All the while, my lips and tongue were busy on his ready-to-explode dick, gliding all around it, sucking noisily at the throbbingly-hard flesh, seeking his essence! I wanted to drink it: I wanted to feel it gushing up into my pussy’s depths; I wanted to spend the whole night in bed with this magnificent specimen from my past—but I knew I couldn’t!’

			There was still Tim to experience, plus several other guys from long ago that I wanted to sample once more, while I had the chance!

			Oh, I’m such a greedy slut! I always have been! I admonished myself. I want it all and I simply can’t stop myself, once I get going!

			Jim put a stop to my mental dithering by sucking hard on my clit at that moment, causing me to shiver from head to toe and start orgasming uncontrollably! As soon as that started, he returned the favor by shooting off in my throat! 

			There was so much rich, boiling-hot come flooding my mouth all of a sudden that I feared I might choke on it! I swallowed the heady brew out of self-defense and abruptly remembered that Jim had always come like this, even back in high school!

			I suddenly recalled a night right before we’d broken up, when I’d let him fuck me not once but twice, after a football game in which he’d been especially stellar. Like a fool, I’d reasoned that after coming that much, he couldn’t possibly have much left in those big balls of his, so I’d agreed to a quick blowjob as we sat out in front of my folks’ farmhouse, just before going in, so I could be on time to keep my Daddy’s curfew.

			I didn’t time it, of course, but it had felt like I’d spent a full five minutes gulping down his youthful come that night! I suddenly remembered thinking that demure little Jennie Ryan could handle all the Jim Johnson cocksucking chores from here on out with my blessing!

			Jim’s last tiny jet of jism splashed against my licking tongue at that moment, brining me back to the here and now. I swallowed, used my tongue to swab the clinging semen out of my mouth, and swallowed again.

			“Well, that was fun,” I said, letting his spent dick slide from my mouth. “What do you want to do now?”

			Jim pushed me off his chest and sat up, staring hard at the images on the big screen. 

			“That one where you take that fella’s load on you face, then suck him a little is from when you were a lot younger, like the magazine pictures,” he stated cannily, studying the screen. “But the other video looks a lot newer.”

			“Good eye! No fooling you!” I told him, somewhat bashfully. “The facial one was filmed while I was still at Berkeley. But the other one is from a few weeks ago.”

			I knew I was blushing as I added, “Ron finally convinced me to be a bad girl for him.”

			“Letting a half-dozen guys fuck you, one right after the other, especially with one of them being a coon…that was pretty bad alright!” he pronounced sternly.

			“That magnificent black man had a dick that’s even bigger than yours, I’ll have you know! And he really knew how to use it!”

			“I may not be quite as big as him,” Jim thundered, “but I know how to use all I have to please a woman, or have you forgotten?”

			I started to say that he could always remind me, if his dick wasn’t still soft from that torrid blowjob I’d just laid on him, but to my everlasting shock, I looked down at his crotch and discovered that he was already half hard once more! 

			Viagra!  Was my initial thought, but that didn’t sound right. Jim was way too poor to be buying expensive erection-enhancing med! What I was looking at was the product of my old lover’s natural horniness, his reaction to the situation, and his lust for me!

			I must admit to being a little flattered that he thought me so alluring! I’d all but dismissed Ron’s ‘porn princess’ references over the years, but here was Jim Johnson, of all people, equally entranced by my onscreen bad girl persona, his large cock getting a little harder with each passing second as he watched me cavorting around in other motel rooms, sucking cock, shaking my naked titties for strange men, and generally acting like the biggest whore on the planet!

			“Come here and get some of what those other guys got!” I whispered to him in my sexiest growl, reaching over for his stiffening cock and flopping over onto by back while opening my legs.

			Jim fucked me like a wild stallion mounts a mare! His massive cock was in me up to the hilt—just the way I remembered him taking me back in high school—and he was rutting away like a crazy man moments later.

			I wrapped my arms around his broad back and hung on for dear life! He was like a bull; like a sex-mad bull who wanted only to fuck and fuck until he exploded up inside me!

			“Oh, Jim, give it to me, you hot baby!” I moaned as he ravaged me ruthlessly.

			There was only the sound of the weightlifters doing the exact same thing to me on the soundtrack of that video and the steady “slap, slap” of Jim’s pelvis smacking hungrily against mine and the faint squeak of the mattress’s bedsprings creaking in protest to all the abuse it was being put to.

			Jim didn’t last long, but then he didn’t have to. His cock felt divine, sluicing up and back in my juicing pussy, and I couldn’t seem to keep from coming as he pinned me to the bed!

			“Oh, fuck; it’s such a big one!” I wailed as he hammered me over the top.

			I felt his super-heated jizz spraying into me just as I reached the zenith of my orgasm and that just made it even more perfect! Grinding my detonating clit against his semen-slick cock flesh, I came even harder and my climax seemed to stretch on and on!

			“Oh, man!” He gasped just then. “I wouldn’t have thought it possible, but you’re an even better fuck now than you were back in school, Roz!” 

			“Better than Jennie Ryan was?” I couldn’t stop myself from asking.

			Jim grinned and fired his last little spurt of come into my pussy as he said, “Jenny had all those titties going for her, and she was a virgin when I first started dating her, so she had a really tight little pussy! But she was a lousy fuck, compared to you. She never learned to suck cock worth a damn either. Her blowjobs were downright boring, next to yours. Dumping you for her was the worst call I ever made!”

			I feel like an idiot, admitting it, but my heart soared when I heard those words!

			The door to the bedroom swung open at just that moment and my husband was treated to the sight of his wife coming hard on another man’s dick! Ron froze in the doorway and watched the two of us climax. His eyes really bugged out when he saw Jim’s thick white spunk pulsing out of my cunt lips as my old high school lover emptied his big nuts into me again.

			“I’m next, as soon as he finishes!” Ron gasped.

			With that, Ron undid his slacks and unbuckled his belt. As Jim dragged his suddenly limp dick out of me, he gaped at the spectacle of my husband staring at the steady stream of pearly jizz leaking out of my recently-violated pussy lips while jerking his hardening dick back and forth.

			“You guys are nothing but weird!” Jim murmured as Ron’s huge prick got harder and harder. My old lover scrambled off the bed and back into his discarded jeans and underwear.

			Jim’s eyes went wide as he caught sight of Ron’s enormous boner and he said: “Shit, your old man has a dick that’s bigger than mine!”

			Ron kneeled his way onto the bed and between my spread legs, centering the head of his cock against my gooey cunt lips. “Aaah, I just love sloppy seconds!” he sighed as he eased inside of me, where Jim had just been.

			I felt his large nut sac slap against my ass as he penetrated my fully. “Jeez, you’re in deep, babe! You’re really hard tonight!” I sighed.

			“Nothing like a creamy pussy to get me really stiff,” he murmured as he stirred his massive rod around inside me, moving Jim’s gelatin-like semen around as if he was basting my insides with it.

			“Man, she’s really juicy: you really creamed her!” Ron said to Jim admiringly.

			“She’s a hell of a fuck,” Jim said, sounding half embarrassed; half prideful.

			“You’re telling me?” Ron answered, starting to rut into me hard as Jim watched. “I’ve been fucking her for over fifteen years now!”

			“You’re a lucky man,” Jim said grudgingly, starting for the door. “I had her back in high school, and she was a hell of a piece of ass back then; but she’s even better now!”

			Jim opened the door and went out into the outer suite. Ron started fucking me for all he was worth, saying “There’s two more guys out there that want what I’m getting.”

			“Let ‘em wait their turn,” I said, wrapping my arms around him and tossing my ass up off the mattress to meet his downward thrusts.

			“That Tim guy is here, but he brought that hot little wife of his along,” Ron informed me.

			“Oh, so you think she’s hot, do you?” I demanded of him.

			“Not as hot as you are, baby! No one is as hot as you!”

			I balled him even better after he said that. My pussy started pulsing around his gliding hard on, sucking the jizz right out of his gathered balls!

			“Cream me, Ron! Give me even more than Jim did!” I challenged him. 

			Ron looked down at me as though I had just shoved a big vibrator up against his prostate and turned it on! He gasped and began to fuck me flat-out, his over-sized dick flying up and down my jizz-filled sex channel.

			“I’ll cream you! I’ll cream you, like you’ve never been creamed before!” He huffed out his obscene promise as he banged me senseless.

			I screamed out my intense pleasure as I felt his prick explode inside me a few seconds later! There was so much come, my already flooded pussy simply couldn’t handle it--I felt it back-washing out of me as each new jet spewed into me!

			“Oh, give it to me, you hot fucker! Give me all you’ve got!” I squealed excitedly, coming like crazy as he spunked me.

			Ron groaned, his dick kept jerking inside me, spilling out more hot jism, but he wasn’t fucking me anymore! He was just laying on top of me, gushing his load into me, panting for breath.

			I lovingly ran my hands up and down his slightly sweaty back and whispered softly up into his ear, “Oh, darling! That was incredible. Jim was great, but so were you!

			Having you, one right after the other, was so marvelous I can barely believe it!”

			Ron grunted with satisfaction and drew his softening dick out my drenched pussy. The door to the bedroom swung open just as the inevitable cascade of pearl-colored spunk was running out of me. Tim O’ Shaughnessy stopped and stared at the erotic, obscene tableau in front of him.

			“If you like sloppy thirds, go ahead and mount up!” Ron said softly. “That Jim guy fucked her and then I did.”

			“No, I can take a quick shower and clean up for Tim,” I said chastisingly to my husband.

			“That’s okay; I like sloppy!” Tim offered quickly, before I could scoot off the bed.

			“I’ll leave you two alone, then,” Ron said, hurrying back into his shorts and slacks and shrugging on his shirt.

			He sidled by Tim at the doorway, murmuring to Tim: “She’s all yours, buddy. Do whatever you want with her, as long as you don’t mind being videoed while you do it!”’

			With that, he fished his cell phone out of his shirt pocket and tossed it on the bed close to me.

			Ron eased out of the room and closed the door behind himself. I picked up the cell phone and set it to the video function, showing it to Tim. “You sure you don’t mind?” I asked him shyly, setting it on the nearby nightstand.

			“No, not really,” he gave me that cute little half-smile I remembered so swell from high school. “I suppose there’s tons of incriminating video of me floating around the net. Mitzi and I are quite active in the swinger scene in L.A., so we go to lots of parties where people have their phones out, recording their various antics.”

			He came over to the bed and sat down right next to me, reminding me of that long-ago afternoon in my room, except that I was buck-naked this time, with my big tits hanging out and two other men’s semen leaking out of me. Tim stared unabashedly at my chest and let out a big sigh.

			“You know, with all the swinger parties I’ve been to over the years, all of the nude swimming affairs I’ve attended, and all the naked beach volley ball games I’ve watched—I still think you’ve got the most spectacular tits I’ve ever seen, Roz!” he murmured, never taking his eyes off my half-erect nipples.

			“I’ve thought back to that afternoon I ran into you downtown, at the record shop, and what happened afterward. Or should I say what didn’t happen, because I was too much of a wimp to do what I so desperately wanted to do?” 

			“Oh, and just what did you want to do?” I asked him boldly, sticking out my chest even more.

			“This!” he said, as he took me in his arms and kissed me passionately. I opened my mouth for him and his tongue quickly found mine! As we made out, his grip on me loosened, so that he could work his free hands around to my nipples and expertly play with them while we traded spit.

			Sharp little twinges of pleasure shot through my massive breasts as the steamy make out session went on and on. My pussy was full of slippery semen, but it would have been slippery by now anyway, from all the lube my cunt was pouring out!

			I sucked at his tongue as if it was a cock as I reached down and unzipped his pants while we kissed and he toyed with my throbbing nubbies. He was so slightly built that I had expected his cock to be skinny as well, and short! 

			I was happy to discover that wasn’t the case. He wasn’t hung like Ron or Jim Johnson, of course, but he wasn’t that small!

			Tim’s cock was about eight inches long when it was hard, and it was very hard now as I stroked it with my palm and rubbed his leaking pre-come all over the head, making it slick to the touch and oh, so easy to jack off. He moaned as my handjob brought him close to release, so I broke off our long, protracted kiss and leaned over his lap, releasing my grip on his dick and instead sucking it balls—deep into my mouth!

			“Oh, fuck; not too much of that, babe, or I’ll come for sure!” He gasped as I started to blow him.

			I let his cock slip from my mouth and just stared up at him from his crotch, my eyes demanding an answer to what he expected from me.

			“You’re my fantasy girl; you have been ever since that afternoon in your bedroom! Being with you like this is such a huge turn on that I have to watch myself! I almost came, just seeing you naked! I’ve jerked off over those magazine pictures of you on the net so much over the years, you wouldn’t believe it!”

			I sat back up and shook my titties for him. “You like what you see now, Timmy?” I asked him in a sexy little growl. “It’s not as good as it was when I was eighteen, when I posed for that magazine, I know; but I still like to think it’s pretty good, isn’t it?”

			Tim swallowed hard as he stared at me. His hard dick jerked without anyone even touching it and I thought for a minute that he was going to come then and there!

			“You—you’re the best, Roz!” he managed to croak, his eyes sweeping from my jutting nipples, down my stomach, to my flooded pussy slit, down my legs, and back again. “I want to fuck you so badly I can barely stand it!”

			I scooted back on the mattress and opened my legs for him, ignoring the onslaught of spunk that immediately began flowing from my spread open pussy lips.

			“Well, then, why don’t you? I’m more than willing and you said you don’t mind sloppy seconds!” I whispered hotly to him.

			He hesitated a few seconds more, then he was on me like a man who hadn’t been fucked in a month! Tim was pumping away like a mad man—I was impressed by what a good fuck he was; for a guy without a massive dick, Tim knew how to keep it pressed up high, against my clit as he rode me, so that every rapid penetration and withdrawal felt exquisite. 

			I was really getting into it, when the door to the bedroom swung open again and Ron and Mitzi entered. Ron was unzipping his slacks and nearly drooling over the lanky redhead. The fact that he was acting so unhinged over another woman in my presence—especially while I was busily performing one of his favorite porn fantasies; getting fucked by someone other than him—shocked me so much that it took me several second to notice that Mitzi was now topless: the charming little summer frock that she had worn to the reunion was hanging down around her trim waist and her bra was gone!

			“She sucked off those two other guys outside, while I watched! And then she sucked me until I almost came down her throat! But I wanted to fuck her, and she suggested we come in here, so we could watch you two fuck while we went at it!” Ron blurted excitedly, while Mitzi clawed at his zipper.

			“My wife has…needs too,” Tim murmured apologetically as Mitzi yanked the zipper down and freed my husband’s mondo-cock.

			Ron was hard, astonishingly hard, considering I’d just fucked him thirty minutes or so ago! Mitzi fisted her prize, holding it out for Tim’s inspection as she said: “Just look at this fucker, baby! He’s absolutely huge! Both of those two hayseeds had nice cocks too, but this one is extraordinary!”

			“Have fun, sweetie,” Tim said in a soft voice as his wife began to lick all around my husband’s cock head in earnest.

			He looked at me with those big, soulful brown eyes I remembered so well from high school and started to fuck me again as Mitzi ate up Ron’s lengthy boner noisily.

			I could hear her slurping away as Tim mashed his cock against my clit and gave me a loving, heart-stirring pussy ride.

			“Oh, babe! It’s so big! Mitzi cooed moments later, as I felt the mattress depress and saw her and Ron ease onto the bed next to Tim and I moments later. I watched out of the corner of my eye as he slowly pressed his way into her, those smallish, red cunt lips of hers straining to open wide enough to accept his girth.

			“Goddamn, she’s tight!” Ron panted to me as he started to fuck her.

			“Tim’s not as big as you are, but he’s a hot fuck!” I replied, moving my hips in perfect time with my partner’s thrusts into me.

			“He is at that,” Mitzi sighed, working her own pussy up off the mattress to meet Ron’s heavy lunges. “But sometimes, you just want a massive cock inside you!”

			Enjoy, you little bitch! I implored her, fucking her husband even more enthusiastically. I’ve had HUGE for a lot of years now; I want tender and loving, for a change!

			Tim seemed to feel the same way about hot and unpredictable. He balled me right up to Heaven’s Gates, while Mitzi and Ron huffed and puffed their way to Ecstasy right beside us! It was surreal, having sex in the same room as Ron but not with Ron! 

			I found I really got off on it! My clit was throbbing like crazy against Tim’s gliding cock meat, and my fully aroused nipples were pulsing just as heatedly against my slightly built lover’s light chest hair! It all felt so different than being crushed into the bed by Ron’s bulky weight and pinned to the mattress by his battering ram of a dick, all while being tickled by his thick chest fur!

			“Can I…can I come in you?” Tim asked in a low whisper at that moment.

			“You’d better!” I hissed up at him hungrily. “I want every drop in those cute balls of yours!” 

			I thought about that as I said it and quickly added, “Strike that! I want to suck you off before you go tonight! It might be me last chance to do that!”

			Ron groaned as he heard me all but beg to taste his rival’s come. He thrust all the way into Mitzi and began to baste her insides with his super-heated cock cream. I could tell, having been on the receiving end of such a come-bath for years now!

			Tim made a similar guttural sound and I felt his much smaller prick buck against my clenching sheath and start to deposit spurt after spurt of hot ball juice inside of me. I came right along with him, deliriously happy to finally be getting the shower of jism I felt I should have gotten all those years ago, when I had been fourteen!

			Mitzi made a squealing sound, similar to a coyote caught in a trap, and began to shiver and shake beneath my husband, so I knew she was orgasming too. All four of us were coming at once, and there seemed to be a closeness and intimacy in that which surprised me and made my climax even hotter!

			Just then, to my shock, skinny, lithely-built Mitzi threw off Ron as if he weighed nothing and rolled over onto her side, staring at me. “She’s as hot as you always said she was,” the redhead told her husband. “Get off! I want some!”

			“Whatever!” Tim said resignedly, slipping his spent dick out of my jizz-filled pussy and rolling free of me.

			Then Mitzi was on me, squeezing my tits, tweaking my nipples, kissing my neck and then my startled lips! She slipped her tongue into my mouth and I automatically started sucking at it, as I had her husband’s minutes before!

			I had never had an experience with a woman before, but Mitzi obviously had! She knew instinctively how to push all my erotic buttons and soon had me panting for more of her hot kisses and lascivious licks!

			But she was too wrapped up in kissing her way down my belly to give them to me. In what seemed like seconds, her mouth had moved off my very erect nipples and down to my overflowing cunt!

			“Mmmmmmm, so much come! I just love come, don’t you?” she asked me in a sultry alto voice that was much deeper and raspier than her normal speaking voice, just before slipping her tongue into my semen-oozing cunt and tonguing out a huge wad of pearly spunk. I watched her lap it down and swallow it and my clit pulsed with unholy excitement at the sight! 

			Next, she tickled that tiny bundle of nerve endings with that delightfully naught tongue before plunging it deep inside me! I gurgled with sheer joy as the wriggly snake caressed my clit as she penetrated me once again!

			“Holy fuck-I’ve never seen anything like that before, not in real life!” Ron whispered, sounding truly shocked.

			“I have; lots of times,” Tim observed, not sounding shocked at all. “But I never thought I’d see it with someone like Roz!”

			“She’s delicious, and all of this come is so sexy!” Mitzi breathed hotly, her breath caressing my wax-bare cunny lips. “No wonder you’ve lusted after her for so long, darling!”

			With that, the lusty young redhead fell to eating me again, much to my delight. I’d never thought of myself in a lesbian encounter before, but I had to admit-- lying here spread-eagled with sexy little Mitzi worshipping my body with her talented little tongue, and Ron and Tim getting hard again as they eagerly ogled us—this was thrilling!

			I almost wished Ron had thought to video it, but then I remembered my cell phone, propped up against the lamp on the nightstand, recording all of tonight’s little peccadillos, or at least I hoped it was—this little session was turning out to be hotter than I’d ever dared imagine it would be!

			****

			“Well, my ass is a little sore this morning!” I said, smiling over at my husband. “But I’ll wager it’s not as sore as Mitzi’s!”

			“It was her idea for me to fuck her in the butt last night—she wouldn’t take “no” for an answer!” Ron responded.

			“She was inspired by how hard I came when you and Tim doubled me,” I said dismissively.

			“But she didn’t want Tim and his much smaller dick up her bottom; she wanted me!” he insisted proudly.

			“Poor girl is delusional about big cocks,” I said with a naughty grin, reaching over and patting Ron on his unshaven cheek. “She is so fascinated with them, that she wants them everywhere!

			“And you?” he asked with a roguish smile.

			“Over the years, I’ve learned that they have their place,” I assured him with an answering smile. “But the girl on the receiving end of a big dick should be able to call the shots as to where it goes!”

			“So, no big dick for you this morning, eh?” he said disappointedly.

			“Oh, I wouldn’t necessarily rule one out entirely! I replied, reaching for his swelling manhood under the covers…


		

	
		
			Chapter Ten

			Adjustments In Thinking

			Things perked right along for us in the bedroom after our return from my reunion. We watched the video from our motel suite numerous times; always fucking ourselves silly afterwards. Ron especially seemed to enjoy the part starring Mitzi and me.

			“Damn, she sure is an eager little cunt-gobbler, for a girl who likes cock so much!” he said one night as we lay there, nude, watching the hot little redhead lick out semen and swallow it.

			When I didn’t comment on that, he eyed me expectantly as he went on to say, “Of course, she’s not alone when it comes to that!”

			As if he had choreographed it, the scene on our bedroom big screen TV shifted to that point in the evening when, consumed by horniness and outright curiosity, I had sucked Mitzi’s cone-shaped tits, with their big, puffy nipples, and then moved down to feast on her juicy cunt for the first time.

			“Well, she was delicious!” I said, licking my lips suggestively. “Who knew that girls tasted so sweet?” I asked him teasingly. “I don’t blame you guys for being so anxious to eat pussy now!”

			“What about titties? Do you better understand the average man’s fixation with boobs, after sampling Mitzi’s?”

			“Nipples can be so sweet, or at least hers were, I’ll give her that!” I admitted, thinking back on how good it had felt to suck on those big, puffy beauties, and lick them.

			“I already knew how good mine tasted!” I added. “My tits have been big enough for me to suck them myself since eighth grade.”

			To illustrate my point, I palmed my formidable boobs in both hands and brought my jutting nipples up to my lips. I sucked them for a few seconds as Ron watched, not for the first time, and until his up-raised, very hard dick jerked with excitement at my lewd, porn-girl display.

			I didn’t get off as much on sucking my own nipples as I had when Mitzi had sucked them, but I didn’t let on to my husband. I moaned and gripped my titties even more firmly and fed myself more nipple as he watched.

			“Stop that! Let me do it!” he suddenly demanded, and I was only too glad to allow him to take over the nipple-sucking duties.

			Ron has always been slightly gaga over my breasts. The first time he saw them naked, in person—he had already seen them in the facial loop and in the magazine lay out—he had really drooled over them. Over the years, he has gotten really good at sucking them, much to my delight! And he outdid himself now, transforming me into a panting, wriggling mass of female desire by the time the first double-penetration scene came on; the one where Ron had been up my super-slick pussy while Tim had banged away in my lubed-up ass.

			“Just look at that turned on little fucker pummeling your butt!” Ron chortled, neglecting my aroused right tit for just a second.

			“He was really excited to be butt-fucking his dream girl,” I observed, glancing over at the screen.

			“You’re lots of guys’ dream girl, my little porn princess,” he breathed heavily, going after my titties once again.

			I thought about that, realizing in that instant once again that countless men and boys had no doubt jacked off over my video and pictorial over the years! I was a lot of guys’ fantasy girl! Not just Tim O’ Shaughnessy’s!

			There was definitely a part of me that reveled in being infamous—I had to admit that! I may not be a sexual icon, like Traci Lords, or the most famous of the porn girls, but I made my mark, no matter how small it may be!

			“Oh, please fuck me, Ronnie! I really need your big cock tonight!” I breathed in his ear just then, really meaning it.

			I was hungry for cock, thinking about all those pricks that had spewed out their loads over the years, fantasizing about…me! 

			I came hard, right away, surprising both Ron and me. I just kept thinking: fuckmeohfuckme all of you! I want you to! I NEED you to!

			****

			“You were all but insatiable last night, not that I’m complaining,” Ron murmured as I was fixing breakfast the next morning, keeping his voice low because the girls were likely to come bursting into the kitchen at any moment.

			I grinned at him and gave him a rapid peck on the cheek, whispering, “You were certainly up to the task of satisfying me, studly! What do you want to do this weekend?”

			“Maybe we could call upon the good doctor again?” my hubby suggested with a meaningful eyeroll.

			“That’s a possibility,” I answered noncommittally.

			“Let’s keep that in mind,” he shot back, sounding just as unexcited about it as I had been.

			The girls came in. all dressed for school and prattling on about some movie or other that was opening that weekend. I endured their girlish, excited blather while opening the overnight text messages that had come in on my cellphone.

			“This is interesting!” I said aloud, handing the phone to Ron.

			“Well, girls, it looks like you may get to go to that movie this weekend and do whatever else you want—within reason. Your mother and I may be flying down to L.A. this weekend to see friends; so, you two will have the run of the house.”

			“Who do you know in L.A.?” Olivia asked.

			“A couple we met at your mother’s reunion,” Ron answered. “Your mom went to high school with him and we both found his wife to be charming company, didn’t we, dear?”

			I thought fleetingly of how sweet Mitzi’s young nipples and pussy had tasted and how hard she’d made me come when she’d licked my clit while I’d licked hers and said, “Quite charming. I don’t know her as well as I’d like to, but I already consider her a very close friend!”

			The girls, who knew that Mama didn’t have many close girlfriends, gave me an inquisitive look that demanded more information, but I ignored them and went back to finishing up breakfast preparations.

			The four of us ate in our customary silence, then Olivia drove herself and her sister off to school in the elderly BMW convertible Ron had bought her for her eighteenth birthday, over my objections.

			“You’ll want to phone Tim today to see what’s on tap this weekend.”

			I glanced warily at him as he got up from the table and snatched up his briefcase. “Well, they did tell us they belonged to a swinger club down in L.A.,” Ron said defensively. “Is this a party weekend, or will it just be the four of us? Either one is alright with me, and I’m sure you wouldn’t mind getting to know Tim or that hot little wife of his better!”

			“I wouldn’t say “no” to a party either,” I assured him, thinking of all the horny dicks and like-minded women I could…meet and get to know at such a gathering!

			“I’m sure you wouldn’t, porn princess,” he muttered somewhat disdainfully as he made his way over to the door leading out to the garage. “Let me know what he says, okay?”

			“Will do,” I promised him as the door closed.

			****

			“There’s no formal party planned for this weekend, but I suppose we could invite some of our favorite playmates over for dinner on Saturday night, if you and Ron would want us to do that,” Tim explained when I reached him via cell phone at just after ten o’clock that morning. “Mitzi’s always up for a party and I enjoy them too.”

			“I’ll talk it over with Ron tonight and get back to you tomorrow,” I told him, “if that won’t be too late to organize a small get-together?”

			“God, no!” Tim chuckled. “We have several sets of friends that are always ready for a barbeque and pool party at the drop of a hat, especially one featuring nude swimming with a woman as lovely as you, Roz!”

			“I don’t know if I’m ready for that or not, Tim!” I shrieked with semi-embarrassed laughter at his suggestion; besides it’s way too early in the season for naked pool parties and barbeques.”
“It’s a lot warmer down here in the Southland than it is up where you live,” Tim said. “We’ve already had several outdoor cook-outs this year, although not with a big crowd of nude swimmers. It’s just been Mitzi and I, but it was still fun.”

			I’ll just bet it was! I thought, remembering how Mitzi’s long, spectacular legs had looked wrapped around Ron’s thrusting body as he’d fucked her right next to Tim and I in that motel room, imagining Tim in Ron’s place in a lush swimming pool setting.

			“Text us your flight number and the airline and we’ll pick you up at LAX; no sense in you renting a car, unless you really want one,” Tim offered.

			“Sounds wonderful, you live in Pacific Palisades, right? Isn’t that a hassle for you to get to the airport from there?”

			“Getting anywhere in L.A. involves freeways, and that’s always a hassle; don’t worry about it! Mitzi and I have lived down here for years; we know our way around.”

			“It’ll be great to see you again,” I whispered intimately into the phone.

			“I’m hesitant to admit it, but I have a hard on right now, at the office, no less; just thinking about seeing you again!” Tim murmured, sounding guilty.

			That sounded so sweet to me! I wanted to fuck this sweet man again so badly I could practically taste it! 

			We said our halting goodbyes and I called Ron right away, as I had agreed to do.

			When I had told him about flying into LAX and Tim’s offer to pick us up so we wouldn’t have to rent a car for the weekend if we didn’t want to, Ron chuckled into the phone: “Sounds like they’re just planning on our staying in and swapping and swinging all weekend long! That’s fine by me! I can’t wait to ball that little Mitzi again, and I bet you feel the same way about old Tim!”

			The fact that I did feel the same way about bedding another man wasn’t something I was comfortable with discussing with Ron, so I quickly changed the subject by adding: “Oh, and a small swinger party out by their pool is a definite possibility for Saturday night, by the way. Tim mentioned that he and Mitzi have several favorite swinger couples who are always anxious to party.”

			“Hot damn, if that doesn’t sound great!” Ron gushed happily. “When will we know?”

			“Apparently, it’s all up to us. I told Tim that I’d talk it over with you tonight and get back to him tomorrow if we wanted him to set things in motion.”

			“As far as I’m concerned, you can call him back right after you get off the phone with me!” my husband crowed enthusiastically. “That way, I get to see you in action with a couple of other men, besides Tim, and maybe even with their wives, if they swing that way!”

			“Oh, I’m all but sure they do. Why would Tim and Mitzi have favorite couples who were in the swinger club that didn’t like all the things that they like?”

			“Good point!” Ron all but bellowed into the phone. “Man! I can hardly wait for this weekend! How about you, babe?”

			Part of me was just as excited about acting like a true slut at the party Saturday night as Ron was about seeing me in that role, but part of me lamented losing another potential intimate, loving night in bed with Tim only; so, I told Ron I was into the party but a little intimidated by it as well.

			“What’s my little porn princess got to be worried about?” he demanded. “I’m sure you’ll be the belle of the ball on Saturday, as usual!”

			My cell phone suddenly went dead after that and I found myself listening to nothing for a few seconds, wondering if my husband was right about me. Was I truly a “porn princess”, deep down inside, who was only waiting for the opportunity to show off my usually-buried nasty side? Or was I the true-blue wife and mother I pretended to be in my everyday life?

			I guessed Saturday night would tell…

			****

			Los Angeles International Airport was just as I remembered it from the last time we’d flown into it to take our preteen girls to Disneyland—crowded, hectic, and chaotic!

			It had been built decades ago, to deal with a much smaller contingent of air passengers, much smaller planes, and a lighter flight schedule.

			It hadn’t been replaced, as it should have been, it had merely been expanded with more runways and some cobbled-together architecture that made it look terribly dated and old-fashioned. The attempt to make it look futuristic and Space Age, the dome-like centerpiece, looked as if it had been stolen from an episode of The Jetsons, a cartoon series from the sixties that my girls had watched disdainfully when they were little older than toddlers!

			But being warmly greeted by Tim and Mitzi lightened my gloom—to my shock, she tongue-kissed me more passionately and deeply than did her husband—at the old airport’s out-of-date, claustrophobic feel. They helped us retrieve our scant baggage and make our way out to their Lincoln Navigator, which swallowed up our bags and all four of us with room to spare.

			“We’ll stay on Four-Oh-Five until we get to Ten, and then take that over to the Pacific Coast Highway up to Pacific Palisades where we live,” Tim told us as he piloted us over to the freeway entrance near the airport. “Traffic should be light this early in the afternoon; glad you could take today off and get out early!”

			“Glad you could do the same,” Ron said jovially from the passenger seat, motioning towards Tim’s luau shirt and shorts.

			Mitzi, who was beside me in the rear seat, said, “Oh, Tim rarely goes in on Fridays anymore. He doesn’t have much to do with the Weekend Edition.”

			“But I use to,” Tim reminded her. He looked over at Ron and said, Before the paper moved out of downtown and down to El Segundo a few years back, the Friday commute was a bitch! I still worked on the Weekend Edition back then, so I had to be at work at nine o’clock, sharp and stay till five. That made it a nightmare, getting up to Pacific Palisades in less than two hours, believe me!”

			“I don’t really believe him,” Mitzi told me in a theatrical whisper, audible in the front seat. “He had a cute little piece on the side back then and I think he spent more time on Friday nights in her downtown apartment than he did on the freeway, battling his was home to me!”

			“What utter bullshit!” Tim exclaimed. “It was never that serious, and you know it!” 

			It sounded like an old argument they’d had so often all the real heat had gone out of it, so we all laughed nervously and then Ron asked: “If Pacific Palisades was such a bitch to get to and you were working downtown at the time, whatever possessed you to buy a place out there?”

			“We had a small place that was much more conveniently located back then. But then my dad died and left me some money, so we decided to sell our little house in Monterey Park and live where we wanted to live, no matter how much hassle it was,” Tim explained. “Wait till you see Pacific Palisades! Parts of it are surreally beautiful, like some kind of enchanted fairyland for adults!”

			In thirty minutes or so, Tim turned right off of the Pacific Coast Highway, into Pacific Palisades and we saw what he meant. He drove us by a gorgeous spot called the Self Realization Shrine at Santa Ynez Lake and through canyons full of beautiful homes with expensive-looking landscaping and eye-popping views of the Southern California Coast and the Pacific Ocean, shining like an azure jewel a few miles away. We finally got to their single-story house, which was a ranch-style three bedroom with no view of the ocean but lots of spectacular scenery nevertheless.

			“Oh, we can’t see the ocean, or we could never have afforded this place, even with Tim’s inheritance!” Mitzi assured us as the garage door went up on the two-car garage and we rolled into it.

			“That’s the rule of thumb in Southern California,” Tim agreed as he emerged from the Lincoln, “if you have a great ocean view, you probably can’t afford it, unless your last name is Getty or Redford or Trump or somebody like that!” 

			“We’re lucky we bought when we did,” Mitzi said, opening the door into a House Beautiful, gourmet-looking kitchen. “Everything around here has gone up so much in the last few years: we could never afford this place now!”

			The house was fabulous, with sandstone-gray and white floor tiles in every room, grey accent rugs liberally strewn around over it; light-colored grey and white furniture, and what looked to be a solid square of marble in the center of the kitchen that served as both a food prep island and as a breakfast bar!

			The stove was a six-burner, gas-fired Wolfe restaurant-type, and Mitzi’s refrigerator/freezer was a stainless-steel Subzero model that I would have gladly killed to own.

			“All of this, and I don’t even cook!” Mitzi simpered girlishly, her hand motioning all around the gourmet kitchen.

			“Luckily, I do, so we won’t all starve to death this weekend,” Tim said sarcastically. 

			“I cook toast and I never burn it!” Mitzi blurted out proudly.

			“The Cuisinart never burns it,” her husband corrected her. “It’s the finest toaster-oven on the planet: that’s why I bought it.”

			Mitzi looked like a small child that had been chastised by a stern parent as she said, “Cooking is over-rated anyway!” 

			She patted her sleek little tummy proudly and said, “I don’t eat much. I like to stay trim!”

			“And some of us are glad you do!” Ron said, grinning like a demented loon and sweeping her lithe body into his bear-like embrace.

			The two of them ignored us and then began making out like two sex-starved teenagers right in front of us. “This way, I’ll show you where the bedrooms are!” Mitzi whispered, loud enough for all of us to hear.

			The bedroom she showed him must have been close, because as Tim and I sat awkwardly in the living room a few minutes later, we heard the bedsprings creak and Mitzi’s high voice whine pleadingly, “Oh, give it to me with that big fucker!”

			 We listened to our spouses fuck for a while and then Tim got up off the couch and came over to the recliner I was sitting in. “Shall we join them?” he asked with a rueful little grin as he unzipped his shorts.

			“Why not? That’s sort of what this weekend is all about, isn’t it?” I asked in return, reaching into his open fly for his half-hard cock.

			Once I found it, I brought it out into the light and plopped the head in my eager mouth.

			“Oh, fuck, I’ve been fantasizing about this ever since the reunion!” Tim groaned as I engulfed all of his stiff dick with my sucking lips.

			“You’ve been watching my facial loop, haven’t you?” I asked, after I’d deep-throated him a few times.

			“Mitzi and I have been watching it together, since reunion weekend,” he admitted. “She thinks you’re the sexiest woman alive! She’s sorry she didn’t do a porno when she was eighteen, like you did.”

			“Well, she’s fucking my husband right now, so she’ll just have to settle for that!” I replied teasingly, running my tongue tip all over Tim’s cock head.

			“Oh, fuck! I think you may be the sexiest woman alive, too, Roz!” he moaned as I swallowed all of him once more. “Mitzi swears she’s better at giving head than you are, but she’s not!”

			“Mmmmm,” was all I said to that, concentrating on what I was doing.

			“Save some for me, if he comes in your mouth, which I’d bet he’s going to real soon!” Mitzi’s voice suddenly said from across the room. I looked at her nude body out of the corner of my eye and saw that one of Ron’s copious nut-loads was running out of her reddened pussy lips just as she said, “I’ve got plenty of your husband’s spunk left inside me for you to lick out and I intend to tongue Tim’s out of that hot little mouth of yours soon!” 

			Tim’s knees quivered when she said that and his dick jerked inside my lips. Seconds later, I was swallowing come, but I save some of it for Mitzi, just as she’d suggested! The notion of kissing her while she gulped down Timmy’s cock cream turned me on something fierce, and I didn’t want to miss it! The idea of doing that got me going almost as much as the mental picture of me licking Ron’s spilled jism out of Mitzi’s enticing cunt lips while she returned the favor!

			As soon as Tim stopped spurting, I got up out of my recliner, shedding my dress and my bra as I crossed the room to embrace with Mitzi, her questing tongue shooting into my mouth as we kissed, scraping up all of Tim’s come that it could find. I heard both men sigh as they watched us being so naughty with each other, my exposed nipples rubbing against Mitzi’s smaller ones, and fought to keep from coming already!

			It turned out that I didn’t have long to wait for that to happen anyway. Mitzi pushed my head downward--as soon as she had assured herself that she had all of Tim’s come that was available in my mouth—and didn’t let up on the pressure until my lips reached her aroused right nipple.

			“Oh, that’s it, you hot bitch; suck my little titty for me!” Mitzi sighed loudly, making sure that both men knew I was feasting on her erect nipple avidly.

			The turned-on red head stopped pushing on my head and held her hand out toward Ron, who had taken a couple of steps my way. “No, you don’t, Ronnie-boy—that little pussy is all mine right now! I get to lick it off before you get to fuck it!”

			My horny husband, whose big prick was more than half hard again, remarkably, in light of his recent come, but he lumbered to a stop in front of this naked, pseudo-traffic cop with her hand out.

			 She urged me down onto the floor with her other hand and we fell into a torrid sixty-nine in front of the two on-looking men, with her tongue going crazy on my cunt and mine enthusiastically gliding all over her spunk-smeared pussy lips. In mere seconds, both our clits were engorged and throbbing, Mitzi keening steadily as her pre-orgasmic twinges increased and me wailing right along with her.

			“Holy fuck; what a couple of hot cunts!” Ron observed.

			“Amen to that!” Tim sighed, his dick pulsing with renewed firmness.

			“I wanta’ get me some of that!” Ron growled, stepping toward the licking, kissing mound of girl flesh before him on the area rug.

			“I wouldn’t try it until they’ve both come!” Tim advised him in a soft voice. “Mitzi is liable to rip your dick off if you interrupt them too soon!”

			I glanced up at Ron and saw that he was anything but happy about being denied immediate pussy when there was such a glut of it available to him. But he stopped moving and slowly stroked his dick instead of pushing the issue.


		

	
		
			Chapter Eleven

			The Party

			Mitzi explained at breakfast that the party tonight out by the pool would be smaller and more intimate than the normal, monthly swinger club parties they usually attended and hosted. “It’s just a few couples we’re particularly friendly with, people we swing with all the time.”

			“How many couples are we talking about?” Ron wanted to know, before biting into the toast Mitzi had made for him.

			“Just three other couples, plus Chet, or course.” Mitzi offered.

			“Who’s this Chet?” I asked curiously. “Why is he coming by himself? I thought swing parties were equally divided between male and female, isn’t there a Mrs. Chet?”

			I’d been reading up on swinging on the internet, ever since we’d gotten the invitation for this weekend, and I had learned about the “no date, no party” rule most clubs insisted on, so they wouldn’t end up with two female swingers taking care of a host of horny males who couldn’t get dates  to accompany them to an open-sex party.

			“Well couples are the normal thing, but Chet is different, as you’ll see tonight, Roz,” Tim explained, looking embarrassed to have to do so.

			“He’s a male version of the unicorn!” Mitzi gushed excitedly. “That’s the swinger terminology for a woman who is single but likes to attend swinger parties—“unicorn”, because such women are considered such rare beasts that you never actually meet them!”

			“I can see Roz doing that, if something happened to me while she was still young,” Ron said. “She’s horny enough for five women!”

			“Shut the fuck up!” I chastised my voyeuristic husband good-naturedly. “You’re hornier than I am!”

			“I can vouch for that, after spending last night with him!” Mitzi said, coloring slightly as she brought up last night’s sleeping arrangements: she had been alone with Ron in one of the guest bedrooms, while I had spent the night in the master bedroom with Tim. As expensive as this house was, the walls were very thin. Tim and I had heard Ron bulling into Mitzi all night long, fucking her forcefully, banging the headboard against the bedroom wall.

			“Don’t try acting innocent,” Tim admonished his wife. “I bet you loved every minute of it, dear!”

			Mitzi grew even redder as she admitted, “I never said I didn’t, but he’s a really virile man, take it from me!”

			****

			Mitzi took me shopping after breakfast, since I had forgotten to pack a swim suit and none of hers were likely to fit me, I was so much fuller-breasted than she was.

			“As I explained before, this isn’t really necessary,” Mitzi said as he parallel parked in front of a bathing suit boutique in nearby Malibu just after noon that day. “Most of my other guests will be nude out by the pool, women and men!”

			“I may be somewhat infamous for some of my earlier…adventures, but at heart I’m still a backward girl from up near Fresno!” I told her as I opened the door and got out of the Navigator. “I’d feel more comfortable at least starting out in a swim suit of some kind!”

			“Okay, but the briefer, the better!” Mitzi implored me. “My guests have heard all about what a hottie you are, and they’ll be anxious to see for themselves!”

			I ended up buying the smallest bikini I had owned since my teenage years, back when my chest hadn’t been as developed as it was now. It had straps over the shoulders, to better handle the weight of my big melons. The one’s I’d tried on without straps, true bikinis, hadn’t been up to the challenge. I’d felt that my tits would overwhelm them after a few steps---and while Mitzi had assured me that would be okay at a party such as tonight’s, I felt more comfortable wearing a swim suit that could offer me some support!

			I wanted to buy a sheer pool wrap, but Mitzi put her foot down, saying: “No fucking pool wraps! This is supposed to be a nude swim party and barbeque, not a fucking strip-tease, where you slowly pull off all your clothes, or the men at the party do it for you!”

			“That sounds fine to me, provided the men are hot,” I told Mitzi flippantly.

			“Wait till you see Chet!” she responded, “He’s the definition of hot!”

			We tossed the bag containing my new bikini into the back seat of the Navigator and she drove up back to her house. On the way, she regaled me with descriptions of this legendary Chet’s cock, his balls and his abs. “And he really knows how to fuck!” Mitzi said as he rolled up the driveway. “You’ll see tonight!”

			Maybe I will. Maybe I’ll turn out to be the prissiest bitch at this little party, sitting off in one corner with my bikini on, drinking gin until I pass out, too intimidated to play with the other kids!”

			I lollygagged around the kitchen that afternoon, making sure the steaks for tonight’s barbeque were all thawed out properly, tossing together a big green salad for the party and putting together hor d’d oeuvres trays as well. Since Mitzi was ten shades of useless in the kitchen, I did it all, while she kept busy making gin martinis for me.

			When it got to be near five o’clock, we went into the bedroom and she helped me get changed into my new swim suit, cutting the tags off and making sure the tiny strips of material were in the right places.

			“Fuck! If I had tits like those, I’d be the most popular girl in the swingers’ club,” Mitzi said admiringly as she stripped off her clothes.

			“I bet you’re pretty popular now, with these cute little nipples!” I said teasingly, stepping over in front of her and playing with her half-erect pink nubbins.

			“None of that till our other guests arrive,” she sighed, shaking her shoulders so I’d lose my grip on her girlish treasures.

			“Oh, you’re no fun!” I said with a disappointed pout. “I was just about to suck them for you!”

			“Later!” she shouted excitedly as the peals from the doorbell ringing echoed down the hallway outside the bedroom. “Our first guests are here. Maybe she’ll have tits you’ll like even better than you like mine!”

			Possibly, I told myself, trying to get into my new role as a female titty connoisseur. I still think of myself as being more of a cock aficionado, but I’ll try to adjust!

			Mitzi ran down the hall, stark naked, and answered the door. The couple she greeted was in their early thirties, attractive, both of them, in an affluent, middle-class, normal-people sort of way. Her name was Jill and he was Jason, and I thought they looked like Dick and Jane all grown up!

			Jill was a tall, willowy, brown-haired girl and her husband was thin, blandly handsome and friendly, with jet-black hair that had been cut short, like a businessman’s.

			They kissed Mitzi on the cheek, Jason patting her bare ass as he passed her in the hall and went down that hall to the master bedroom, where they stripped as naked as Mitzi and then sauntered, hand in hand, back into the living room.

			Jason had a dangly, seven-inch cock that wasn’t particularly thick and two cute balls that were barely bigger than walnuts and an ass that was well-formed and squeezable-looking. He grinned at me shyly and said in a surprisingly deep voice: “So you’re the famous Roz that Tim goes on and on about?”

			I stuck out my hand for him to shake and thrust out my bikini-covered chest as I did so, saying, “I’m her and I’ve probably done everything you’ve heard I’ve done, at one time or another. Pleased to make your acquaintance, Jason.”

			“This thing gets a lot longer, when I’m aroused,” he said apologetically as he shook my hand, glancing down at his dick. “I hope I don’t disappoint!”

			“Well, I’m sure I can help make it longer, later; I’ve had lots of experience doing that!” I said immodestly.

			“That’s what we’ve heard,” Jill said, stepping nearer to me. Her tits were really cute, with their hard little nipples and their tan lineless color. She obviously did lots of nude sunbathing. “I hope you’ll show us what a bad girl you can be, later this evening!”

			“Oh, I wouldn’t be surprised,” I told her, still ogling her breasts and glancing down at her waxed-bare pussy lips, which were looking as inviting as could be, shining with a light coating of excited girl oil.

			I went over to the bar and made myself another martini over ice, utilizing the gin and olives I found next to the ice bucket, thinking how much I’d like to suck handsome Jason’s cock and lick his wife’s tantalizing-looking pussy.

			The doorbell rang again and it was another attractive, ordinary-looking couple named Tom and Arlene Clemens, who lived over a few blocks from Tim and Mitzi and were also members of the swinger’s club they belonged to.

			When this pair returned from the master bedroom, I was treated to a view of a truly outstanding cock and two of the nicest tits I’d ever seen, even with all the girls’ locker rooms I’d been in when I was in high school and at the university! Arlene wasn’t just statuesque; she was spectacular! Although she had looked to be nothing special in the camel-colored slacks and loose-fitting blouse she had been wearing, without them on she was something very special, indeed!

			“Her tits are even bigger than mine!” I whispered to Mitzi as we both stood, taking Arlene in. “And that ass is one of the finest ones I’ve ever seen!”

			“Yeah, but she’s not as hot as she looks,” Mitzi informed me disappointedly. “I’ve made it with her dozens of times, and she just doesn’t get as hot—either over men, or over women—as you do, babe!”

			“Maybe she will tonight,” I shot back, imagining Ron pounding his big pussy-stuffer into Arlene’s tight little cunt, or me sucking those incredible titties of hers. Mitzi and I escorted the new arrivals out onto the patio, making sure everyone got their drink of choice from the bar and found comfortable seating on the expensive-looking array of patio furniture.

			The doorbell rang again and Mitzi dashed over to the slider. Her cute little freckled tits barely bounced as she ran by me, but then, neither did her taut ass moons, and I was envious of that. If I tried to run, my big jugs would try to shimmy and bounce their way out of my stretched-to-its-limits bikini bra and my generous butt cheeks would have jiggled and shimmied like two large jello molds!

			Mitzi opened the front door to two men and a short, very cute woman. The two men were tall, both of them well over six feet, and one of them, the older one presented a striking figure. He had to be knocking on the door of fifty, but he was as tall and lean and sinewy as could be! His shoulder-length mane of hair had been dyed a bright-blond shade and it contrasted sharply with the dirty-blond, mixed with gray hair showing in the deep “V” of his hippie-looking, peasant-style oatmeal-colored pullover shirt with its dark brown embroidery. The other man, who was decades younger than his aging hippie friend was handsome, in a suburban-husband and family man sort of way and stood about six-foot three in his flip-flop sandals. His grinning, much older friend towered over him, standing at least six-foot, six in his battered Birkenstocks.

			I guessed the shorter, younger man, and the woman to be Bob and Kathy Dorne, the final couple at tonight’s little swap-and-tickle pool party and the hulking, pseudo blond-haired giant to be the mysterious Chet, that everyone was so in a dither over.

			They drifted off down the hall, toward the master bedroom, no doubt to remove their clothes, as everyone else had done.

			Ron came over to me just then, and I saw that both him and Tim, who had gone out back a half hour ago, to fire up the barbeque and finish setting up the outside bar, had removed their clothes somewhere along the way. My husband’s out-sized dick swung from side to side over his impressive nut sac as he walked and I noticed Arlene, the spectacular brownette, watching every little sway that the huge cock made as he approached me.

			“Well, everyone’s here now, babe. I wonder when all the sex starts?” he whispered to me as he returned Arlene’s interested gaze, his eyes wandering up and down her fantastic body as he spoke.

			“Pretty soon would be my guess,” I murmured back under my breath. “That Arlene looks ready to suck your big old wanger any time now.”

			“She won’t have to aske me twice!” Ron muttered enthusiastically. “And her hubby looks to be enthralled by you, not that I blame him.”

			I looked over at Tom Clemens and found that Ron was not wrong! Arlene’s hunky husband was eyeing me in the same way his wife was gobbling up Ron as female eye candy! My pussy suddenly felt moist. I had been so preoccupied with Chet and wondering what all these women found so fascinating about him that I had totally zoned out, when it came to yummy Tom and his very nice dick!

			Nice of Ron to point that out to me! I thought. Of course, he obviously wants to fuck Arlene, so it’s to his advantage to keep me busy with Tom.

			I was suddenly more than ready to let myself be distracted by a honey like Tom, but at that moment, the Dornes, Mitzi and Chet emerged from the hallway, all nude and laughing together and headed for the slider. I saw immediately--as they crossed the living room together—what all the other girls saw in Chet!

			In addition to having the longest, thickest cock I’d ever personally seen—he was the same size or bigger than Rasheed, my black weightlifting lover had been—I had never seen a man his age with a set of abdominals like Chet’s! The man, stripped of his peasant shirt and cargo shorts, was like some sort of Beach God!

			His tall, lanky body was tanned to a deep bronze all over: he had absolutely no tan lines! And his pelt of chest hair led downward to a thin line of fur that merged with his bushy pubic thatch; and then there were that magnificent dick and his two impressive balls!

			Fifty years old or not, Chet was a rare male work of art! I wanted to suck that incredible cock so badly I could practically taste it! And then I wanted to feel it inside me, prying me open in a way no man’s cock ever had before!

			I wanted to look into Ron’s eyes as I rode it—no matter whether he was balling Arlene or Mitzi or one of the others at the same time I was fucking Chet or not!

			Among his other talents, Chet must have been a mind reader, because he chose that precise minute to come over to me and say, “You must be the famous Roz! You live up to your reputation, I’ve got to say! Here, let’s get rid of this—it’s that kind of party, after all, and I just can’t wait to see all of you, Roz!”

			Without further ado, as casually as if he were sweeping a stray strand of hair out of my eyes, he reached behind me and undid my bikini bra. The tightly-stretched garment sprang off my chest the same way a rubber band might spring off a rolled-up newspaper, when it was at last unfurled. “Those are as magnificent as I hoped they’d be!” Chet whispered as he stared at my revealed nipples and slid his hand down onto my ass.

			“Let me do that; it’s a little tight!” I stopped Chet’s hand from attempting to deal with the bottom of my bikini as he had my top. “Trust me to buy a swim suit that doesn’t fit!”

			“Oh, I thought it fit fine,” Chet complimented me as a hopped around the patio, tugging and pulling at the so-tight-it-was-embedded-in-my-flesh strip of material. At last, the resisting piece of material gave way and the tiny triangle of swim suit was sliding down my legs, to rest on the tops of my bare feet.

			“That’s one pretty little pink pussy,” Chet said, staring raptly at my waxed-clean cunt lips. “It matches those fabulous nipples of yours.”

			“All matching; all natural, no silicon on this girl!” I said, somewhat stupidly, staring up at him proudly, showing off my naked body.

			“That’s obvious,” Chet smiled back, ogling my revealed treasures greedily.

			“Hey, is anybody interested in dinner?” Tim broke in, an apologetic smile on his face, offered for intruding on my getting to know Chet better.

			“Oh, I was just thinking of starting off with a huge helping to some tube-steak!” I teased Tim, staring at Chet’s monster dick pointedly.

			“Save that for an after-dinner treat!” Tim advised with another little smile. “House rules: no sex until we have dinner.”

			“Oh, Timmy, you and your rules! You can be such a spoilsport sometimes,” Arlene said from a nearby chaise lounge.

			She had ahold of Ron’s half-erect dick and was supporting it in her palm, licking absently at his cock head as she spoke. I had been so enthralled with Chet; I hadn’t even noticed the two of them pairing off!

			“Well, if I must wait, don’t make me wait long,” Arlene said with a little pout, kissing Ron’s dick head good-bye before she dropped his throbbing prick from her hand and stood up.

			“Ron, would you help me grill up the steaks; now that I’m sure you have a good reason to get it done right away?” Tim chided him.

			“You fuckin’ bet I will!” Ron said, hustling over to the barbeque and slapping three of the big steaks onto the hot grill.

			In no time at all, we were all sitting down at the big redwood picnic table Mitzi and I had set for dinner an hour ago. It seemed everyone was ready to get to the main event of tonight’s party—the wild sex—and so no one held out for a well-done steak or a second helping of the green salad I had thrown together. Some of us, me included, drank numerous glasses of the delicious red wine Tim had selected for dinner, but everyone dealt with dinner quickly and efficiently.

			“Shall we adjourn to the patio furniture?” Chet stood up from the table as soon as his food was gone and suggested with a sweep of his hand.

			“I’m all for that!” Ron responded, standing up as well and reaching for Arlene’s hand.

			His big cock was already half-hard, and as the other male dinner guests stood up, I saw he wasn’t alone in sporting the start of a woody! All around the table, men paired off with naked women who weren’t their wives and made their way over to the nearby loungers and deck chairs.

			Chet and I were the last people at the table and I proudly took his offered hand and accompanied him to the lounger next to the one Ron and Arlene were busily occupying. I noticed that my wandering husband had one of his new friend’s admirable tits in one hand, while his other hand toyed with her clit while they kissed atop the chaise lounge!

			“Your old man’s dick is nearly as big as mine,” Chet observed wryly as we took our place beside the engrossed couple.

			“Nearly isn’t the same as ‘as big,’” I informed Chet with a catty smile, reaching for his massive prick as we settled into the lounger.

			His large hands were all over my breasts, tweaking and teasing, squeezing and hefting, as I jacked his huge erection to fullness while he kissed me. His tongue was playful and exploring inside my mouth, and my long, lanky body actually felt small, lying next to his buffed physique. Ron is a tall, muscular man, but in all our years together, I never felt small lying next to him; we’d always felt equal in everything! Mates, partners in Life; I’d always felt myself to be half of a team!

			With Chet, I felt like an innocent girl who was about to get schooled in the Art of Making Love! And, God, did he ever school me?

			As soon as I was wet enough—and that didn’t take long, trust me!—he got up on his knees and laid me out on my back as he set himself between my open legs and rubbed that magnificent tool of his up and down my oil-drenched slit.  I was so horny for cock by then that I pushed my hips up off the lounger and mashed his bulbous cock head inside my aching pussy mouth! He grinned down at me, amused by my obvious eagerness, and then eased three or four inches of his rigid shaft into me.

			He felt heavenly! I thrashed around beneath him, hunching my eager pussy up onto his girthy dick and burying as much of it as I could inside myself. Chet sighed and murmured, “What a hot girl you are, Roz—I love it!”

			With one mighty hip thrust, he speared the rest of his mondo-dick into me, until I felt his pelvic bone up against mine and his nut sac lying snugly up against my anal opening.

			It was so much cock, all I could do for several seconds was gasp for breath and will myself to open up for him! Ron had fucked me a million times since I’d known him and he had a much bigger than normal cock, and Rasheed had pried my open in a way Ron never had. But Chet was a whole new experience in being stuffed with dick!

			And Chet turned out to be one of those guys who didn’t believe in giving a girl a lot of time to get used to how big he was. He was a man who clearly believed that once you had the pussy, there should be no waiting to start enjoying the pussy!

			He drew his cunt-filler of a cock nearly out of me and then slammed it back in again and again. His unbelievably large prick pistoned up and down in me like machine!

			Soon, my tits were racing up and down my chest in rhythm with his frantic thrusts into me, just the way they had been in that motel room, when Rasheed had hammered me!

			“Jesus, look at those big titties shake!” A male voice marveled.

			“Fuck her, Chet! Make those knockers roll!” Another man shouted encouragingly.

			I was in Seventh Heaven! It felt so good to be manhandled like this! Chet’s flying prick seemed to light a fire in my clit as it sluiced in and out of me! I came—hard—beneath his frantic battering, and still he fucked on and on.!

			We ball like two insane people for long minutes, and I came twice more. At last, Chet heaved a mighty sigh and I felt his mammoth prick buck inside me, and then I felt a tremendous gush of semen so hot it threatened to burn me! I cried out, almost in pain, but then I realized that I was poised to come yet again and I begged for more of his incredible fucking.

			“Oh, do it to me! Drown me in your hot jism!” I begged. “Fuck me, don’t ever stop fucking me!”

			Chet smiled down at me and pulled his prick nearly free of my spasming pussy. He rocked back on his heels, catching his freed dick in his right and jerking his last tiny dollop of spurting jizz directly onto my super-sensitive clit. He began to rub the fiery-hot come into my little nub of sexual nerve endings with his spongy-feeling cock head and I completely lost it! 

			I remember squealing at the top of my lungs about how hard I was climaxing, and then I don’t remember anything until Ron’s cool hand, wet from the nearby swimming pool rubbed gently across my forehead as he said soothingly, “It’s okay, babe. You passed out; you came so hard. Old Chet really got you off, I guess.”

			 I flashed back to the last thing I remembered, Chet massaging his hot ball juice into my clit with his deflating cock, and nearly came again! The man was a sexual phenomenon! No one had ever made me orgasm like that…no one!

			Another scream pierced the Southern California night at that moment and I turned my head to see Mitzi riding Chet’s once again-hard cock, her head thrown back, her flaming-red hair whipping around as she clung to his shoulder and he lay flat on his back on the grass by the pool, thrusting up into her!

			Guy must have tremendous recuperative powers! I thought to myself, fighting down my jealousy. I couldn’t have been out that long, could I?

			The length of my blackout notwithstanding, Chet was certainly giving it to Mitzi!

			He had a cute, pink little nipple clutched in either hand as he pounded up into her, twisting and tweaking, and each muscular lunge up off the grass had the effect of tossing her lithe, freckled body upward as if it weighed nothing. She was cooing and gurgling mindlessly, clearly reveling in her near-orgasmic state as she rode him.

			“Look at that guy; fucking the shit out of Mitzi, right after he fucked your lights out!” Ron murmured enviously under his breath as he, like everyone else, watched the spectacular fuck going on scant yards from him.

			“Now you see why all the girls in the club want Chet at every party.” Tim commented. His voice sounded strained as if he was breathing hard when he spoke.

			With great difficulty, I tore my eyes away from the tableau of Chet and Mitzi and turned toward the sound of Tim’s voice. He was seated in a nearby deck chair and Kathy Dorne was kneeling in front of him, sucking his cock!

			Kathy’s pretty little face was smiling around Tim’s circumference as he bobbed her head over his lap, and I could see the outline of her tongue, making bulges in her sucked-in cheeks as it twirled around and around over his buried prick tip.

			Tim flashed me a tiny smile of satisfaction as he started to unload in the other woman’s mouth while he watched his wife coming on Chet’s monster cock in front of all of their guests. Some lifestyle these two have got! I thought as I watched this major depravity.

			But I realized I had little to hold over them as I thought back on my coming so hard I passed out a few minutes ago, with Ron looking on as he fucked Arlene! My husband and I were just as bad, if not worse, than the rest of these jaded libertines! We fit right in at this gathering of urban perverts!

			This sobering revelation stopped me from reaching for Ron’s dick and leaning over to suck it, as I had been contemplating doing. Instead, I whispered to him, “Let’s go inside and turn in for the night…together, just you and me: we have an early flight in the morning and I think we’ve had enough partying with the swingers for one night, don’t you?

			Ron looked surprised and a little disappointed at my decision, but in the end, he nodded his agreement and we took our leave from the party.

		

	
		
			Chapter Twelve

			Return Flight

			Our flight back to San Francisco in the morning was a rarity in this age of every-seat-full air travel: there were lots of open seats as our plane took off at seven o’clock in the morning! Ron and I were seated together, of course, with him at the window and me on the aisle. I had actually been assigned the middle seat, right next to Ron, but since there was no one else in the row, I had elected to give myself some elbow room by sitting in the unoccupied aisle seat.

			The mood between us was a strange one; we were both slightly hung-over from last night’s party and all the alcohol we had consumed. And each of us was slightly shell-shocked by the experience of attending our first ever nude, poolside swingers’ party!

			I couldn’t believe what a slut I’d been in front of so many total strangers, and I could see Ron was still slightly worried about my reaction to seeing him fuck Arlene and spend the previous night alone with Mitzi!

			It didn’t seem to have helped that I had told him numerous times that all was forgiven—after all, I had slept with Tim and cheated on both of them very publicly with Chet! I had solemnly assured my wandering husband that whatever had happened in L.A. stayed in L.A., as far as I was concerned, but it didn’t seem to have helped! I caught him pretending to look out the window, looking hangdog and worried, whenever I glanced over at him during our short flight northward. He looked as if he was convinced I was just waiting to get him home, so that I could bust his balls about what he’d done with those other women!

			In truth, I was as worried as he was! For one, I wasn’t all that concerned about him fucking Mitzi and Arlene. I remembered how hot I had thought it to be, watching him screw the beautiful Arlene, while I got off so sensationally with Chet. It had made my cheating on Ron seem so much more…sensual, so much more intense! It was in the same category—perversion-wise—as Tim coming down Kathy Dorne’s throat while he watched his wife orgasm on Chet’s big dick!

			Even now, I felt myself moistening up at the memory of my illicit lover’s gigantic cock stretching me wide open while Ron watched enviously as he balled Arlene at the same time! I looked over at my husband now and realized his thoughts must have been running parallel to mine, because his slacks showed the start of a tent building behind his zipper.

			“That Chet guy really nailed you, babe,” Ron sighed, looking at me the way he always did when he wanted sex.

			“He was fun, but that monster of his was a little too big for me to suck comfortably,” I said with as much sincerity as I could manage, as though I hadn’t really gotten off like a crazy girl on Chet’s over-sized tool.

			“Mine’s pretty big, too. Is it too big to suck comfortably?” he asked expectantly.

			“Yours is just right; I’ve gotten used to it over the years!” I announced with a seductive little smile.

			I reached over and raised the armrest on my side of the empty seat between us. He reached over and raised his. I leaned across the seat, wishing I had elected to wear something more comfortable and sexy for today’s short flight—I had chosen a white blouse that I had buttoned all the way  up to the top, along with a heavy bra, and a black bolo tie, covered by a mid-thigh length grey wool skirt and a Dolce&Gabnana, two-button, stretch wool jacket; very stylish to travel in but not very accessible!

			Settling into the empty seat, stretching out across it, I laid my head in Ron’s lap and felt his rising hard on under my right cheek. Kissing it up and down its impressive length through his trouser fabric, I felt it throbbing further to life.

			“Let’s just see what we’ve got here, hey, cowboy?” I murmured as I unzipped him, shielding what I was doing from the other passengers across the aisle with my head and my dangling red-blonde hair.

			Just as I had thought, his magnificent cock was at half-mast as I began to stroke it with my palm as I licked all around the head and soon popped that head and about four inches of his stiffening shaft into my eager mouth. Ron moaned loudly as I kept up my hot tongue work around his prick and began to bob my head over his lap.

			I must have sucked him for a full five minutes before I heard a stern young female voice say from the aisle, “Stop that this instant, you slut!” and felt fingers slipping roughly into the neck of my jacket, jerking me upright in my seat.

			Ron’s abruptly-abandoned cock waved above his balls for a few seconds, shining with a thick coat of my saliva! The cute, twenty-something flight attendant who had ahold of me stared at it in awe and muttered, “That fucker’s huge!” under her breath as Ron folded his hands in his lap in an attempt to hide himself away and the flight attendant yanked me to my feet and pushed/pulled me down the aisle toward the front of the plane.

			“You can’t do that on a public carrier, in broad daylight,” she chided me, whispering in my ear so the other passengers wouldn’t hear.

			The young woman shoved me into the space reserved for her and the other flight attendants to prepared snack carts, drink carts, and to strap themselves into the jump seats that folded down from the cabin wall when the plane was landing or taking off. She closed the curtains behind her, creating a small enclosed space where she could shove me down into the jump seat and tell her startled fellow attendant: “This one was giving a hot blowjob to a dude with a horsecock about halfway back! You should have seen that thing! It had to have been a foot long!”

			“Ten inches, when it’s fully hard; it belongs to my husband, so I ought to know!” I said to the two younger women.”

			“Ten inches—that’s still a monster!” the other girl told me. I glanced down at her name tag and saw that it read “Beth”.

			She looked away from me, to her co-worker, whose name tag, I now saw, read “Trish”, and asked, “Is it still out, waving around, or did he put it away? Maybe you’d better go get him and put him in the other jump seat!”

			Trish was clearly the junior partner in this team, she threw her shoulders back as soon as Beth finished speaking and made ready to step through those curtains again and fetch Ron, as she’d just been instructed to. I took a moment to evaluate them. Beth was about thirty, heavier built than Trish, with what looked to be sizeable tits under her white uniform blouse, and her ass was well-turned and striking in her tight black uniform pants. Trish, on the other hand, was just into her twenties, lithe and skinny, compared to Beth, with sandy-blonde hair worn in a short shag style, as opposed to Trish’s brownish mop of hair that reached her broad shoulders.

			Both were pretty enough—or they’d never have gotten chosen as flight attendants in the first place. The airlines weren’t as blatantly sexist as they’d once been but it was still rare to see a real bow-wow wearing one of those flight attendant uniforms. I noticed that Beth was eyeing me as well, and she wasn’t just taken by the way my expensive travel clothes fit!

			I’d been in enough lesbian, bi-curious hook ups over the years by now to recognize a sexual appraisal from another woman when I was on the receiving end of one! I was confident enough of my sense that Trish wasn’t just interested in ten-inch cocks-- she liked girls, too—to make my move as soon as Beth stepped away, through those curtains.

			“So, you like big dicks?” I asked her in my sexiest growl of a voice. “What about big tits? Do you have a soft spot for them, too?”

			As I spoke, I quickly began to fumble with the buttons at the front of my blouse, undoing them. Sure enough, Trish stared, wide-eyed and longing at the growing canyon of my cleavage as the two halves of the blouse separated before her eyes.

			“That’s a pretty impressive set; are they “C’s” or “D’s?” she choked out the words with some difficulty, too caught up in ogling my large titties to speak clearly.

			“D’s” I told her proudly, sticking out my chest as I got the blouse undone. Reaching behind me, I unhooked my heavy-duty bra, wishing I’d worn a sexier one this morning.

			“Jesus, lady, but your nipples are pretty!” Trish breathed excitedly as I pushed my loosened bra cups upward, revealing my tits to her fully.

			“Why don’t you come down here and give them a little kiss?” I asked her with equal excitement. “Maybe a little lick?”

			“What about Beth and your husband?” Trish offered in hushed tones, glancing nervously at the closed curtains.

			“If I read little Beth right, she’s going to be too busy sucking Ron’s cock to care what the two of us do!” I told her with more confidence than I was actually feeling.

			“She does like big cocks a lot!” Trish admitted, still sounding more than a little worried, and displaying more knowledge of her co-worker’s sexual preferences than was normal.

			“Are you…together?” I asked, sensing that they were.

			“We started out as just roommates, but it’s more than that now,” Trish admitted nervously, dropping to her knees in front of me, still fascinated by my naked chest.

			“Well, my husband and I can meet all of your needs, believe me!” I said in my gravelly, sexy growl, reaching out and slipping my hand behind her neck and urging her lips forward, toward my aching nipples. “I don’t mind if both you and little Beth suck my nippies and eat my pussy, and Ron, confirmed horndog that he is, isn’t likely to turn either of you away!”

			Thus it was, when Ron and Beth stepped through the curtains minutes later, they found me writhing about on the jump seat with Trish squeezing my saliva-slick nipples while she ate my overflowing pussy!

			“What the fuck?” Ron whispered.

			I merely gasped up at him, “Get your dick out, darling, Beth wants to blow you!”

			Trish giggled as she continued to lick my clit, and I came so nicely on her talented tongue! 

			The next time I opened by eyes, Ron had half of his mammoth cock stuffed down the kneeling Beth’s mouth as her lips flew up and down his rapidly firming up length. She turned out to be a noisy, sloppy cocksucker, giving Ron’s thick boner just the sort of blowjob he likes best! Trish and I changed places as we watched and listened to the action occurring right next to us in the tiny cabin. I was busily alternating between sucking her puffy young nipples and lapping at the tiny bud of her clit when I heard Ron growl, “Take it all, you hot little bitch!” just as Beth began to swallow quickly and Trish was moaning out her own pleasure.

			****

			“Well, those were certainly the friendliest skies I’ve ever flown!” Ron joked as he hefted our luggage into the trunk of the Lexus a half hour later.

			“I do hope we get Beth and Trish working out flight north next month, when we attend the big swinger party Tim and Mitzi invited us to!” I gushed as he shut the trunk lid.

			“Oh, are we definitely going to that party?” my husband asked as he backed out of our parking space. “I didn’t think you’d made up your mind about that yet.”

			“Let’s just say that his morning’s little adventure with our flight attendant friends decided me,” I told him.

			He pulled out of the parking garage into the mid-morning sunlight, as the fog burned off and we started for home, holding hands as he drove.

			I never imagined myself winding up a swinger, but I think we’re going to be happy in the lifestyle; especially after the girls move out to attend college!  I thought to myself on the way home. I could still taste Trish’s sweet cunt juice in my mouth and everything seemed right with the world…

			The End

		

		
		

	
		
			AUTHOR’S NOTES

			All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals.

			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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