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		Prologue

		

		What Did You Say?

		

		The first thing she noticed as she entered the bedroom, looking for her husband, was that the door to their roomy walk-in closet was standing open and that his side had been emptied out completely there wasn’t even a tie or a handkerchief left, let alone a suit or a dress shirt. Margaret Langston stood staring at it open-mouthed in utter shock.

		When her husband had caught her earlier in the day on her cell phone and asked her to meet him at home that afternoon, she hadn’t thought that much about it. While it was true—now that she replayed the call in her mind—that his voice had sounded a bit…strained…almost nervous over the phone, she hadn’t stopped to read anything into that Margaret had been far too busy with one of her clients, picking out fabrics and drapery colors for a redecorating project, to give the call much thought one way or the other.

		“Ah, there you are,” Arthur said, entering their bedroom, looking as ill at ease as he had sounded on the phone when he saw her staring into the empty closet. “I see you’ve already got a clue as to what this meeting today is all about.”

		Margaret whirled to face her husband of ten years and sputtered, “Clue…what do you mean I have a clue? I have no clue whatsoever as to what this means; none at all!”

		“It’s very simple, Margaret, “Arthur said quickly, as if in a hurry to get this over with. “I’m officially leaving you, as of now. I’ve taken an apartment for the time being and had all of my things moved there.”

		“B-But why?” Margaret demanded, left totally at sea by this shockingly unexpected action on her husband’s part.

		Arthur frowned, as he always did when he was discussing an unpleasant subject with his wife, and said, “I’ve met another woman. And I’ve decided I want to be with her, rather than with you it’s as simple as that. So I’m divorcing you.”

		“What…what did you say?”

		She’d heard exactly what he had said, of course. It was just that she was having difficulty processing it!

		“The woman I’m going to be living with is quite different from you, Margaret,” Arthur added.

		“D-Different…how is she different?”

		Arthur gave her a prurient little smile she had never seen before as he answered, “Well, for one thing, she gives excellent head; whereas you don’t give any head at all. You never have! Not in ten years of marriage!”

		‘Head’…whatever was he talking about? The answer finally dawned on Margaret and she felt her face reddening as she realized what he’d meant by what he’d just said.

		He…he’s talking about…me taking his nasty…PENIS inside my mouth! Margaret almost fainted dead away at the very thought of it!

		“She…this woman…she actually takes your…your…you know what in her mouth…willingly?” Margaret asked him incredulously.

		“With great gusto,” Arthur answered his wife with a smug little sneer, “and she happily swallows it all when I come in her mouth as well!”

		The notion of swallowing all of that gooey, smelly stuff Arthur’s penis shot out on the rare occasions when they had sex nauseated Margaret so much she almost threw up at the very idea of it! But somehow, she managed to control herself.

		Instead of getting sick to her stomach, she muttered under her breath, “And I suppose she lets you lick her…down there as well?”

		“Her pussy is sweet, Margaret, just as sweet as yours would be, I expect,” her husband answered her disdainfully. “Although I’ll readily admit that after our lengthy relationship, I have nothing upon which to base that assumption.”

		Margaret made a face at the very thought of another person’s tongue touching her body in such an intimate, unsanitary place. She said primly, “I urinate out of that particular orifice, Arthur. I’ve never understood the male fascination with sticking one’s tongue up such a nasty…aperture!”

		Arthur sighed, his brows knitting together as he said, “You’re hopeless, Margaret. That’s why I’m leaving you. Sex to you has always been a burden, not a pleasure. I thought for ten years that I could change your tight-assed, prissy ways but I’ve finally realized that I never will!”

		He shot her a withering, scornful look before he left what had been his house for the final time and said, “You’re still a very attractive woman, Margaret; a real head-turner, with your long, elegant lines and those sumptuous tits of yours! It’s too damn bad you’re such an incredible…prude when it comes to all things sexual!”

		With that, he turned on his heel and left the bedroom; and his life with her behind.

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

		What’s Wrong With Me?

		

		She had been awarded the house in the divorce settlement, which was worth just shy of a million dollars in the inflated Los Angeles real estate market, and a large cash settlement, which meant she wouldn’t have to continue working just to support herself, should she choose not to do that.

		Arthur was an actuary by profession, with a major insurance company. Though not a rich man by any means, he had used his canny mathematician’s mind to invest quite successfully in the stock market over the years. So the two of them were fairly well off, she supposed, after looking through their accounts in preparation for the final divorce decree.

		Margaret herself had enjoyed a very successful career as an interior decorator. Even though she had never quite managed to become a sought-after designer by LA’s richest and most glamorous set, she nevertheless had developed a loyal following and an ever-expanding client base among the wealthy and the almost-famous.

		She’d made as much money as Arthur throughout their marriage; some years even more. Finances weren’t going to be a problem for her.

		But not being married anymore was going to be a problem! Margaret had grown accustomed to being married she felt absolutely rudderless; like a fish out of water, trying to function as a single woman in today’s world!

		Everyone in her small circle of friends was married, and it had been so awkward, over these last few months with Arthur not being in the picture anymore; setting a table for three instead of four when she had people over for dinner, or being the odd woman out whenever she’d attended plays or the symphony with her friends. Oh, a few of them had tried to “fix her up” with various unmarried males they knew.

		That hadn’t worked out well at all. After the initial meeting, most of the men she met had been eager to make a second, more intimate “date” with an alluring, somewhat aloof blonde stunner such as her.

		But that had proven to be the rub, as the Bard might have put it. Because she had been married all those years to Arthur, as a recent divorcee, all the men she had gone out with had expected her to be hungry for male companionship of most intimate sort they had all but taken it for granted that she would be anxious to hop into bed with them at the first opportunity!

		And the type and variety of the sex her “dates” had expected from her had taken her breath away, to say the least! One otherwise charming man had demanded what he had referred to as “soul-kissing” from her—which apparently involved tongues—and in his very next comment, he had speculated eagerly about how her tongue was going to feel as it caressed his…cock!

		Needless to say, Margaret had shown him the door rather quickly after that. And another man, whom she had initially been very taken with, had gone on and on about what a tight little…ass she had—once they were seated on the couch in her living room together—and how much he was going to enjoy…fucking it!

		He too had found himself standing on her porch steps in record time, never to return, leaving Margaret seething over his presumption that as a woman who had recently found her bed empty at night, she would welcome his heavy-handed, obscene attempt to occupy it! She was almost as affronted by his choice of language as its meaning!

		Margaret knew what all those vile words meant—fuck, ass, pussy, cunt, etc.; she was, after all a creature of the twenty-first century and they were all but impossible to avoid—but she didn’t use them herself. And she loathed having them used in her presence…

		

		****

		

		“…I’m at my wit’s end, Edith,” Margaret confined gloomily to one of her closest friends, Edith Hinkle, at lunch one day, after recounting her recent, very unsatisfactory experiences with dating. “The men I’ve met in the past few months seemed to want one thing and one thing only from me—sex!”

		“Well, you’ve sort of got to expect that, Margaret,” Edith answered her not unkindly, with a tiny smile that was meant to comfort her. “After all, you’re still only thirty-five or so, aren’t you, and so are the guys you’re dating!”

		Edith pulled back from the table and examined her friend carefully. After a few seconds had gone by, she said, “And you must look at yourself more closely in the mirror sometime, darling. You’re an utterly ravishing woman, or at least you could be, if you’d dress a little less conservatively and do more with your make up and hair.”

		Margaret, who was dressed in what she considered to be her standard working uniform—a camel-colored pants suit, a white blouse with only the top button undone, and a pair of comfortable but not very stylish Louboutin flats she’d had for ages—wrinkled her patrician nose and asked, “What’s wrong with the way I’m dressed?”

		“Nothing, except that you’ve got great breasts, but you’d never know it from that outfit,” Edith responded truthfully, “and you have that wonderful ass and those incredible legs, but you seem to delight in keeping them a secret as well!”

		“I…I’ve never enjoyed being the center of attention,” Margaret demurred, “at least not in that way.”

		There was silence at the table for a good thirty seconds or so; then Edith asked, “Do you even like sex? It sounds as if you don’t.”

		Margaret felt her face reddening. She glanced around at the other nearby tables, trying to see if this slightly lurid conversation was being overheard by any of the other diners.

		When she had satisfied herself that it wasn’t, she said, “I do like it…within limits.”

		Edith merely raised her eyebrows when she said that. Margaret dropped her voice even lower and continued with, “I enjoy certain aspects of making love; the intimacy of it, the cuddling and the closeness. It’s the other…facets of the act I don’t relish as much, such as cleaning myself up after it’s over; touching that slimy stuff with my fingers!”

		Edith laughed lightly and shook her head in disbelief as she whispered somewhat derisively, “I can see you’re a real terror between the sheets, Margaret!”

		As Margaret felt herself growing even more red-faced, Edith asked quietly, “How often did you and Arthur…you know…do it?”

		Margaret thought about that for a moment and then answered candidly, “About once a month for the last few years; more often than that when we were first married, of course.”

		“Jesus,” Edith muttered under her breath, eating a forkful of her chicken fettuccini and chasing it with a sip of white wine.

		“Oh, do you and Leon have sex more often than that?” Margaret couldn’t seem to stop herself from asking, now that they were openly discussing this most intimate of subjects.

		Edith surprised her by shaking her head that they didn’t. Smiling a naughty little smile, she said in a voice that was barely audible across the table, “Leon and I…no. I always call Reuben when I’m really feeling…in the mood for great sex, so to speak!”

		“R-Reuben, who on earth is Reuben?”

		Her friend furtively slipped a business card out of her purse and passed it across the table to Margaret. It read, Elite Escort Service and below the agency’s name was printed Reuben Fuentes.

		“You can keep that,” Edith told her with another little smile. “I have the number memorized and it’s in my cell phone memory as well.”

		Margaret dropped the card as if it had suddenly burst into flames. She stammered, “I…I don’t want it! I don’t need it!”

		She looked up at Edith and whispered angrily, “I’d never call a…gigolo! I’m not that desperate for a man!”

		“Escorts like Reuben have all kinds of uses,” Edith answered her friend knowingly. “When you are desperate to go to the opera and your husband is just too busy to accompany you; when you need someone to listen, really listen while you talk—someone who isn’t at all judgmental; that’s where a man like Reuben comes in handy.”

		When Margaret didn’t reply, Edith went to say, “In your case, you might want Reuben to teach you some new sexual techniques, so you can be more competitive, out there in the dating world.”

		“Competitive…” Margaret ran the word across her tongue as if she’d never heard it before. “I’m not sure I want to be more…competitive!”

		“You’ve said you’re very unhappy as a single woman,” Edith reminded her, “that you want to remarry.”

		She cocked her head to one side before saying, “Well, in order for that to happen, you have meet a man who will stick around for longer than one date!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		Dating

		

		“I suppose I do at that,” Margaret mused under her breath as she drove home from her luncheon with Edith, reviewing their frank conversation in her mind, especially Edith’s remark about finding a man who was interested in more than one date.

		If only I felt more comfortable about…DATING! She reflected as she drove along the freeway.

		Margaret blamed her unique upbringing and her subsequently awkward childhood for all of her current problems in that department. Her deceased parents had been dear people, but they had never expected to have a child her mother had been assured all her life, by some of the finest doctors on the east coast, that she was barren.

		Mother was already forty-three when I was conceived, Margaret reminded herself. She was totally unprepared for motherhood; she and Father had given up on miracles years before I came along so unexpectedly!

		It hadn’t helped that her father had been a full ten years older than her mother as well. Both of her parents had enjoyed privileged upbringings; the best prep schools, the finest colleges. He had been graduated from Harvard while she had matriculated from Bryn Mawr.

		They had been well along in living out their cultured, refined lives together when Margaret had suddenly appeared from out of nowhere! Overjoyed by his wife’s sudden pregnancy—but thoroughly daunted at the prospect of being a first time father at the rather advanced age of fifty-four—her father had reacted by being super-protective of his only child, surrounding her with watchful nannies and servants, enrolling Margaret in strict, well-supervised private schools and then in a tightly run, all-girl high school, presided over by a dour group of Protestant Sisters whose sense of discipline would have made the most no-nonsense Catholic nun feel right at home.

		Thus Margaret had gone on exactly zero dates before entering college, and had had almost no experience with boys or men. And her doting parents had seen nothing wrong with that approach to child-rearing.

		Indeed, they had adhered to it enthusiastically, enrolling their only, still virgin daughter not in Yale, Harvard, or Bryn Mawr, but instead in the Holyoake School; a respected private college catering to well-bred young ladies; which had proved to be almost as strict as her high school had been!

		The only difference was that Holyoake did allow dating. Well into her third year, Margaret had met Arthur Langston, a young man attending Holyoake’s sister school for men, Wingate College, located right across the lake.

		There had been a dance in the gymnasium. Margaret hadn’t been going to attend, but her roommate—a girl far more adventurous than she—had bullyragged her into going. Several of the young men had taken a keen interest in the tall, long-stemmed blonde beauty, but Margaret had liked Arthur best because he was the least threatening boy in that gym!

		Margaret sighed as she thought back on the year she and Arthur had dated, before finally getting married the summer after they graduated. There had been a lot of innocent kissing and some—she had to admit—intimate touching involved in their rather bland courtship.

		Her wedding night had been a revelation! She had only seen Arthur’s penis twice before their wedding vows, and only held it once, very briefly, in her trembling hand.

		On their honeymoon, he had wanted her to suck it! She had, of course, refused.

		However, she had stroked it a little for him while they’d kissed, naked together in bed. Arthur had exploded with a groan, his hard penis jerking wildly about in her hand!

		The white, gooey, bleachy-smelling fluid that shot out of it in big wads seemed to be everywhere! It had taken Margaret ten minutes in the shower to wash all of the vile stuff from her hands and her body!

		And to her shock, Arthur had gotten stiff again right away when she had shyly re-entered the bedroom, still as naked as she could be from the shower. He had then pounced on her and deflowered her it had hurt, as she had always secretly feared that it would.

		But Arthur had seemed exultant that night when he had finally drifted off to sleep. She hadn’t!

		It had taken hours before exhaustion had finally overtaken Margaret, and her ruined vagina had stopped throbbing enough for her to finally fall asleep. The next night was a little better—there hadn’t been all that blood everywhere, for one thing—and she had done her married duty once again and fallen asleep much faster.

		She came to her freeway exit, still mentally strolling down memory lane, and almost missed it as a result. Margaret negotiated the surface streets carefully in her new Jaguar sedan, finally turning into her neighborhood and rolling up into her driveway.

		The next ten years were more of the same, she suddenly realized as she waited for the garage door to open all the way. It was my honeymoon all over again, played out over dozens of nights, spread over an entire decade!

		And now it was irreparably over. Lucky for both of them that neither had wanted children right away.

		At least she didn’t have the burden of being a single parent to deal with!

		Margaret had always secretly feared that she would prove to be as clueless a mother as her own had been; and that Arthur would be a well-intended but aloof father, much like her own.

		Thank God for small favors, I guess, she told herself as she got out of her British racing-green Jaguar and eased the door shut.

		As she went in the house, closing the garage door behind her, she resolved that her next marriage—when it occurred—was going to be far different than her first one had been.

		“I’m going to be different!” She vowed to herself aloud as she poured a white wine in the kitchen.

		I’m going to be more open towards sex in the future; experiment a little! It seems everyone but me enjoys doing those nasty things I’ve thus far refused to do—and look where THAT’S gotten me!

		Arthur hadn’t been much, she admitted to herself, now that he was out of her life permanently. But he was gone, and that was due primarily to her hide-bound sense of morality and her inability to take a chance!

		“Well, that’s going to change,” she said aloud in her empty kitchen, taking a big sip of the wine. “That’s for certain!”

		Determined to turn her words into action, she took her cell phone out of her purse and immediately dialed up Celia, another of her married friends. When the other woman answered, Margaret asked her boldly, “Celia, do you remember the fellow you were trying to match me up with last month? Is he still unattached?”

		When Celia assured her that he was, Margaret steeled herself and answered, “I wonder if you’d mind calling him for me? I’ve changed my mind about going to dinner with him…”

		

		****

		

		James Steel turned out to be everything Celia had promised he would. Tall, handsome, and just into his fortieth year, he was also quite affluent, a good conversationalist, and great company.

		They went to a very expensive restaurant in Beverly Hills for dinner, and the food was excellent, as was the bottle of wine they shared. Jim was funny, witty, and very solicitous of her.

		I could definitely see myself married to this cutie! Margaret told herself hopefully as he drove her home in his new Mercedes sedan after they had finished dinner. This one’s a distinct possibility; that’s for sure!

		Accordingly, she invited him inside for a nightcap, and served him a snifter of brandy that seemed just right to both of them. As they sat close together on the couch, Margaret’s heart beating like crazy with nervousness, Jim waited until they had had finished their drinks before making his move.

		Margaret stiffened automatically when Jim’s arm went up onto the back of the couch and came down across her shoulders. She fought off her rising sense of panic, and instead managed to flash him what she hoped was an encouraging smile.

		Almost before she knew it, his lips were on hers…and it wasn’t awful! She didn’t let his tongue inside when it butted up against her mouth a few seconds into the kiss, but Jim didn’t seem upset by her reaction.

		He merely pulled her closer against his chest and kissed her even more passionately. Margaret had to admit, kissing this handsome, self-assured man wasn’t like kissing Arthur, her ex-husband, at all! Jim’s technique was somehow much smoother, much more seductive than Arthur’s had ever been, and it really excited her!

		So when he tried her mouth with his tongue tip again a few seconds later, she surprised herself by opening her lips to a man’s advances for the very first time ever! Having a tongue in her mouth while she was being kissed felt so odd at first it somehow felt as if the gliding, very arousing digit was emitting some sort of electrical charge as it caressed her own!

		Margaret moaned at the intensity of the sensations suddenly pulsing through her body. She only sighed as his hands moved off her shoulders and down onto her breasts.

		Oh, my goodness, he certainly moves fast! She found herself thinking as he undid the buttons at the front of her blouse and began touching the bare skin of her upper chest tentatively.

		Shivers of excitement ran up and down Margaret’s spine when she felt his fingertips exploring the upper halves of her breasts, and she gave his tongue a tentative little suck. Jim’s hands then slid around her ribcage, finding the clasp to her bra in back and easily opening it.

		She started to protest, but then his fingers were gliding back onto her breasts, under her loosened bra cups, and expertly teasing her nipples. Margaret almost swooned at how wonderful—and how naughty—it felt to have this handsome, almost stranger’s hands on her bare breasts!

		Oh, my, he’s good at that! She thought as Jim began to roll her tiny pink buds between his thumbs and forefingers as they continued the hot kiss, bringing them to full erection in mere seconds.

		“God, you’ve got lovely breasts,” he whispered, drawing his mouth from hers as he stared down raptly at her bare mounds. “I’ve got to kiss them for you; got to suck these beautiful little things!”

		Seconds later, her left nipple was inside his mouth, and he was laving it with his warm, slippery tongue as he sucked lightly. A thrill such as Margaret had never known shot through her as he did that, still toying with her right nipple as he sucked.

		“Oh, my; it feels so unbelievable!” She sighed aloud, her hands moving up to run through his blond hair as he changed breasts, sucking the right one now. He continued to touch her super-sensitive left nipple with just enough pressure from his fingertips to drive her utterly crazy with rising passion!

		I’m…I’m getting so…wet! Margaret realized as she felt a gush of lubricant coating her vagina lips. This…this isn’t like me at all!

		Jim sighed as well as he stopped sucking her nipple for a moment and looked up at her pleadingly. His voice was soft but insistent as he said, “Take it out, Margaret; touch my cock, please!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		Trying New Things

		

		I’ll do nothing of the kind! Margaret thought, outraged by the very idea!

		Then she remembered her new mantra more than one date…If she was ever going to be able to attract a man with husband potential and hold him; she’d have to swallow her pride and act more…accessible, she reminded herself, than she ever had in the past!

		Besides, Jim’s request wasn’t that unreasonable, now that she thought about it. Here she sat with her blouse open, her bra pushed up out of the way; her nipples bare to his touch; gleaming with a light sheen of his saliva!

		Of course he’d expect her to touch his…his penis! What man wouldn’t, under the circumstances?

		Fingers trembling with fear, she reached down for his zipper and slowly opened it. Jim’s manhood lay swollen with life and throbbing behind the cotton boxers he wore; she could see it pulsing with desire just beneath the thin material!

		“It’s…its huge!” She gasped in surprise, drawing her reluctant fingers away quickly.

		“No, it’s not,” Jim chuckled, “my cock is very average, Margaret.”

		“Arthur, my ex-husband’s, wasn’t nearly that big,” she told him bashfully, feeling her face start to redden.

		He quickly fished around in his shorts and popped the head of his engorged penis out the hole in the front of them. With her designer’s eye, she estimated it to be six inches long or so, but it was much thicker than Arthur’s had been!

		“Suck it a little for me, won’t you?” Jim asked her.

		Terror raged through Margaret’s consciousness! She couldn’t do that! She wouldn’t do that—would she?

		With panic in her blue eyes, she said to Jim, “I…I’m afraid I’m wouldn’t be very g-good at it!”

		Smiling confidently, he took her nipples back into his fingertips and rolled them in the most delicious way as he murmured, “Just do your best, honey, and it will be fine, I’m sure.”

		Margaret eyed the seemingly enormous hunk of male flesh warily. It jerked in time with Jim’s heightened heartbeat; the head slightly purple in color, the same hue as a plum that was slowly ripening.

		Wave after wave of hot sensation engulfed both of Margaret’s breasts as Jim continued to play with them expertly while she sat staring down at his…his…cock! She knew that’s what some slutty women called a man’s penis!

		Inexorably, she felt her head being drawn down toward the pulsing monster. Jim was lightly tugging on her now very sensitive nipples, sending exquisite ripples of joy through them as he urged her ever downward, toward his lap.

		Tentatively—with great trepidation!—she stuck out her tongue. When it made contact with Jim’s hard penis for the first time, she was tempted to draw it right back into her mouth, before this went any further!

		But Jim had moaned when her tongue touched him and shifted beneath her on the couch, pleading, “Oh, that’s it! Lick it a little before you suck it, Maggie!”

		No one has ever called me “Maggie” before in my whole life! Margaret realized with a start!

		She didn’t know whether or not she like being called “Maggie”. It sounded so…familiar, somehow!

		And what’s wrong with that? She asked herself defiantly.

		She was sitting half naked on the couch with a man she barely knew, touching the head of his…cock with her tongue tip! That constituted pretty damn familiar behavior, after all!

		“Oh, lick it some more, you beauty!” Jim begged as her tongue began to caress his hot, slick flesh again, seemingly of its own accord.

		This…this isn’t as bad as I always imagined it would be! Margaret told herself reassuringly as her tongue completed s circuit around the head of Jim’s engorged penis. It…it doesn’t taste like urine at all! It just tastes…manly!

		“God, your lips are so soft!” Jim breathed out contentedly as they closed around his plump head.

		Margaret kept on caressing him with her tongue as she hesitantly began a soft suction on his swollen flesh. Jim groaned again and his grip on her nipples tightened.

		That felt just right to her! Pulses of pure bliss engulfed her heaving breasts and Margaret’s lips grew bolder as the seconds ticked by.

		She was shocked to realize that she now had half of Jim’s large penis in her mouth, and that the head was nudging against the opening of her throat. The little hole at the top had begun to leak out some sort of thick, heavy fluid and Margaret at first thought he was coming in her mouth!

		But then she remembered how Arthur’s penis had always shot jets of his disgusting goo when he had orgasmed, not dribbles! The stuff oozing out of Jim’s penis was almost sweet and, steeling herself, she swallowed it!

		Nothing happened. She didn’t get sick; she didn’t feel at all like throwing up!

		I…I can DO this! She told herself delightedly. I can suck a man’s…cock and actually enjoy it!

		Eager to experiment still further, she took even more of Jim’s erection into her mouth, the head sliding into her throat. Looking down, she was startled to find that nearly all of his…cock was now inside her mouth!

		“J-Jesus,” Jim gasped as her tongue continued to twirl all around his throbbing length, “I thought you said you weren’t good at this, babe!”

		He…he likes it! Margaret thought excitedly. He likes the way I’m sucking him!

		She increased the speed of her bobbing head, not slowing the swirling of her tongue around his shaft as she did so. Jim moaned and kneaded her sensitive breasts like a man entranced, alternating between rolling her nipples between his fingers and palming her big, solid mounds in a titillating, oh, so wonderful fashion; like a man using an exercise ball!

		I love this! Margaret thought to herself smugly, her lips now confidently gliding all the way up and down Jim’s cock, her tongue gently caressing him, her breasts tightening up in the most delightful manner as she sucked and sucked!

		Jim surprised her by stopping her in mid-head stroke, releasing her left breast and placing his right hand instead on her forehead, saying, “I don’t want to come yet, Maggie. I want to make you come first I want to eat your pussy and swallow your juice, before you suck me off or fuck me!”

		A firestorm of conflicting desires and emotions tore through Margaret as she heard those words. Did she really want for that to happen? Did she really want this handsome, sure-of-himself man to…to…fuck her could she actually allow him to go off inside her sucking lips when the time came?

		God help me, but I think I can! Margaret admitted to herself as she stared into his sexy brown eyes.

		She reached out and took his hard on in her fist and began to stroke it as he drew her in for another of those incredible tongue-kisses that they had shared earlier. Jim didn’t seem reluctant at all about pushing his tongue into her mouth, even though that’s where his…cock had just been!

		Somehow, the whole idea of that seemed as erotic as it could be to Margaret. She moaned as his chest came up against her sensitized nipples, and she found herself rubbing them against his shirtfront shamelessly as they made out.

		Oh, God, what a night! She thought, half gleefully, half in panic. I’m doing things I never would have even considered doing before!

		And when he finally broke off the torrid kiss and started to undo her skirt and slide it off, she let him! In moments, her pantyhose and panties had joined her blouse and her bra on the living room carpet and she found herself totally nude in the arms of this beguiling stranger!

		I don’t think I’ve ever been naked in this living room before! Margaret told herself shyly as Jim stared down at the lush curls of golden pubic hair surrounding her vagina.

		“Wow, what a bush you have, my beautiful Maggie,” he said with a grin, looking up from her crotch. “Most women either shave or wax their pussies nowadays.”

		Margaret’s voice sounded bashful and soft as she said, “Well, I guess I’m just an old-fashioned girl, Jim.”

		“I love that about you,” he told her, still smiling. “You’re like no one I’ve ever been with before!”

		With that, he quickly removed his sport coat and shirt, and then shucked all the way out of his pants and boxers, after first dealing with his shoes and socks. Now as naked as she was, he gently pushed her back on the couch and arranged himself on his furry stomach, right in between her splayed open legs!

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		A Whole New World!

		

		G-God, but that feels wonderful, Margaret thought as Jim’s lively tongue danced its way up and down in her overflowing vaginal opening!

		Gone were all thoughts that this was a disgusting act that she’d never allow! It felt too marvelous for her to even consider stopping him, now that he was so eagerly…eating her pussy!

		When he reached the top of those small, pink lips, he made sure he gave her aroused clit a little extra attention with his tongue tip. Margaret moaned again and pulled his head in closer, brazenly working her hips up off the couch against his miraculous lips and tongue.

		I think I’m going to…oh, God, yes I am! Margaret’s brain reeled as her orgasm approached with all the speed of a locomotive hurling down the track!

		Orgasms for her had always been very private moments, usually coming late at night, when Arthur was long asleep, or when he was at work. She normally used her fingers to achieve them, as she had during the early years of her life.

		But lately, she had sometimes used the vibrator she’d surreptitiously purchased on-line a year or so ago. That tiny buzzing device had delivered some of the steamiest, most intense climaxes she’d ever experienced. But she had never used it around Arthur; that was for sure—he hadn’t even known about it!

		Now Jim’s lapping tongue and sucking lips were poised to give her one of the most ferocious orgasms she had ever experienced; a climax more intense, light years more exciting than even her vibrator could provide! Her hips were hunching up off the couch as if they had a mind of their own and she was shamelessly toying with her own nipples as Jim licked and licked!

		Oh, dear, I feel so brazen…behaving like this! Margaret told herself just before the enormous orgasm engulfed her totally. But I can’t help it! Being…BAD like this just feels so goooooooooood!

		Margaret screamed aloud as the fury of her climax hit a crescendo! She shivered beneath Jim and squeezed her nipples even harder, mindlessly wiggling her hips against his eagerly-lapping tongue!

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, my dear God! I’m going off so…fiercely!” She whined out the words in the midst of the most fantastic orgasm of her life!

		Jim stayed with her, holding her quivering body against his tongue, milking her climax, making it last and last. Margaret continued to shudder and sigh and moan out her pleasure…

		

		****

		

		“Got to sample a little of this exquisite pussy of yours now, Maggie,” Jim huffed as he stopped licking her at last and got up onto his knees between her trembling thighs. “Is that alright with you?”

		Before she could gather her thoughts enough to answer, he was inside her! She felt his testicles bounce against her anus as he bottomed out in her and began to…to fuck her!

		“Oh, you naughty man,” she murmured into his ear as he started his thrusts in and out, “you’re doing it to me!”

		“That I am,” Jim whispered, “and it feels great, doesn’t it?”

		It most surely does! Margaret told herself dreamily, enjoying his weight on top of her long body; the intimacy of the act itself.

		This was the best sex she’d ever experienced, bar none! Margaret smiled up at him and began to work her hips up off the couch, catching his rhythm easily and responding to it.

		Her motion seemed more fluid, more natural than it ever had been with Arthur throughout all those years of marriage! She snuggled into Jim and just fucked him back, as if she had been doing it all her life!

		“God, Maggie, can you ever ball!” Jim murmured just then, and Margaret melted inside.

		She kissed him as they made love and her heart swelled with joy. This was what sex was supposed to feel like, and she was doing it so effortlessly!

		Jim lasted a few more minutes inside her; then he went rigid and drove himself in as deep as he could go inside her fluttering sheath. He gasped, “Is it…is it okay to come inside you?”

		“Oh, yesssssssss please do!” she sighed, another—totally unexpected—orgasm welling up inside her. “I want to feel it! I want to feel you…coming inside me!”

		Her new lover moaned and she felt the first hot jet of semen explode into her depths. She caressed his back and held him close, as she shivered through her second exquisitely intense orgasm of the night; right along with him!

		

		****

		

		“God, but you’re a wonderful lover,” she whispered to him as they held each other tight under the covers.

		They had moved into the bedroom and gotten into bed together, not even bothering to turn on any lights. She lay facing him; her breasts nestled in his chest fur. Margaret felt his semen…his “come” still draining out of her along one thigh and down onto the sheet.

		“Me…I though it was you,” Jim’s voice was playful in the darkness.

		She giggled like a schoolgirl, her heart soaring with affection for his gentle, good man. Snuggling closer to him, she murmured softly, “Can I tell you a secret, Jim?”

		“Sure,” he whispered back eagerly.

		“That was the best sex I’ve ever had!” Her voice sounded excited but it was so soft it was almost inaudible, even though they were just inches apart in the darkness.

		“It was pretty good at that,” Jim allowed, “but next time is sure to be better, as we get to know each other, I mean.”

		“Is there going to be a next time?” She asked hopefully, her heart beating faster as she awaited his answer. “Am I going to see you again, after tonight?”

		“Hell, yes,” he murmured, pulling her in tighter. “Do you think I’m going to let a woman as exciting as you get away?”

		They kissed long and hard after that, his tongue doing deliciously arousing things inside her mouth once more. Margaret felt her nipples stiffening again against his hairy chest and she ran her left hand through is hair as their lips stayed pressed together while their tongues caressed each other.

		Margaret felt her own body heating up the way it never had before! She rubbed her sensitive little nipples against his wiry chest fur and tiny tingles of desire crackled down her spine, right into her clitoris!

		I’m getting so wet again, she marveled. I’m positively soupy inside, what with the remains of his ejaculation and my own arousal!

		And Jim surprised her by firming up quite unexpectedly against her belly as they kissed! Arthur had never wanted two rounds of sex in one night—not since they were first married!

		Maybe he takes Viagra, or one of those other sex enhancers, she told herself. I don’t care! If he wants to…DO it again; I’m more than willing!

		She felt like such a bad girl, thinking that way. It wasn’t like her at all, but then nothing about tonight had been normal!

		“Jesus, Maggie,” he sighed, reaching down and taking his hard penis in his hand and running the head up and down in her gushing slit, “what a real sexpot, you are!”

		With that, he eased into her. She trembled as he took her for the second time that night, thinking ME, a real sexpot?

		But that was exactly how she was behaving! She had automatically cocked her left leg at the knee, so that he could slide into her all the way as they went back to kissing!

		And her tongue was as lively as his. She loved kissing this way; with his tongue toying with hers and his…his…cock deep inside her!

		Oh, Maggie, you’re such a naughty girl! She teased herself mentally. You’re such a little slut, deep down inside!

		She hunched herself onto his pistoning cock and ran her fingers delightedly through his hair as they…as they…fucked! There was really no other way to describe what they were doing!

		It was much too exciting…too forbidden, in a way, to be considered “making love”. She had never been to bed with a man on their first date in her life—she’d had few dates, with few men, when she thought about it—and yet here she was, fucking Jim Steel twice in one night!

		It was so different, so unlike her. But it was also wildly new and exciting.

		And God help me, but I think I LIKE it!

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		Classes Begin

		

		“Next weekend, can I see you again?” Jim asked anxiously as he prepared to leave the house early the next morning.

		Margaret thought about that for a moment and then answered cautiously, “I think so. Let me check my calendar and get back to you. I may have to be out of town on business next weekend.”

		“I hope not,” Jim said, “because I really want to see you again, and soon. You’re the most exciting woman I’ve met in a long time.”

		She smiled coquettishly and whispered, “I want to see you again as well, Jim. You’re a wonderful man.”

		They kissed just inside her front door for a long time; then he opened it and was gone. Margaret sagged back against the door, dressed only in a light bathrobe, a moonstruck, girlish smile on her face.

		He IS wonderful! She assured herself.

		They’d made love just minutes ago, for the third time. And it had been just as satisfying and downright thrilling as last night had been!

		Who knew that I’d ever come to like sex this much? Margaret asked herself. I guess a lot of it depends on who you have it with. And sex with my sweet Jim is simply incredible!

		But almost as soon as she had that thought, it was replaced by another, darker one. She asked herself what Jim would think of her when he discovered that she was a...fraud?

		She had gotten lucky last night the sex she and Jim had shared had been little short of spectacular! They had made love beautifully and now Jim clearly thought of her as being some sort of red-hot sex goddess!

		Well, she wasn’t and she knew it; that wasn’t her at all!

		Last night had been a fluke and she of all people was well aware of that fact. Every time they had made love, it had been either in the so-called missionary position or a modified version of that position.

		That was the only one she and Arthur had ever used in all their years together! She knew other positions existed, but she hadn’t tried them!

		And what if he hadn’t stopped me, when I was sucking him over on that couch? She asked herself the question as she looked across the living room at her sofa. What if he had wanted a for-real…blowjob? Would I have been able to deliver that? Or would I have gotten cold feet right at the end and refused to let him come in my mouth?

		Another, even more ghastly thought occurred to her and she sucked in her breath as she envisioned it happening! What if she had let Jim come in her mouth and she had gotten violently sick as a result? What if she had thrown up not only his semen, but the excellent dinner he had bought for her as well; right into his lap!

		That might have happened! She realized as she thought about it. That truly might have been my reaction to swallowing a man’s semen for the first time!

		And what about…anal sex, she asked herself with as sinking heart. What if he had wanted THAT from me?

		A lot of contemporary women performed that particular act with their sexual partners, she knew. She had read Cosmo and those other women’s magazines from time to time, while she was in the beauty shop.

		I’m SO damned inexperienced, she told herself despairingly, when you get right down to it!

		She was suddenly glad she had been so tentative about next weekend with Jim. It had been a reflex action—not committing herself right away to a second date—but she was now relieved that she had done it.

		Because Margaret suddenly realized that she might need more than this one week to re-invent herself as the hot sex-siren Jim thought her to be! She hurriedly found her purse and extracted the card Edith had given her, the one belonging to Reuben Fuentes…

		

		****

		

		“Yes, that’s right; my name is Margaret Langston and I’m an old friend of Edith Gilroy’s,” Margaret said nervously into her cell phone at three o’clock that afternoon. “And I’d like to…book your services for at least one night this week!”

		She had blurted out that last part, anxious to get the words out of her mouth before she changed her mind. Just talking to this Reuben character made her feel…dirty, somehow!

		“That can be arranged,” the deep, lightly-Spanish-accented male voice assured her, “depending on what you desire.”

		“Uh…I…” Margaret’s voice trailed off.

		Just what DO I desire? She asked herself frantically, not wanting to sound like a totally unsophisticated rube to this…this…gigolo!

		“I’m very nervous,” she admitted. “I’ve never done anything like this before!”

		“I understand,” Reuben answered reassuringly. “Listen, let’s do this it’s Sunday, so I am free for the day. Let’s meet for a drink this evening and you can explain to me what it is you need from me; say, seven o’clock, at the Polo Lounge in the Beverly Hills Hotel?”

		“Uh…sure; I can do that,” Margaret said quickly.

		“Until then,” Reuben said, and he was gone…

		

		****

		

		The hotel was an LA landmark, so of course she knew where it was. Beverly Hills was not a place she usually frequented, but Margaret regarded that as a good thing at the Polo Lounge, her chances of seeing any of her clients or anyone else she knew were virtually non-existent.

		She had never been to the Beverly Hills Hotel before; where the Polo Lounge was located, of course. But she knew where it was.

		Margaret, dressed to the nines, entered the fabled lounge at exactly seven that evening. She told the greeter that she was meeting Reuben Fuentes and he nodded knowingly, with a smug little smile—making Margaret feel as if she was the most pathetic woman on earth!—and then escorted her to a table in the back of the large room.

		Reuben Fuentes, when he stood up to greet her, turned out to be well over six feet tall, and he was as handsome as one of the old thirties movie stars who had frequented the Polo Lounge during that long-ago era. His dark blue suit had obviously been tailored to fit his muscular, lithe body to a tee and his shirt looked to have been hand-crafted out of out of Sea Island cotton as well.

		“I am Reuben, and you must be Margaret?” He said; his voice just as deep and sexy and lightly-accented as it had been on the phone. “Let us have a martini together and you can tell me all about yourself.”

		Martinis were not her drink of choice but she was so nervous about meeting a man like Reuben Fuentes she went along with it and ordered one of the powerful cocktails when their waiter appeared, seemingly out of thin air, beside their table. He was back with their icy Beefeater martinis in an instant and she was sipping hers as she said “I…I’m a recent divorcee, you see…”

		Reuben smiled and nodded, urging her to go on. She liked the fact that he hadn’t jumped to conclusions about his role in her life; recent divorcee…hungry for sex…calls upon the services of a gigolo!

		Encouraged by his restraint, she said, “I guess I should explain about my marriage to Arthur.”

		“Only if you wish to,” Reuben Fuentes answered graciously, sipping his drink.

		Reassured still more by his unobtrusive manner, she rushed into a thumbnail sketch of her very structured, very restrictive childhood, her college years, and meeting Arthur. As she rattled on, she discovered that they had both emptied their martini glasses and found herself ordering them another round.

		I’m telling this man far more than I had ever intended to, she thought, when I entered this lounge a half hour ago!

		“And, now that you have met this Jim fellow and made love with him so successfully, you are feeling less than confident about a second date?” Reuben asked, summing up her predicament very neatly.

		“Yes! That’s it exactly!” Margaret said, leaning closer to Reuben across the table. “I…I’m really very inexperienced when it comes to…to sex, even though I was married to Arthur for ten years!”

		“I see,” Reuben said, still affecting a very non-judgmental tone, finishing his martini. “And now you like me to…how can I put this? You’d like me to ‘bring you up to speed’ on certain sexual techniques…all by next weekend?”

		“It sounds impossible, when you say it like that,” Margaret sighed, finishing her own second martini.

		Reuben Fuentes smiled charmingly and said, “Not at all, beautiful lady; but we’ll need to get started right away. You should go out into the lobby right now, to the registration desk, and secure us a room for the evening.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		Starting Out

		

		“Are you naked yet, Margaret?” Reuben Fuentes called to his newest client.

		I…I sure am! Margaret told herself miserably, shivering with nervousness as she stood completely stripped of all her clothing in the bathroom, the door shut, her heart threatening to jump right out of her chest, it was beating so hard!

		“Don’t be shy,” he told her in a comforting voice. “You’re a very beautiful woman. Show yourself to me proudly. Think of that exquisite body of yours as a work of art created by God himself.”

		She looked at herself in the bathroom mirror and sighed. It was true, she supposed; she did have a beautiful face and the most gorgeous head of long, honey-blonde hair.

		And my breasts are large and round, without a hint of sag, she admitted to herself. My nipples are tiny and pink, and Jim just seemed to love them, last night! He couldn’t get enough of them!

		Margaret moved back a little, so that she could see her pelvis and the tops of her thighs in the small mirror. She had to admit, she did have a somewhat hairy mons!

		Maybe I’ll go to one of those day spas, and have the ladies there trim it up a little. Perhaps do a little waxing?

		With a sigh, she turned around and looked back over her shoulder at her bottom, now displayed in the mirror. It was round and cute as well!

		I’m very lucky, she thought, here I am, thirty-five years old and I don’t work out the way I ought to, and yet my bottom is still tight and firm as a twenty-year old girl’s!

		“Margaret, my dear woman,” Reuben’s voice sounded more insistent this time. “We have got all night, but we really need to get started!”

		With another big sigh, Margaret reached for the door handle, thinking, well, here goes nothing!

		Reuben was naked on the king size bed, smiling over at her as she entered the bedroom. He was tanned and brown and as in-shape as he could be, and his…equipment was nothing short of huge!

		Margaret thought back to last night, when she had seen Jim’s…cock for the first time and had thought it to be extraordinarily large! She now had to admit she’d been wrong about that!

		Reuben’s was eight inches long, at least, in contrast to Jim’s six or so. And he was nearly twice as thick, even though she’d thought Jim to be massive at the time!

		“Y-You’re so big,” she stammered as she approached the bed at a snail’s pace.

		“I am at that,” Reuben admitted with a smile, “and you’re even lovelier than I had imagined. I wish all my clients looked as gorgeous as you do without their clothes on. It would make my job so much easier.”

		Margaret knew she was blushing furiously but she didn’t care! She thought that it was permissible to blush, when a girl was seeing a man naked for the first time; a man she was paying to teach her all about…sex!

		“Some of the ladies you…entertain are not so…attractive, I take it?”

		“Some are real bow-wows,” Reuben admitted with an even larger, more rueful looking grin. “But that is certainly not the case here, my darling girl!”

		He patted the mattress beside himself and said, “Come; sit beside me. Let’s start our lessons, shall we?”

		She glanced at the nearby nightstand and saw a number of condom packages there, all neatly laid out in a row. Margaret shuddered, realizing that she had never been with a man who felt the need to use such things Arthur had been her husband and Jim…well, Jim had overwhelmed her last night and she hadn’t even thought to ask him about wearing…protection!

		Margaret was on the pill. She had been for years, since she and Arthur had agreed right from the start of their marriage to delay having children.

		“We…we’ll be using those?” She asked, her eyes cutting toward the nightstand.

		“Unless they make you uncomfortable,” Reuben answered. “We don’t have to, if you want to go bareback with me. From what you’ve told me, you’re extremely safe—this Jim sounds like he’s not promiscuous—and you’re certainly not. I get tested weekly, so I know I’m not carrying some nasty disease.”

		“I…I’ve never been in a situation before where they were necessary,” Margaret admitted in a low voice, still eyeing the condoms apprehensively.

		“Then we won’t use them,” Reuben said, reaching over and opening the top drawer of the nightstand and sweeping the packages containing the prophylactics into it before closing it.

		He looked up at Margaret and said in a sexy whisper, “Now come here and let me teach you a few things…”

		

		****

		

		Oh, God; oh, my dear God, Margaret told herself, I see now why Edith pays him so much money!

		Reuben was expertly eating her pussy and she was on the brink of her third orgasm of the evening! Last night, she had thought Jim was a magician with his tongue and fingertips.

		And he had been. But comparing Jim to Reuben was like comparing a very skilled amateur to a virtuoso!

		He had done things with her nipples that she hadn’t even dreamed possible! And his tongue…this man’s tongue should be declared a national treasure, as far as Margaret was concerned!

		“Oh, God, eat it!” She moaned aloud as she once again lay quivering beneath him, her whole body tensed in preparation for the massive orgasm that was a few frenzied heartbeats away. “Eat my hot pussy!”

		Margaret had never spoken like that before in her entire life! But then again, she had never felt quite like this before in her entire life!

		He’s so…MASTERFUL! She thought as she tumbled down into her climax. This man is a GOD, when it comes to sex!

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Margaret screamed as the powerful contractions gripped her once more and she began to shiver violently atop the mattress.

		Reuben sucked in her exploding clitoris and laved it gently with his tongue. Margaret twisted on the bed and moaned into the pillow, hunching her pussy up shamelessly into his marvelously attentive mouth!

		So good! So…so FUCKING good! Margaret found herself cursing like a sailor mentally for the first time in her life as yet another wave of orgasm broke over her!

		Reuben stayed with her until the heavenly sensations were ebbing, and then he straightened up and set the head of his enormous dick against her clasping pussy lips and let it gobble him up! She mewled and thrust her hips upward, seeking more of his lip-stretching girth!

		“Oh, God, yes,” she groaned, her eyes closed in ecstasy; all semblance of decorum gone now. “Fuck me! Fuck me with your huge cock and make me come some more!”

		He lanced his thick tool the rest of the way into her in one smooth motion, his large nut sac bouncing off her anus. Margaret gripped him hard and rubbed her clit against his buried manhood, reveling in how it felt to be totally…claimed by a big-dicked maestro of sex like Reuben Fuentes!

		“Ooh, it feels so goooooooooood!” Margaret murmured, emitting a guttural sigh as he began to fuck her.

		She clung to him, like lichen to a tree trunk, her nipples pressed up into his waxed-bare chest, her long legs wrapped around his ass cheeks as he rammed her deep again and again. Time seemed to stop there was only Reuben…his super-cock…and her!

		

		****

		

		“It…it goes in so deep, this way!” Margaret whined blissfully as he fucked her from behind.

		She was on her elbows and her knees in front of him, while he powered into her cream-filled pussy like a man possessed! Margaret had long ago lost count of the number of times he had made her come this evening it must be nearing the half-dozen mark!

		Oh, my sweet Jesus, but this is wonderful! Margaret told herself as she got ready to climax yet again. He just fucks and fucks me with that gorgeous cock of his; like some sort of marvelous sex machine!

		“Do you want it, my little Margaret?” His voice purred as he picked up the pace, sensing her orgasm’s nearness. “Do you want my hot come this time, as you go off?”

		Margaret made a little cooing sound! It was all she could muster as wave after wave of sensation engulfed her whole body!

		Reuben was reaching under her, squeezing her nipples as she came and came, and she was rutting eagerly back into him, wiggling her ass against his thrusting cock! Margaret thought her head would explode as her climax peaked!

		“Ohhhhhhhh, God, fuuuuuccckkkkk meeeeeeeeeee!” She pleaded mindlessly. “Shoot it in me, won’t you?”

		Another deluge of hot spunk entered her clasping pussy sheath at that moment and Margaret almost passed out from excitement…

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Learning More

		

		“Now, my little star pupil,” Reuben’s voice was low, teasing as he spoke, “you’re going to have to suck it, in order for me to get it hard again. Can you do that for me?”

		“B-But it’s all covered with your…stuff,” she groaned, eyeing the limp, gooey cock. “And with…mine!”

		“Yours is delicious,” Reuben whispered, urging her head toward his spent dick, “and you’re just going to have to develop a taste for mine.”

		Margaret wrinkled her nose at the thought of swallowing such a disgusting substance! She hesitated.

		“Suck it, Maggie,” he whispered more insistently, “you know you want to!”

		No, I don’t! Margaret told herself. I don’t want that nasty thing anywhere near my mouth!

		But her lips were somehow getting nearer to Reuben’s dick! Almost before she knew it, her tongue was all over the head, and then it was inside her mouth!

		It…it’s not so bad after all! She told herself as she began to suck. It’s not nearly as disgusting as I thought it would be!

		She remembered the first time her father had ordered oysters Rockefeller in a restaurant. Like any little girl, she had wanted to please her father, and she had been curious about how such an exotic dish tasted.

		Margaret hadn’t liked it much at all, at first, when her father had finally given her a taste. But by the time she was a teen, it had become one of her favorite things!

		Maybe semen will turn out to be like that, she told herself, as she gulped down her first mouthful ever of saliva tinted with male come and pussy juice, maybe it’s not so bad after all…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, suck it, Maggie!” Reuben sighed, “God, but you’re a great little cocksucker!”

		Mmmmmmmmm, I love this! I actually love this…sucking Reuben’s big, fat cock while he calls me a great little cocksucker!

		Margaret had that thought ten minutes later, her lips flying up and down Reuben’s thick shaft, his cock head nearly gagging her each time she ate it up! Gone was all thought of how his semen had tasted, all acrid and salty; she was too caught up in what she was doing—and how heavenly his finger felt in her pussy right now!—to worry about that!

		They were lying on the bed, her body curled around his, so he could access her slit while she blew him. His talented finger was nudging in and out of her juicy lips as she sucked, mashed up against her throbbing clit, her aroused nipples pressing into his hairy leg while her mouth eagerly engulfed him.

		“That’s so fine,” he moaned, “Oh, Jesus, your lips feel so fine around my dick, baby! Suck it; suck that cock, Maggie!”

		I’ll suck it! I feel like sucking it until it comes, just to see if I can do it! Margaret thought, throwing caution to the wind!

		Her vagina…her pussy was about to spasm into release once more, and she wanted it! She wanted to come just as Reuben came in her mouth!

		“Oh, can’t take much more,” he warned her just then, and Margaret felt her breasts jerk against his thigh and her pussy tighten down on his finger!

		She moaned as she began to come and Reuben’s cock jumped once in her sucking lips and then began to spurt! His come was hot and rich and thick as it flowed down her swallowing throat!

		So much, oh, my God; there’s so much of it! Margaret thought as she gulped down the exciting, forbidden goo!

		I can DO this! I can really do this! She thought in ecstatic triumph, quivering with her own release as she swallowed. I can suck off a man’s cock and swallow his come with the best of them…

		

		****

		

		“What’s the matter with this thing? Is it dead?” Margaret teased Reuben playfully, his cock remaining limp in her fist.

		He grinned down at her and whispered, “Why don’t you try sucking it again, Maggie? You’re great at that.”

		“Am I; am I really?” She quizzed him excitedly. “You’re not just saying that, are you?”

		“Oh, no, you’re a magnificent cocksucker, girl,” he crooned to her as she began to blow him again. “Use that little tongue on me and I’ll be ready to fuck that hot pussy of yours in no time.”

		Margaret sucked contentedly on the fat cock. She was surprised to find that she felt totally at ease with the situation now!

		I just love to suck cocks, now that I’ve tried it, as it turns out! Margaret realized as Reuben’s whopper began to stiffen right up under her growing expertise. And I can hardly wait to see what he’ll do with this monster once it gets hard again!

		“You know…you’re one incredibly hot woman, once you get going,” Reuben observed as she sucked him to full hardness. “I feared that you were some sort of ice queen at first, Maggie, with all of that blonde hair and white skin; so reserved and aloof-acting when I first met you down in the lounge.”

		She felt his hand start to gently caress her hair as she moved her lips up and down over his girthy shaft. He went on to say, “But I was wrong about you. You’re a real down-and-dirty girl, when you want to be.”

		Mmmmmmmmm, I think I am! Margaret admitted to herself as she swirled her tongue around Reuben’s cock head, harvesting a big droplet of his delicious pre-come and swallowing it with gusto. I think I am at that!

		

		****

		

		“Shake those hot titties for me, Maggie, while you ride me!” Reuben sighed, staring up at her as she glided up and down his hard cock.

		She looked shocked for a moment at the very thought of that, so he smiled and added, “It’s permitted, you know. You can be a bad girl when you’re busy getting fucking!”

		Margaret grinned back and shimmied her large breasts for him, jiggling them a bit. This felt so wild; being a totally wanton slut for a strange man…a man she was paying to…fuck her!

		“More,” Reuben urged her, “shake ‘em harder, then let me suck them!”

		She shook her shoulders even more, causing her big…titties to bounce around even more freely, more provocatively on her chest. Margaret smiled down at him like a very mischievous six year old and asked, “Do you like them? Do you like my big…titties, Reuben?”

		“Very much, Maggie,” he growled, reaching up behind her neck and drawing her downward, until her nipples were in easy reach of his lips.

		“Ummmmmmmmm, that feels so nice!” Margaret crooned aloud with a big sigh. “Suck ‘em…suck my big tits, baby!”

		I just love this! I just love to fuck and suck and be such a nasty girl!

		

		****

		

		“I’d like to see you at least one more time this week,” Margaret told Reuben as they got ready to leave the hotel room the next morning.

		He cocked his head and asked, “Why? I think you’re more than ready to fuck this Jim’s lights out this weekend; the lucky guy!”

		“Well, I want to learn how to do anal, for one thing,” she admitted to him, feeling suddenly shy around her darling Reuben once again as she admitted such a nasty thing aloud.

		Moving up close to him, she added in a sexy whisper, “And I want some more of this, too! Does that shock you?”

		She had boldly grabbed his package through his slacks as she said that, grinning like a loon. He laughed and said, “No, I feel complimented, if anything. But are you sure you want to spend that kind of money, Maggie?”

		He had a point there. Reuben had ten crisp new hundred dollar bills in his wallet, courtesy of her, and this room hadn’t been cheap either.

		“Could we do this at my house next time, so I could at least save the cost of the hotel room?” She asked.

		“We could do that, sure,” he answered with a smile.

		“Well, then, how about Wednesday night; are you available that evening?”

		“I’m available,” he assured her, “and I can’t wait to get my dick in that pretty little ass of yours, Maggie!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Reuben On Wednesday

		

		“God, I feel like such a slut!” Margaret told herself joyously as she pulled out of the hotel parking lot at ten that morning, a huge smile on her face.

		She felt wonderful! She had spent the whole evening and night sucking and fucking a strange man’s dick—and she had paid him a thousand dollars for the privilege—and she felt great about it!

		“I said I was going to change…and I have!” Margaret complimented herself under her breath as she started back toward her house.

		If I’d done half the things I learned last night when I was with Arthur, I’d still be with him, I guess, she told herself as she drove along the deserted streets.

		But would that have been a good thing or not? She asked herself the question truthfully.

		Thinking of Jim and what a great time she had enjoyed with him—not to mention the incredible night she had just spent with Reuben—she realized that Arthur leaving her might have been the single best thing that had ever happened to her! The whole world suddenly looked bright and new and exciting now; and it had never looked that way when she had been married to Arthur!

		“Fuck him!” She said aloud, reveling in the new her as she headed triumphantly for home!

		

		****

		

		“My goodness, dear, you really seem to be dragging this afternoon,” Mrs. Thomas observed. “Would you like a cup of tea, to help perk you up?”

		You try ‘entertaining’ a man like Reuben Fuentes all night long and then getting three hours’ sleep the next morning! Let’s see how YOU feel midway through the next afternoon, you old crone!

		That was what she thought. What she actually said was “Oh that sounds lovely. You’re so kind, Mrs. Thomas. Thank you so much!”

		While the elderly, very rich Mrs. Thomas went off to fetch the tea, Margaret busied herself looking at swatches of fabric that might work well with the color scheme she envisioned for this room. It was to be a complete make over. Her client meant to keep all of her old furniture, but she wanted to have it recovered in a different fabric and the slightly dingy-looking, cream colored walls to have a new, brighter hue as well.

		Margaret had thought first that an aquamarine shade would look just right in here, but now she was leaning more toward something even lighter, more cheerful; perhaps a subtle shade of yellow…

		

		****

		

		“I don’t have to go out of town this weekend after all, handsome,” she whispered into her cell phone at six that night.

		“Great!” Jim replied enthusiastically. “Where would you like to go?”

		“I’ll let you decide that,” Margaret answered, her heart singing. “I’m sure anywhere you want to take me will be fine.”

		“How about skiing? Do you enjoy winter sports? I’ve got a cabin up at Big Bear,” Jim said. “We could leave Friday evening, fool around in the snow all day Saturday, and then drive back home Sunday afternoon.”

		She had been up into the mountains of southern California before. Several years ago, she had participated in the complete remodel of a rustic cabin up at Big Bear for a client. The resort was about two hours away from Los Angeles, if you hit the traffic right, and she knew it to be a lovely spot!

		“I’d like that very much,” she told Jim without hesitation.

		“Can you get away early Friday afternoon?” He asked. “It will make the commute a lot easier, the earlier we leave the city.”

		“Why don’t you pick me up at my house at around one? Will that be early enough?”

		“That would be great,” Jim agreed. “Do you ski well?”

		“Well enough,” she replied. “I was born and raised back east, so I’ve been to Sugarbush and Stowe a few times. That’s where I learned to ski.”

		“I’ve never skied on the east coast myself,” Jim said. “But I’ve heard good things about Stowe and several of the other popular ski areas.”

		“The snow on the back there tends to be wet and heavy, compared to the areas out here,” Margaret commented, “but skiing is skiing, no matter where you do it.”

		“Well, then; I guess I’ll see you at one, on Friday,” Jim offered cheerfully, sounding as excited as she was about them spending the up-coming weekend together.

		They said their good-byes and Margaret slipped her cell phone back in to her purse, a huge, contented smile on her face. She thought Reuben on Wednesday night and Jim all weekend long! My sex life has certainly improved! I’m glad I swallowed my pride and called Celia, so I could meet Jim…that one phone call has changed my entire life!

		

		****

		

		“You said I should skip making you dinner,” she told Reuben as he stood on the porch outside her house on Wednesday evening.

		She struck a lingerie model’s pose for him, showing off her new peignoir and babydoll pajamas outfit, saying, “I hope this is alright, since you apparently want to get started on my…lessons right away!”

		He stepped into the house, closing and locking the front door behind him. The handsome escort took her diaphanously-clothed body into his embrace and whispered, “It’s a good start. But this is even better.”

		With that, he removed the peignoir, leaving her next to naked in his arms. The babydolls were so sheer they were nearly transparent, their light peach color doing nothing to hide her blonde pubic fur or her pink nipples from his view.

		He looked down at her bush and noticed right away that it had been severely trimmed since he had last seen it on Sunday night. Reuben smiled and said, “I like it. The wild, untamed look was fun for a change of pace, but this is so much more…shall we say, sophisticated?”

		“I’m glad you like it,” Margaret said, realizing that her face was probably getting red as this near-stranger commented on the results of her recent visit to the day spa. “Waxing really hurts!”

		“But the outcome is worth a little pain, I should think,” he said, reaching out and stripping off her top, leaving her clothed in only the barely-there peach colored thong panties.

		He slid those down her legs, stripping her long body completely, staring at her waxed-bare pussy lips, with their cute little “vee” of close cropped, honey-blonde pubic hair topping them off. Reuben smiled approvingly as he removed his suit jacket, loosened his necktie, and began to unbutton his dress shirt.

		“Gorgeous…just gorgeous,” he sighed, looking up from her mons into her eyes, saying, “I can barely wait to slip my tongue into that delicious little pink slit of yours again, Maggie.”

		She went weak in the knees, imagining just that. Margaret whispered, “I can barely wait to experience again that either! Let’s get you naked, my darling Reuben!”

		Together, they made short work of the rest of his clothes, plus his shoes and socks. Hand in hand, they made their way into the bedroom, where Reuben laid her gently in the middle of her king sized bed…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, lick it!” Margaret hissed excitedly, working her pussy against his divinely-lapping tongue. “God, you lick my clitty so beautifully, you sexy man, you!”

		Reuben had made her come once already tonight! His tongue and fingers on her nipples had felt so heavenly that she’d shivered her way through one climax almost as soon as he’d started caressing her clit with just his fingertip.

		Another, even more powerful orgasm was threatening to take complete control of her body at any second, as her consummate professional lover teased her throbbing clitoris with just the tip of his tongue, and then lanced it all the way down into her clasping pussy sheath! Margaret’s tummy fluttered with those all too familiar spasms which preceded her strongest orgasms!

		“J-Jesus…oh, my sweet Jesus but you’re making me…” her words trailed off as a shatteringly large climax swirled through her.

		Margaret quivered and shook beneath the pussy-lapping tongue! She shrieked out her pleasure as wave after wave of come-sensation all but overwhelmed her!

		She heard Reuben swallowing and opened her clinched, shut-in-pure- ecstasy eyes to see him eagerly gulping down her hot spend. A jet of something hot and clear squirted out of her climaxing pussy and spattered against his handsome face, running down onto his chin.

		I…I’m…SQUIRTING! She realized. My sweet Reuben is making me come so hard, I’m actually squirting as I orgasm!

		She’d read about such things in woman’s magazine, but she had never experienced it before. The orgasm she was shivering through now was so long, so intense that she could barely believe it!

		And our night together is just getting started, Margaret told herself, barely able to keep her wildly beating heart from jumping right out of her chest with joy…

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Learning Still More

		

		“My lord, Reuben darling,” she gasped as his tongue went from her clit, clear down him sopping-wet slit, across her perineum—the strip of flesh separating her vagina and her anus—to the opening of her anus itself, “whatever are you dooooooooing to me? It…it feels so…nasty!”

		That’s because it was nasty! His tongue tip was now boldly exploring her anus, caressing the tiny nerve endings to be found there and then plunging deep inside!

		“Oh, oh, you mustn’t do thaaaaaaaat!” Margaret whined as he started to tongue-fuck her asshole.

		Reuben’s fingertip was now massaging her clit while he thrust his tongue in and out of her bottom! The unholy feeling of being a total bad girl seized her completely—just as it had last Sunday night—and she felt herself melting under his constant oral assault.

		“D-Dear God, but that feels wonderful,” Margaret admitted as the strange new sensations slowly overwhelmed her.

		She had known Reuben was going to take her anally tonight. Margaret was paying him to do it; to teach her how to have this most forbidden of sexual experiences. As well as how to relax and enjoy it!

		But she hadn’t expected him to do…this… beforehand; the oral butt-sex felt absolutely marvelous!

		She…she didn’t want it to ever stop!

		“Oh, Reuben, you devil,” she cooed. “You’re making me feel so fantastic down…down…there!”

		“You haven’t felt anything yet, Maggie,” he panted, withdrawing his magic tongue from her nether hole for a few seconds. “Trust me on that one!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yes, oh, yes; just like that!” Margaret wailed, out of her mind with lust. “Fuck me right in the ass, just like that!”

		Reuben had her on her knees in front of him, balanced on her elbows so that he sleek little ass was totally open to him. His huge cock was buried deep within her anus, gliding back and forth on a gooey cushion of the super-slippery lubricant Reuben had squirted inside.

		His cock was drenched in the stuff as well. He was carefully caressing her clitoris with one hand as he butt-fucked her, and reaching under her to tease her sensitive nipples with the other.

		“I never thought I’d like this, but I dooooooooooo!” She moaned as she got ready to experience her very first anally-induced orgasm.

		“Oh, oh, fuck but it feels good!” Margaret gasped aloud as her anus contracted sharply around his pistoning cock, her pussy grabbing at his finger; her breasts jerking right along with her other two erogenous zones!

		She heard Reuben growl, “Jesus, Maggie; you’re such a hot fuck, no matter where it put my dick!”

		And just then she felt an enormous jet of warm semen spurting deep into her bowels! A blistering orgasm tore through her whole body as Reuben emptied his big balls into her ass!

		“Oh, God, oh, God; give it to me!” She screamed, quivering all over as she came. “Give me your hot come; right up my asssssssssss!”

		

		****

		

		“Well, I certainly wasn’t very lady-like, was I?” She asked him playfully, looking up into his chocolate-brown eyes as she laid her head on his chest.

		“Bad language is permitted in the bedroom, Maggie,” he assured her with a grin “especially when you’re coming like crazy.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I was certainly doing that!” She sighed contentedly. ”You’re worth every penny I’m paying you, Reuben darling!”

		“Why, thank you, Maggie,” he whispered to her. “I always aim to give full satisfaction.”

		“Don’t worry; you do,” she assured her hired lover, nuzzling into his chest. “I want to blow you next. Is that alright?”

		“Truly my pleasure,” Reuben said with a smile, “but do you mind telling me why?”

		“I want to make sure I’ve got come-swallowing down pat,” she told him. “Jim and I are spending the weekend together. And I want to surprise him with an awesome blowjob or two.”

		“I could teach you some other things,” he offered.

		“Like what?”

		“Titty-fucking—you’ve certainly got the breasts for it—and taking a facial; then swallowing it all for him, after you’ve cleaned off your tits and face with your fingers, while he watches,” Reuben suggested, a devilish twinkle in his eyes.

		Two weeks ago, the mere notion of all that would have sent Margaret scurrying into the bathroom to throw up. Now she just smiled and whispered, “That sounds like so much fun!”

		

		****

		

		They took a long, leisurely shower together to wash off Reuben’s cock after the ass-sex. She found that she loved soaping up his long, muscular body, and having him in turn, wash hers!

		In all the years we were married, Arthur never once suggested that we shower together, Margaret realized.

		She thought about her ex-husband for a moment, asking herself, I wonder if that little chippie he’s living with now ever gives him anal sex? I’ll bet she’s not as good at it as I am!

		Margaret was ecstatic over her performance so far tonight with Reuben. She wanted at least one more round of anal sex before he left in the morning, just so she’d feel even more confident about it, should Jim expect that from her this weekend.

		I hope he’s as good at it as Reuben is, if we do that, Margaret told herself, the trick is to use lots and lots of lubricant.

		She made a mental note to write down what kind of sex lube Reuben had brought along tonight and get a tube of it herself for this weekend. It never hurt to be prepared…

		

		****

		

		“That’s it, Maggie; you’re a natural at this, with those titties!” Reuben complimented her.

		She was down on her knees in front of him, beside the bed, and he was running his very hard cock up and down in the trough made by her pressing her breasts together from the sides. Margaret was smiling up at him sexily and lapping at his cock head each time it emerged from her boobs.

		“I love doing this!” She cooed up at him, squeezing her nipples as he titty-fucked her; rubbing the halves of her juicy vagina together as well as she knelt in front of him. “It’s so naughty!”

		“That’s the secret to really memorable sex,” he told her with a grin. “The dirtier it feels; the harder most people are going to get off on it!”

		That’s certainly true in my experience, Margaret thought to herself. When I let Jim—whom I hardly knew at the time—undo my bra and suck my titties…it was a real revelation!

		She had felt like such a bad girl! And that was a new role entirely for her; she who had spent her whole life being so prim and proper!

		Being a bad girl is a lot more fun than being a good girl, Margaret thought, licking at Reuben’s cock head enthusiastically, harvesting a big drop of pre-come and swallowing it right down.

		Even though Reuben was barely touching her, she was about to come! Her titties were as tight as they could be, her nipples pulsing against her squeezing fingertips. And her pussy was throbbing right along with them!

		“Oh, man, you’re a sexy girl, Maggie!” Reuben gasped at that moment, drawing his hard prick out of her tits and aiming at her mouth. “Suck me just a little, and then I’m going to let you jack me off all over that beautiful face of yours and those hot titties!”

		Margaret felt her clitty singing as she imagined that! She gobbled up Reuben’s dick and deep-throated it eagerly!

		She continued to stroke her nipples as she blew him, and she felt her pussy contract sharply. Reuben threw back his head and said, “Now, Maggie; beat me off all over your gorgeous face and body!”

		In a frenzy of excitement, Margaret released her right breast and grabbed for Reuben’s about-to-explode cock as it came free of her lips. She pointed it at her face and pumped the shaft hard.

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck; here it is!” He wailed as a long, thick streamer of come arced out from his dick and spattered all over her face!

		“It…it’s so hot!” Margaret gasped as the second jet of semen found her lips.

		She licked frantically at it, even as she angled his cock downward, and aimed it at her heaving tits! Another huge wave of nut cream gushed out onto her breasts, the warm spunk feeling exquisite against her nipples!

		Margaret rubbed the slick jism into her breasts with one hand and continued to jack off Reuben’s fat cock with her other. He moaned, “Suck it, babe! Suck out the last of it!”

		Obediently, Margaret stuffed the prick tip back into her lips and nursed out the last few tiny dribbles of Reuben’s delicious spend, swallowing it eagerly…

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Scenic Drive

		

		Oh, are we ever going to have fun this weekend! Margaret thought with supreme confidence as Jim’s car pulled away from her place on Friday afternoon.

		She felt ready to give him the sexual adventure of his life, and to thoroughly enjoy his company in return! Her night with Reuben had cemented her newfound expertise as a sex siren as far as she was concerned, and she couldn’t wait to show off to Jim all she’d learned!

		Fuck Arthur, she thought smugly as the miles drifted past them, I hope he’s happy with that trollop he ran off with!

		She looked over at handsome Jim and smiled, thinking, I surely am happy to make the trade!

		Jim was so much better looking than Arthur ever had been, even as a young man. Her present companion for the weekend was barely forty, in great shape, and handsome as a movie star.

		During lulls in the conversation as they sped along, Margaret would find herself thinking about how far she had come since meeting Jim, in so short a time. The old Margaret would be terrified; nearly driven out of her mind by fear, at agreeing to spend a whole weekend in and out of bed with a man who was not her husband!

		But I’m actually looking forward to it now! Margaret reflected in amazement.

		She had learned so much from Reuben in their two all-night sessions together. And she was anxious to demonstrate her newly-acquired bedroom skills to Jim!

		I wonder just what we’ll do together during this weekend, she asked herself excitedly. We’ll fuck, of course, and I’ll show him how good I am at sucking his cock off at least once!

		She thought about the various new sexual positions she’d learned from Reuben—cowgirl, missionary, reverse cowgirl, and doggie style!—and found herself getting wet, her nipples erect under her bra and sweater, as she imagined Jim and herself exploring those erotic positions! The trip up to Big Bear suddenly seemed interminable she wished they’d get there, so she could…so they could…fuck!

		“Maggie, is something wrong? Your face suddenly looks all flushed,” Jim asked her just then, the concern evident in his voice.

		They were now climbing up into the mountains, having left state route Two-Ten and turned off onto the much smaller state route Eighteen, which led up to the Big Bear resort area. She looked over at him and placed her hand on his slacks, just at thigh level, and said, “I was just thinking about this weekend, and how much fun we’re going to have.”

		He smiled with relief. She dropped her voice to a lower register and murmured, in what she hoped was a sexy whisper, “I love to ski. And I must admit, Jim, I’m looking forward to being in bed with you as well. You’re such a great lover!”

		Jim nearly lost control of the speeding car for a moment when she said that. With a grin, he answered, “You know, Maggie, you’re nothing like Celia said you’d be when she first mentioned you to me.”

		“Oh, what did she say about me?” Margaret asked, suddenly very curious as to what her old friend had had to say about her.

		“She told me that you were a very nice woman and as well as being an extremely attractive one,” Jim began. “But she also warned me that you could be very aloof; ‘tight-assed’, I believe that was the phrase she used to describe you.”

		For a moment, Margaret was very upset with Celia! Then she thought about it, and conceded that Celia had been correct the old Margaret was a bit of a tight ass!

		“But I take it you don’t see me that way?” She asked Jim in the same low voice.

		“No, I must admit you seemed uptight when I first met you, and during dinner,” Jim recalled with sly smile. “But once we got back to your house, everything seemed to change.”

		His smile morphed into a leer as he added, “You seemed to change, right before my eyes!”

		“Oh, and just how did I manage to do that?”

		Margaret’s fingertips had crept up Jim’s pant leg while they talked. She had found his semi-hard cock and was brushing the head of it through his trousers, smiling coyly over at him as she did so.

		“On…on the couch,” he sighed as she now began to stroke his whole shaft through the thin material of his slacks and boxer shorts, “you and I really seemed to hit it off! Your kisses were hot; not like those of some aloof, prissy-assed prude!”

		She smiled at him even more warmly and squeezed his fat cock through his trousers, saying, “You had a lot to do with that, you devil! You really turned me on!”

		Jim merely sighed, his dick now stiff as a pool cue beneath the material as they came to the tiny mountain town of Rimforest.

		The Mercedes was through it in a moment, and on the other side; they were in thick woods again. Boldly, she moved her fingers up to his zipper and slid it down.

		Jim sighed as she eased his cock head through the hole in the front of his boxers. The thick shaft was just long enough to poke out so she could capture the mushroom-shaped tip of it and about three inches of the firm rod of flesh itself between her fingers.

		“Oh, shit, Maggie,” Jim let out a big breath, “suck it a little for me give me some ‘road-head’!”

		What a delightfully obscene notion! She thought, giggling like a naughty schoolgirl as she undid her seat belt so that she could lean across and do just that!

		What with the Mercedes’ console in between them, she could barely reach his cock with her lips and tongue but Jim didn’t seem to mind. He urged her downward by placing his left hand on the back of her head as she bobbed it up and down over his lap!

		This is such wicked fun! Margaret told herself, dutifully licking and sucking as best she could.

		They passed through the small mountain hamlet of Skyforest and Margaret straightened up in her seat for a moment and re-fastened her seat belt. She looked around primly, as if she hadn’t been busily sucking cock a few seconds ago!

		Jim cracked up and so did she. They were both laughing hysterically as they rolled out of the tiny town a few seconds later.

		Margaret looked over at him and undid her seat belt once again. She whispered impishly, “Now…where was I?”

		Jim chortled as she leaned over and started sucking him again…

		

		****

		

		They made it through the slightly bigger town of Running Springs, but not all the way to Big Bear and Jim’s cabin before Jim couldn’t take it any longer. Somewhere between the town and the lake, Jim gave a huge sigh and said, “I…I’ve gotta’ pull off the road, Maggie! I’m gonna’ come! I can’t help it!”

		Jim braked to a quick stop in the very next turn-out that came along and threw the car into park. He moaned as she slipped from the seat, down onto her knees, so that she could access his cock more fully and begin to blow him in earnest!

		Margaret was really enjoying this perverse new experience herself! She had slipped her sweater up her body several miles back and undone her bra, so that she could pinch and squeeze her nipples as she sucked cock!

		“Come in my mouth, darling!” She urged him, releasing his dick for a second and staring up at him. “I want to taste it! I want to swallow it all for you!”

		Jim moaned loudly as she attacked his prick once again with her tongue and lips. He intertwined strands of her long blonde hair in both hands and guided her mouth frantically up and down his ready-to-spurt cock.

		Margaret was near orgasm herself, just from the excitement of performing such a deviant, sinful act! She just loved being bad she just loved it!

		“Oh, fuck; Maggie, it’s HERE!” Jim sighed out the warning as his dick jumped between her lips and a huge outpouring of warm, slippery come jetted into her mouth!

		She whined at how downright…nasty it felt to swallow it for him! Margaret licked his cock head frantically for more of the slick fluid and was instantly rewarded with even a bigger spurt of the heavy, viscous liquid!

		“Oh, oh, shit; can you ever suck a cock!” Jim gasped as he watched the second mouthful of his come slide down her working throat. “You’re the best cocksucker I’ve ever met!”

		The best…I adore being thought of as the best! She congratulated herself as she swallowed again, knifing the fingers of her free hand down underneath the waistbands of both her ski pants and her panties to find her overflowing pussy!

		She came almost immediately as she began rubbing her clitty while she swallowed the last little gushes of Jim’s salty semen …

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		The Cabin

		

		“Well, I guess you’ll be a lot more…relaxed, now that I’ve taken the edge off, so to speak,” Margaret teased him as they got back on the road, headed for Big Bear.

		He grinned over at her and said, “Don’t you believe it, Maggie! You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever known I can’t wait to get you naked in front of that fireplace!”

		She smiled back at him and finished refastening her bra and pulling her sweater back into place. Licking the last of his pudding-thick jism off her lips and swallowing it as he watched, she said, “I can hardly wait for that either, Jim! You’re such a sexy man!”

		Jim drove a bit like a maniac the rest of the way, sliding the Mercedes around corners and really gunning it on the straight-aways. They arrived at his place in what seemed like minutes and he unloaded their skis and suitcases in record time and lit a fire in the big, natural rock fireplace.

		The rug in front of it wasn’t a real bear skin, but it looked soft and so inviting in front of the crackling fire anyway. The cabin wasn’t cold—Jim paid some local to come up here and get it ready for him whenever he used it—so that the fire had been ready to put a match under and the room had been at a toasty seventy degrees before Jim had even gotten it started.

		Once the fire was roaring, he had their clothes off seconds. And then they were down on that rug together, Jim sucking her nipples, toying with her juicy pussy lips, and running his tongue all over hers as they kissed!

		Mmmmmmmmm, I just adore the way he….WANTS me all the time! Margaret thought, reaching out for his once more stiff dick. He never stays soft for long around me!

		He broke off the scorching-hot tongue kiss they were sharing—again, the taste of his own semen in her mouth didn’t seem to deter his passion for kissing her at all, and Margaret found that so exciting!—to pant, “I love being up here with you like this, Maggie! I can’t seem to get enough of you or this incredible body of yours!”

		She laughed and tickled his balls with her fingernails, saying, “I’m flattered, of course, but don’t you plan on feeding me anything except what comes out of these this weekend?”

		“We have reservations at the Peppercorn Grille, at eight,” he told her. “That gives me plenty of time to eat something I’ve truly been hungering for before we leave!”

		“Oh, yes, Jim darling,” she sighed as he went back to feasting on her hard little pink nipples, “feel free to eat me right up!”

		And for the next half hour or so, he did just that! Jim’s skilled fingers and mouth had her coming right away, and she didn’t stop!

		“Eat it, darling!” She urged him, working her hips up off the rug, grinding her pelvis against his more than willing tongue as she would have an orange half against a juicer! “Eat my hot p-pussy and make me come some more!”

		Oh, oh, my dear God, but this is wonderful! Margaret thought as she started to orgasm yet again. Jim is so good at this, and it feels so wild, so incredibly carefree and…RIGHT, somehow, to be doing things like this with him!

		She squealed like a delighted little girl at Christmas time as she started to climax. Margaret wriggled her pussy against Jim’s tongue and just let herself come and come!

		

		****

		

		“Give me that hard cock,” she demanded; her whole body awash in endorphins, feeling better…freer than she had ever felt in her life!

		“We’ll be late for dinner,” Jim teasingly warned her, keeping his dick just out of reach.

		“I don’t care!” She informed him, scooting closer to him on the imitation bear skin rug. “We can buy a hamburger someplace later on, if they don’t hold the table for us. Right now…I just want to fuck you, Jim Steel!”

		His grin grew wider as he was pushed over onto his back, his cock waggling to a stop pointing straight up at the ceiling. She scrambled into place over it and lowered her hips down onto him.

		“Oh, God, I’ve missed this big boy!” She cooed as she felt it enter her warm, slick confines.

		“He’s missed you too, Maggie,” Jim sighed as she settled down onto him.

		“Feels so greeeeeaaaaaaat!” Margaret crooned as she began to ride him, jiggling her tits just the way Reuben had taught her to do it.

		“Jesus, you’re a sexy woman!” Jim marveled, watching her big boobs shimmy and shake.

		He reached up and captured them in his palms, squeezing her protruding nipples just the way she loved having it done. Margaret’s eyes were heavy-lidded as she murmured, “I love to fuck you, Jim! I just love it!”

		She glided up and down on his thick cock for a few minutes more, alternating between teasing him by shaking her titties for him and letting him suck them to full erection! Margaret felt his cock begin to pulse even harder within her clutching pussy and knew he was almost ready to bathe her insides with another of his huge ejaculations!

		I’m ready for that too, she thought to herself, poised on the edge of another spectacular orgasm, so ready for that!

		Because she knew that the instant his hot come touched her sensitive little clit, she’d begin coming like a madwoman once again…

		

		****

		

		The cabin was an “A-frame” affair, with two bedrooms, each with their own bathrooms, upstairs; a living room, dining room, half bathroom, and a kitchen downstairs.

		Margaret went upstairs and took a quick shower, to clean the semen out of her pussy, and re-did her make up hurriedly. She decided she quite liked this slightly rustic cabin as she came back down the stairs fifteen minutes later.

		It fit. Big Bear was a ski resort in the winter and a fishing and camping destination the rest of the year.

		A cabin like Jim’s seemed to blend right in with the woods surrounding it, and with the other structures close to it. Oh, there were some posh places scattered in among the cabins this was still southern California, after all; home of the conspicuously rich and famous!

		“I hope they held that table for us,” Jim said as he locked up after them. “I’d rather have one of the Grille’s filet mignons than a hamburger.”

		Margaret looked at him coyly as they drove away and asked, “Wouldn’t you rather have me and hamburger than that steak, darling?”

		“No contest there, Maggie,” he answered with a grin. “I’d choose you every time, just the way I did tonight…”

		

		****

		

		Jim’s filet was excellent; Margaret had to admit, even though she herself was more of fish and chicken kind of girl than a red meat fan. She dined on the Grille’s wonderful version of Chicken Marsala that night, but she did have a tiny taste of Jim’s steak when he offered it to her.

		They then shared a sinfully rich piece of chocolate cake, topped with vanilla ice cream and hot fudge for dessert, plus two strong cups of coffee. The coffee helped offset the two cocktails each they’d had while they waited for the wait staff to squeeze them in—the two of them having missed their appointed dining time by a good half hour—and the wine they’d had with dinner.

		“What do you want to do when we get back to the cabin?” Jim asked with a leer, as they finished up their coffee.

		She smiled at him and whispered, “Oh, I don’t know what do you want to do?”

		“I’m sure we’ll think of something,” he said with an answering smile, motioning to the passing waiter for the check.

		Their dinners proved to be a tad on the expensive side, but Jim didn’t seem to mind that a bit. He simply charged them to his American Express, adding in a handsome tip for their very attentive waiter.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Giving Jim A Treat

		

		“I don’t know whether I’m more impressed that a classy lady like you is willing to do this in the first place or that you brought along your own lube,” Jim said, tongue in cheek as he prepared to mount up on her well-lubed bottom.

		She just shot a sexy look back over her shoulder at him and waggled her butt from side to side, smiling encouragingly. Margaret had been so right about Jim he was a world-class lover!

		As soon as they’d gotten back to his cabin, he’d taken her upstairs, stripped off all of her clothes and sucked her nipples until her pussy was positively overflowing with lubricant of its own making. Then he had tongued her clit through another screamer of an orgasm.

		Because she had shared with him on the ride back from the restaurant that she wouldn’t be averse to trying anal sex with him tonight, he had tongue-fucked her asshole after that, while toying with her super-sensitive clit. She was now as ready as she’d ever be for ass-sex, and she was mildly surprised to find how much she was looking forward to it, with this worldly, very knowledgeable man as her partner!

		“Oh, go slowly, Jim-darling;” she breathed in as his cock head nudged up against her nether opening, “you’re very thick, you know!”

		Jim kept up the steady pressure but he didn’t rush things. Gradually, her anus opened for him and the fat head popped inside.

		“Ooh, it’s so big!” She sighed, only half acting.

		She had been looking at some erotic websites that Reuben had steered her toward at the end of their second session together, and she had learned that all men like it when their women think of them as being…’hung’, whether they are or not! As far as Margaret was concerned, her darling Jim was hung!

		He was big and thick, even if his cock wasn’t quite as long as Reuben’s impressive dick was. But Jim’s penis felt absolutely divine in her mouth, or gliding up and down inside her pussy.

		And now she was rapidly finding out he also felt fine up her bottom, as she gradually got used once more to being stretched open in this most forbidden of ways…back there! He pushed relentlessly into her ass, until she felt his ball sac swing up against her pussy, indicating he was all the way inside!

		“Oh, oh, that’s it,” she sighed as she felt Jim’s knowing fingers on her clit, pushing his own nuts up and out of his way so he could tease her clitoris, “play with my clitty as you butt-fuck me, my darling Jim. And I’ll come so nicely for you!”

		“Jesus, Maggie; you’re quite a girl!” He murmured as he began to stroke in and out of her bottom. “Is there anything you’re NOT good at, when it comes to sex?”

		She glanced back over her shoulder at him again and whispered, “I don’t know. Let’s see, shall we? We’ve got all weekend to find out!”

		Now confident that she could take all he could give her, Jim began to ball her faster and harder. She cooed at how nice that felt and pushed her butt back onto his thrusting dick, reveling in being filled in this nastiest of ways!

		I like butt-sex! I like it a lot! Margaret admitted to herself as she dragged her erect nipples over the rough bedspread and hunched her ass back onto his lancing dick! I think it’s the very nastiness of the act itself that makes it so…exciting!

		Jim’s finger on her clitty felt just right, and her aroused pussy was drizzling hot oil down onto him as he toyed with it. She felt her tummy already tightening, and knew she was going to enjoy a great orgasm, courtesy of Jim’s pistoning dick and his skillful fingers…

		

		****

		

		“You’re a constant surprise, when it comes to sex, Maggie,” Jim told her as they returned from a quick shower and got back into bed together.

		She shrugged her shoulders, making her bare breasts jiggle a little, and said, “Why? What did you expect?”

		“From what Celia said about you, I didn’t expect much, to tell you the truth,” Jim confessed. “I was anticipating having to teach you nearly everything, when it came to having great sex. Celia said that you were very inexperienced at anything but the missionary position!”

		Margaret laughed dismissively, but what he had said just now had come too close to the truth for comfort. She told him, “Celia’s never been to bed with me! How could she possibly know what I can do or can’t do?”

		“Apparently, your ex-husband bitched to Celia’s husband about it on several occasions while you two were still married, and he shared that information with her,” Jim told her.

		“That…that…asshole!” Margaret responded in a fit of pique. “A gentleman doesn’t mention what his wife does or doesn’t do in the bedroom to someone else!”

		“That’s the way I was raised,” Jim agreed. “But you can see where I got the wrong idea about you, Maggie.”

		“Well, let’s just see if I can further change your mind on that score, shall we?” Margaret asked determinedly, reaching under the covers for his cock…

		

		****

		

		“J-Jesus…you sure know how to suck it!” Jim gasped as she engulfed all of him once again in her mouth.

		She was laying on her tummy, teasing his ball sac with the fingertips with one hand, the middle finger of her other hand buried deep in his asshole—just the way Reuben had taught her—while she sucked his dick. Jim was out of his mind with growing ecstasy, and she knew from the way his big nuts were tightening up right in front of her eyes; that he was about to give her yet another huge mouthful of semen to swallow.

		Nothing could have pleased her more! She gazed up at him, a rapt expression on her face as she prepared to gulp down his next heavy load!

		Jim was almost sobbing, the feelings she was giving him with her hot prostate massage were so intense. Her tongue kept making long, lazy circuits around his entire cock, and the engorged cylinder of male flesh was positively throbbing inside her mouth.

		“Oh, oh, my fucking gaaawwwwwdddd!” Jim bellowed at that moment.

		She thought that he had gone off strongly in the car earlier. Margaret now realized that had been nothing, compared to the mini-deluge of come he unleashed in her mouth and down her throat just then.

		Swallowing rapidly, she managed to stay ahead of the flow, but just barely. Jim was wriggling all over the mattress beneath her sucking lips, so much so that she had difficulty keeping her lips locked around his spurting cock and the pad of her fingertip pressed against his throbbing prostate…

		

		****

		

		“That…that blowjob was incredible,” Jim wheezed as he finally stopped coming.

		He looked down at her with something like worship in his eyes as he said, “I’ve never met a woman who knew how to do that before! Wherever did you learn something like that; not from Arthur, surely?”

		Margaret’s stomach tightened up, and it wasn’t from the huge deposit of come sloshing around inside it. She realized in that instant she could lose Jim, if she didn’t confess everything to him!

		How ironic, she thought, by teaching myself to be better at sex, I might lose a man I really care for, who loves sex as much as I now do!

		She cast about for ways she might avoid confessing about her hiring Reuben; then realized she was doomed. Jim might have been diverted by another round of sex with her, but he had come once in the car on the way up here, once before dinner, and he had also come while they’d had anal sex after they’d gotten home from dinner.

		And I just milked what was no doubt the last bit of semen he had in his sizeable balls out of him! Margaret realized with a sinking heart. And Jim is forty, not sixteen!

		She was going to have to fess up. Margaret didn’t want to, but she saw no way to avoid it…

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Confessing

		

		“Let me get this straight,” Jim said incredulously several minutes later, after she had reluctantly finished explaining about her two all-night sleepovers with Reuben. “Last Friday night, with me, was the first time in your life you’d ever sucked a man’s cock?”

		Margaret could feel her face reddening as she admitted, “That’s correct. I…I didn’t want to do it then either. But I couldn’t see any way around it.”

		“You could have just told me you didn’t want to do that,” Jim chided her.

		“If I had said that, and then denied you any sort of sex at all that night,” she asked him, “would you have still asked me out again?”

		Jim started to say of course he would have, but he stopped himself short after thinking it over, and instead said, “Probably…I probably would have.”

		He smiled at Margaret and went on to say, “I mean, look at you, Maggie! You’re a very beautiful woman, and from what Celia had told me, I was expecting it to be slow going with you at first. I wasn’t really expecting a blowjob on the very first date!”

		She laughed lightly and said, “Well, you didn’t get one; not a complete one anyway! I wouldn’t have been confident enough to do that when I first met you—even if I’d wanted to!”

		He joined in with her gentle laughter. As it died away, he asked, “So this Reuben guy taught you everything you now know, in just two nights?”

		“Just about,” Margaret admitted. “Before I hired Reuben, I knew how to give an awful handjob and how to just lay there, missionary-style; staring up at the ceiling while Arthur had his wicked way with me!”

		They both laughed again at that image. He asked her, “Didn’t you want to…experiment a little with Arthur? Weren’t you ever tempted to try something new?”

		She shook her head that she hadn’t been, saying, “He seemed to be satisfied with what I gave him. And I’ll freely admit that it wasn’t much!”

		Margaret looked at Jim with longing in her eyes as she added, “I was never as…excited by him, as I am by you, Jim-darling!”

		“The feeling is mutual, Maggie, you little sexpot,” he growled, taking her naked body in his arms once again. “Come here, and let me prove how much you turn me on!”

		Again…she thought to herself, maybe he IS still sixteen at heart!

		

		****

		

		“Not so early!” Margaret groaned as Jim shook her gently awake the next morning. “You kept me up half the night…ravishing me, you beast!”

		“The slopes await,” Jim told her with a devilish grin as he pulled the covers away from her body.

		Margaret was still naked underneath them and the sunlight was pooling in the corner of the room furthest from the bed. She blinked and reached to take the covers back from his hands.

		“Not yet,” he said, staring down raptly at her nude body, “you’re too beautiful to cover up, darling.”

		He had an old bathrobe on, but now he removed it, showing himself to be as nude as she was underneath it. Lying down next to her, he ran his hands all over her nakedness, as if to assure himself that she was real.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I shouldn’t let you do that,” she murmured as his hands stopped on her breasts, to knead and squeeze her mounds, “didn’t you get enough of them last night?”

		“I’ll never get enough of these twin beauties!” Jim whispered as he took her left nipple between his lips and began to suck on it gently.

		“Oh, you do that just right,” she sighed, running her fingers through his tousled blond hair.

		Morning sex…I haven’t had that in ages! Margaret told herself as she felt Jim’s cock getting hard against her bare skin.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yes, do it just like that!” Margaret whined as he knifed into her wet slit again and again.

		She lay spooned against him and he was caressing her big breasts as he fucked her. Pulses of hot joy were radiating downward from both tits, right into her clit as his hot hardness glided over it ceaselessly.

		“Oh, Jim, you do me just right!” She moaned as she got ready to come.

		“Maggie, your pussy is magic!” He huffed into her ear as his strokes got faster and faster.

		“Give it to me!” She urged him, quivering all over in his grasp, coming like crazy! “Give me your hot come!”

		Jim exploded within her and she moaned at how wonderful that felt! He was fucking her so beautifully…so totally…and it felt marvelous!

		

		****

		

		“We’re only going to need half-day passes, at this rate,” Margaret chided him as they finished up breakfast at a local café an hour later.

		It was past ten-thirty in the morning, and they had yet to set foot on a ski slope. But she didn’t mind that at all!

		Last night had been glorious. And this morning had been fabulous as well.

		Margaret hadn’t been this happy in years! She was with a great guy, in a beautiful mountain resort, and they had an afternoon of fun and excitement ahead of them; not to mention a night of spectacular sex…if the trip thus far was any indication!

		“I don’t mind missing a few runs down the mountain, to be with you,” Jim said, finishing up his coffee. “This morning was even better than last night, in some ways.”

		She didn’t know quite what he meant by that, so she asked him to explain it. Jim smiled and said, “I feel like I really know who you are now; after you telling me all about this Reuben guy last night.”

		“Y-You’re not angry with me for…for…seeing him?” She asked; her heart beating faster with nervousness.

		“It’s a little…odd,” he began tentatively, “having your girlfriend go to another man for sex lessons.”

		“Am I?” She asked him excitedly. “Am I your girlfriend?”

		“You are if you want to be,” Jim answered her with a grin. “I’d be a fool to miss out on a woman like you, Maggie, my love.”

		She beamed at him and felt her pussy getting wet again, telling herself, I could really get to love this man—if I don’t already!

		“We’ve missed almost all of the morning,” he said just then. “Want to go back to the cabin for a while?”

		He threw down a wad of bills to pay for their breakfast and reached out his hand to her. Taking it, she whispered, “More than anything; I want to suck your big cock again, darling!”

		

		****

		

		“F-Fuck my aaaasssssss!” She wailed in utter bliss. “Fuck it hard!”

		Jim was huffing and puffing with the effort it took to drive his fat cock in and out of her tight little opening. She looked back at him and smiled encouragingly, saying, “You feel so good up my bottom, you naughty man!”

		They were up in the master bedroom, but they weren’t in bed. Both of them were naked, but Jim had Margaret bent over a chair, his dick driving in and out of her lubed up asshole.

		She had sucked him when they’d first gotten upstairs, just as she’d promised, when they’d returned to the cabin a half hour ago. But then he had tongued out her asshole after he’d eaten her pussy in return, adding a thick film of sex gel, just before he’d taken her from in back for the second time!

		“Oh, God, squeeze them!” She whined in ecstasy. “Squeeze my big titties while you fuck me in the ass!”

		She loved talking nasty to him! It was almost as exciting and forbidden as what he was doing to her!

		Jim was pawing at her right breast with his right hand, his left diddling her gushing pussy. The two of them clung together in gathering rapture as her butt began to flutter around his pounding cock.

		“I’m going to come!” She mewled. “Your big cock is going to make me come again!”

		“Ugh! Oh, fuck; Maggie, take it deep inside your ass!” Jim panted as his prick jerked inside her and a massive wad of hot come inundated her asshole!

		Margaret screamed out her pleasure, her big breasts jerking in time with her empty pussy and her stuffed-full ass. Jim was creaming her bottom like a man possessed, and she loved taking every hot spurt…

		

		****

		

		“I don’t know if I can ski or not,” Margaret told him wryly, glancing back at him over her shoulder as they stood atop the ski run. “My knees still feel weak, after that last orgasm…you big stud, you!”

		“You’d best get going or I’m liable to throw you down in the snow and fuck you again right here,” Jim growled under his breath so that only she could hear him, smiling like a loon, clearly pleased to hear her call him a ‘stud’.

		“I doubt I’m ready for that,” Margaret grinned at him, indicating the line of eager skiers getting off the nearby lift behind them. “I suspect I might have some exhibitionist tendencies, God help me, but I’m not quite ready to show off in front of dozens of strangers!”

		With that, she turned back downhill and launched herself down the mountain. Margaret experienced the same rush of adrenaline skiing always gave her, a surge of pure excitement and joy that had never been able to duplicate—until meeting Reuben and Jim, she realized as she flew down the hill!

		The joy I get from really hot sex IS kind of like the thrill I get when I’m doing this! She told herself, shifting her weight and swiveling her hips, executing a perfect turn.

		She glanced behind her and saw Jim swooping along fifteen yards back, turning just where she had. Margaret smiled, thinking He skis as well as he makes love…and that’s very well indeed!

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Showing Off

		

		“You promised me during dinner that you were going to put on a little show for me tonight,” Jim reminded teasingly, running the fingers of his left hand through her blonde locks as they lay nestled on the rug in front of the blazing fireplace. “I can’t imagine what that might entail, since you’ve totally blown me away already—several times during this weekend—with your little cocksucking tricks and some quite wonderful anal sex …not to mention our red-hot conventional fucking!”

		She was cuddled back against his chest, sipping her snifter of brandy, reveling in how intimate…how sexy it felt, being with him this way! They were both still fully clothed, having just returned from another fabulous dinner at a restaurant called The Captain’s Anchor.

		Jim had again spared no expense, ordering them both lobster tails—he had assured her they were delicious, and they had been—along with a bottle of very pricey champagne to accompany them. They’d each had two cocktails before dinner and now they were sipping a magnificent cognac that Jim said he’d been saving for a really special occasion.

		“I learned a…few more little tricks from Reuben that I’d like to share with you, darling,” she murmured, snuggling back into him.

		She turned slightly, so that she could see his face, as she asked, “What was the special occasion that prompted you to open this excellent brandy? You never told me.”

		“You,” he said, “you’re the special occasion, Maggie. I’ve never met anyone quite like you before!”

		“Me? I’m not special at all!” She protested with a tiny laugh.

		“You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever known,” Jim rushed to correct her. “And you’re an absolute goddess with your clothes off!”

		“A goddess; how exciting!” She said, smiling coyly back at him, clearly not believing a word of it.

		“Exactly like a goddess,” he said, unbuttoning her blouse slowly with his free hand.

		He finished his brandy and set the glass on the nearby brick hearth. Now that both hands were free, he made short work of the rest of her clothes.

		“I don’t feel very goddess-like, being naked while you’re still fully clothed,” she murmured to him as she turned over in his arms and started undoing his shirtfront. “I want to be naked with you, Jim! I want to do incredibly naughty things with you, all night long!”

		

		****

		

		“S-Suck it,” he all but begged as her lips and tongue caressed his cock minutes later.

		Jim was on his feet in front of her and she was kneeling on the rug, giving him a long, slurpy blowjob with lots and lots of tongue! She had urged him up onto his feet just as she had stripped off the last of his clothes.

		Now he was skull-fucking her with gusto as she worked her lips up and down his thrusting cock, his big nut sac swinging against her chin. She was moaning softly with desire, and her throat was vibrating around his cock, driving him even crazier with the need to come.

		But she didn’t let him…not right then, anyway. Margaret let his prick slip out of her lips, going up higher onto her knees, taking the slippery-with-saliva shaft between her breasts.

		“Titty-fuck me, Jim-darling,” she cooed up at him seductively. “You know you want to!”

		“You bet I do!” Jim wheezed, bending at the knees slightly so he could get a better angle.

		Margaret lapped at his cock head every time it emerged from the snug cavern formed by her squished-together breasts. He groaned and said, “Fuck, but you’re a sexy woman, Maggie! You know all the tricks designed to drive a man mad with lust, don’t you?”

		“Not all of them…not yet,” she sighed as she squeezed her own nipples while she pushed her tits together for him, “but I know a few.”

		Jim groaned and eased his cock back into her willing mouth for a few strokes, then shoved it back in between her tits once again. He growled in ecstasy, “God, Maggie, you’re the sexiest little cunt that ever lived!”

		Two weeks ago, she would have been appalled and repelled by his choice of language. Now, she just smiled up at him and ran her tongue tantalizingly around his cock head while he continued to titty-fuck her.

		She loved that he thought her the sexiest…cunt who ever lived!

		

		****

		

		“Not yet, you don’t, you naughty man,” she purred as she took his ready to explode dick in her fist. “I want you to shoot it all over my face and titties when you come!”

		Jim moaned like a man being stabbed to death. His knees began to shake and the veins in his neck showed clearly as he threw his head back and roared out his bliss!

		Ropes on hot, thick semen spattered down over Margaret’s upper body! She sighed as the warm spunk coated her sensitive nipples, rubbing it into them with the tip of his spurting dick as he watched; her other hand busily teasing her clitty!

		“Oh, I’m coming too!” She whined as she started to shimmy and shake in front of him, the furious spasms of pleasure racing up from her clit to engulf her whole body in orgasm!

		Jim shot another huge streamer of jism onto her face, and she opened her mouth for him instinctively. He crammed his spurting dick into it all the way up to his clenching balls as she sucked and licked at him, craving still more of his hot spend.

		“J-Jesus, Maggie; I’m coming like a motherfucker!” Jim wailed, his knees threatening to give out on him.

		

		****

		

		“Did you like that?” She asked him softly, a teasing smile on her jism-coated face as he dropped to his knees and took her in his arms. “Did you like me being really naughty for you, Jim-darling?”

		Jim surprised her by kissing her passionately for the better part of a minute, his tongue delving into her spunky mouth. She felt her titties jerk against his bare, semen-smeared chest, and her clitty throb with delight!

		“You’re such a sexy man!” She whispered to him breathlessly as they broke apart, each of them gasping for breath.

		“Let’s go upstairs and take a shower together,” he murmured, “so that I can hold you without getting all sticky!”

		She giggled and nodded her agreement. They got up from the rug and walked hand in hand over to the stairs, her head on his shoulder.

		

		****

		

		“Did I surprise you, downstairs just now, I mean?” She asked him once they were dried off and in bed together.

		“I’ve had girls do that before, titty-fuck me,” Jim admitted.

		He grinned over at her and added, “But none of them did it as well as you do it, Maggie! And that facial…that was simply out of this world! I came so hard I thought I was going to pass out!”

		She chewed tantalizingly on her lower lip, before telling him in a soft whisper, “I loved doing that—I simply love being ultra-sexy…ultra nasty for you, Jim, my love!”

		He shook his head as if he couldn’t quite believe how lucky he was to be in bed with her. After a few more moments, he asked, “Did you learn all of that from this Reuben guy too?”

		She felt herself blushing as she admitted, “I pretty much learned everything I know from him.”

		Jim thought about that for a second, and then asked her, “Are you going to see him again?”

		“I…I hadn’t really thought about it,” she confessed.

		After another few moments had gone by, she asked him, “Would it bother you if I did?”

		Now it was Jim’s turn to take a moment to think, and he did. After about thirty seconds, he said, “I don’t know. I shouldn’t be jealous, I know, and I’m really happy that he taught you all that he did. But still…”

		His voice trailed off and they just looked at one another for a while. At last, he shocked her nearly senseless when he said, “Would you mind if I was there, next time you see him? Do you think he’d allow that?”

		Margaret’s mind reeled! At first she couldn’t imagine herself doing something like that…being in bed with Reuben while Jim watched. And then she found that she could imagine it and the mental image of it was so hot she could barely stand it!

		“W-Would you want to…to participate, or merely watch?” Margaret croaked out the words.

		“I don’t know,” Jim admitted quickly. “I don’t know if I could. Or that I would want to!”

		“You just want to be a voyeur, is that it?” Margaret demanded, somewhat disappointed—for some reason—by his hesitant answer.

		Jim just sat there in bed for long seconds. Finally, he said, “Listen, Maggie, this whole idea just sort of came to me from out of left field. I’ve never even thought about doing something like this before.”

		There was what seemed like an interminably long silence between them. Finally Jim gave her a sheepish grin and admitted, “Okay, I feel weird, admitting this to you, but the idea of seeing you with another guy…in bed…really seems to turn me on, Maggie!”

		Margaret felt her stomach flutter as she imagined that once again. She found, to her shock, that it really turned her on as well!

		She flashed back to earlier that day, on the ski slope, when she’d jokingly told Jim that she might have…exhibitionist tendencies! Apparently, she really did have them…

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Reuben

		

		Margaret felt wound so tightly that she might explode. Jim was sitting across the living room from her, watching as she speed-dialed Reuben’s number on her cell phone.

		It was late Sunday afternoon, and they had just returned from Big Bear. All the way back, they had excitedly discussed getting together with Reuben, if it turned out that he would accept such an assignation.

		Now, she was about to find out whether he would or not. The phone rang numerous times but finally he answered, his voice sounding as deep, sexy, and lightly-accented at it always did.

		Briefly, her heart pounding with excitement, she explained how well the weekend had gone—thanks to his…lessons—and how she had come to tell Jim all about hiring a…sex instructor in the first place. He just listened, the way he always did, not offering any judgments in return, waiting until she had finished speaking.

		“Jim asked me if I was going to see you again,” she added, looking over at her new boyfriend for support as she said it.

		He smiled at her encouragingly. At last Reuben asked, “And, do you want another session, Margaret?”

		“That’s the thing,” she hastily answered, “I…we…were wondering if it

		would be alright with you if…Jim was there, in the room with us, the next time I see you!”

		There was a long pause, and then Reuben asked, “To what purpose?”

		She looked across the room at Jim and shrugged. Margaret said into the phone, “For fun, I guess you could say. Both Jim and I are very excited by the prospect of him seeing you and I; together…in bed!”

		“That’s not a totally unheard of request, I have to tell you,” he surprised her by answering.

		If the professional escort was nonplussed by the idea of Jim watching, he didn’t show it. Instead, he suggested, “Why don’t the three of us get together, say this Wednesday evening at the Polo Lounge, and talk about it.”

		“I’ll check with Jim and see if that’s possible,” Margaret answered, her heart beating even faster. “If…if it is; will we be going upstairs together, after the meeting…all three of us, I mean?”

		“That will be up to you,” he told her. “If I feel comfortable with the arrangement, after meeting this Jim; it’s a possibility. If that happens, the evening will cost you fifteen hundred dollars, instead of the usual thousand. Will that be acceptable?”

		She put her hand over the phone and whispered, “He’ll want fifteen hundred for the evening, if we go ahead with this. Is that okay?”

		Jim smiled and said, “Hell, yes! Tell him I’ll pay it, and gladly!”

		

		****

		

		“Wow, he’s a good looking dude, isn’t he?” Jim asked, sounding slightly worried, as Reuben stood up from the table and extended his hand toward Jim. “And he’s a lot younger than me!”

		“What…you think I’d go to bed with a bow-wow or an old man?” Margaret teased him with a grin.

		“You go to bed with me, and I’m an old man,” Jim teased her right back.

		“You’re not so old,” she whispered, looking at him longingly, “and I just love going to bed with you!”

		Jim’s grin broadened as she said that, as he reached out to shake Reuben’s hand. He said, “Jim Steel here, Margaret’s boyfriend; and I’m so pleased to meet you.”

		“Well, that sets you apart from the crowd already,” Reuben said with an answering smile, giving Jim’s offered hand a firm shake. “Most boyfriends would be a little intimidated, if not downright outraged, by the relationship Margaret and I have shared recently.”

		“Yeah, I guess that’s true,” Jim said as he and Margaret sat down across from the handsome escort. “It is a little…unusual; I guess you’d have to say.”

		“Not as unusual as you might think,” Reuben corrected him with a smile. “There are quite a few men who delight in seeing their wives or girlfriends perform with someone else sexually…swingers, people who are into wife-sharing or girlfriend sharing, voyeurs, or those men who like to not only watch but participate in the proceedings. It takes all kinds, I guess.”

		The waiter came and Reuben ordered them three Beefeater martinis, after first checking with Jim and Margaret that his drink of choice was alright with them. They said it was and the waiter went off to fetch them.

		“So which are you Jim, a watcher or a participant?” Reuben asked him straight out as soon as the waiter was gone.

		“Which type do you prefer working with?” Jim answered.

		“It makes no difference to me, as long as you’re familiar with the ground rules and adhere strictly to them,” Reuben advised him sternly.

		“Oh, and what ground rules are those?”

		“I am strictly heterosexual,” Reuben answered him, his brown eyes unwavering, “so I won’t be sucking your cock or asking you to suck mine tonight.”

		Jim sat back in the booth looking as if Reuben had just reached out and punched him squarely in the jaw. He stammered, “No…no, nothing like that will happen, I swear!”

		“Good,” Reuben responded quickly, “it is important we understand each other before we go upstairs, if we do.”

		He flashed Jim a tiny smile and said, “If you do prefer a second man who likes to go that route, I can give you the phone number of a fellow I know.”

		“That’s okay!” Jim assured him. “I’m as straight as you apparently are!”

		Reuben nodded. The drinks arrived just then, and all three of them took large, fortifying sips…

		

		****

		

		“Some touching of our genitals is unavoidable, of course, if we perform a DP on Margaret tonight,” Reuben said casually as they finished their second Martini.

		“D-DP…what’s that?” Margaret asked him.

		“Double penetration, love,” Reuben told her with a smile. “We might both want take you at the same time; with either Jim or me up your ass and the other man up your pussy.”

		Margaret shuddered at that thought, but didn’t say anything. She had seen such things on the websites Reuben had referred her to at the end of their last session.

		She hadn’t thought that she’d ever do anything like that when she’d watched them! But then, she hadn’t thought she’d ever be sitting in the Polo Lounge with two handsome men who were about to take her upstairs and…fuck her either!

		“Would you consider doing that, Maggie?” Jim asked her hopefully just then.

		She ate the olive out of the martini, chewing thoughtfully as she thought it over. Finally, she swallowed the mouthful of green olive and pimento and said, “I might.”

		Grinning at Jim, she explained, “You already know I can be a very naughty girl around you, Jim Steel.”

		She glanced over at Reuben and continued, “And I’m even worse around Reuben. I do anything he tells me to do…or at least, I always have before!”

		“Jesus,” Jim whispered under his breath, “this is liable to be some night!”

		Reuben chuckled softly and said, “You are probably right there, Jim. Margaret is very beautiful and she’s a very apt pupil. She’s also a very sexy woman, underneath that prim and proper exterior.”

		“I can attest to that after spending last weekend with her,” Jim said proudly. “She did things to me that no other woman has ever done, and she did them sensationally, let me tell you!”

		Reuben nodded knowingly and added, “She’s extraordinarily talented, this one.”

		“You boys are making me blush!” Margaret said.

		She looked over at Jim and said in her sexiest voice, “Come on, handsome; let’s go upstairs!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Sharing

		

		“No condoms needed?” Jim asked as he and Reuben stripped off their clothes.

		Margaret was in the bathroom, doing the same. But she could hear their deep voices even through the closed door.

		“No need, unless you prefer using them,” Reuben explained. “Because of what I do for a living, I get tested very frequently and I am very careful who I interact with, sexually speaking.”

		He went on to say, “After meeting you I am very sure Margaret was right about you. “You’re not the sort of man who would patronize low women or sleep with sluts; just like Margaret isn’t the sort to…entertain men who are likely to be infected with some social disease.”

		“She can be wild, but not in that way,” Jim agreed.

		I’m a slut but a very selective sort of slut, Margaret told herself wryly as her last article of clothing disappeared.

		She was smiling, agreeing completely with that description of herself. Two weeks ago, it would have appalled her.

		But now she had to admit it was accurate! She could hardly wait to get into that bedroom with Jim and Reuben!

		Throwing her shoulders back, she gripped the door handle and turned it. Reuben and Jim were both naked by then, and as soon as she stepped into the bedroom, their cocks began to firm up.

		“Well, well; looks like someone’s glad to see me,” she murmured, watching the two thick shafts begin to swell to fullness.

		“Sit on the bed, why don’t you, and take us both in your mouth, one at a time, until we’re both hard?” Reuben suggested.

		She did as he asked, sitting on a corner of the mattress, taking Jim’s prick in her left hand and his in her right. Feeling incredibly sexy and thoroughly naughty, she licked first one cock head and then the other, staring up at her two partners with an innocent expression on her face.

		“Look at these, how swollen with excitement they are!” Jim whispered, taking her left breast in his palm, hefting it, and then tweaking her very erect little pink nipple.

		“You can tell by the way her titties are firmed up and by the goose bumps are standing out on her areoles that she’s already quite aroused,” Reuben observed somewhat clinically, squeezing her right nipple just the way she loved to have it touched.

		Margaret moaned and took Jim’s cock all the way into her mouth and began to suck it. The two men caressed her throbbing titties and her tongue went wild on the surface of the fat dick as she sucked.

		Spitting it out, she turned to take in Reuben’s and shivered as she heard Jim draw in his breath as he saw her sucking another man’s cock for the first time. Margaret eagerly lapped at Reuben’s hot flesh, just the way she had Jim’s.

		“My God, but she’s a sexy woman,” Jim sighed as he watched her really going to town on Reuben’s long dick.

		Margaret tossed caution to the wind, stroking her man’s hard prick as she slipped Reuben’s out of her mouth and began to lick his balls while Jim watched. He groaned as her tongue went all over the hairy sac, his cock jerking in her fist as she worked the skin up and down.

		“Do you like seeing that, darling?” She asked Jim breathlessly, staring up at him as she changed cocks once again. “I’ll lick your balls too! I’ll do everything for both of you…all night long!”

		Jim sighed again and looked over at Reuben, saying, “I’ve just got to fuck her now; unless you want to go first?”

		“No, that’s okay,” Reuben assured him. “You can fuck Margaret while she sucks my cock.”

		He looked down at her and asked softly, “Is that okay with you, Margaret?”

		“Mmmmmmmm, sounds wonderful…it all sounds wonderful!”

		Reuben sat down on the bed and scooted back against the pillows and the headboard, his hard cock waggling above his big balls. She was down on her hands and knees on the mattress instantly, sucking it all the way into her eager mouth once more while Jim knelt behind her and claimed her gushing pussy with his own hard cock.

		Margaret made a little cooing sound as his nut sac bounced off her skin and he began fucking her in earnest while she sucked off Reuben! This was incredible…this was so exciting she could barely believe it!

		And the way Jim was balling her told her that he was just as aroused by it as she was…

		

		****

		

		“Do you like it, baby?” She whispered up at him, spitting his cock out for a moment so she could speak. “Do you like seeing Reuben’s big dick in me, while I suck you?”

		Jim only groaned and fed his prick into her lips again. She was on her back, in the missionary position, while Reuben fucked her and he knelt next to her head, using her mouth and throat like a second pussy.

		She had long ago lost count of how many times these two darling men had made her come tonight! Jim had fucked her exquisitely during that first blowjob, and then both of them had taken turns balling her, lying on their back next to each other, while she rode first one, and then the other cowgirl style!

		That was such fun; shaking my titties for them, coming on both their thick cocks.

		They’d each come in her that time, one right after the other. But they hadn’t demanded that she clean the jism out of her flooded pussy.

		Instead, they’d both fucked her in the ass, once she’d sucked them hard again. And each of them had shot another huge load of spunk up her bottom!

		Then they’d taken a shower together. That had been huge fun!

		Neither of them could keep their hands off her, soaping her breasts, squeezing her ass cheeks playfully, teasing her pussy. She had come while pressed against the shower stall, Jim toying with her clit while Reuben had tongue-kissed her!

		Now they were all dried off and back in bed, both men going at her frantically. First one of them would fuck her pussy to yet another climax, and then the other would take over while she sucked cock!

		It was Heaven; absolute unbridled Orgasm-Heaven, and she simply could not seem to get enough of it…

		

		****

		

		“I still don’t know about this,” Margaret told her two lovers worriedly.

		Her bottom was freshly lubed up and her pussy was as wet as it could be. First Reuben hand licked it, followed by Jim, and both of them had made her climax.

		The two men’s dicks were as hard as a pair of rocks, in anticipation of both of them fucking her at once—her first “DP” ever! She was on the bed with them, and they had been taking turns kissing her, playing with her stiff nipples, and teasing her clit with their fingertips.

		“Maybe Jim should be the one to fuck my ass,” she sighed, awash in sensual feelings; ready to be fucked, more than willing to be fucked but at the same time, reluctant to be fucked because she knew they were both going to take her at once!

		I WANT it; I really do! She told herself as the two men toyed with her. I want to try it…it looks so HOT, somehow, when those porno sluts do it!

		And she wasn’t afraid that either Reuben or her darling Jim would ever hurt her. Neither of them was that kind of man or she would never consider doing this with them in the first place!

		“Come here, Maggie, and ass-fuck me,” Jim whispered at that moment.

		He was now in back of her, and he eased her long body back onto his as he lay back down on the bed. She was lying on his chest with her back to him and he was urging her down, onto his erect cock.

		Margaret moaned as the familiar dick nudged into her asshole and split her open. It felt wonderful, as it always did!

		“Oh, Jim, fuck me,” she sighed as he reached up and began to fondle her titties once again while he slid all the say up into her.

		Reuben watched them get comfortable, and then moved forward, his dick as stiff as it could be as he teased her pussy slit with it. She squirmed on Jim’s buried cock as Reuben rubbed his fat cock head over her clit a few times.

		Margaret mewled softly as he slipped the thick head into her but made no move to get away. She shuddered as he took her fully, and then wrapped her arms around him as he began to fuck her.

		“Oh, God; I’m so full of cock!” She moaned, working her hips onto their pricks, reveling in how naughty she was being!

		Both of them! I’ve got BOTH of them in me at once! She told herself triumphantly. I’m such a slut! Only a slut would fuck two men at the same time!

		But she had to admit…it felt wonderful! Both Jim and Reuben were such skilled cocksmen that they knew how to make her feel fantastic as they ravished her in this nastiest of ways!

		Jim was reaching up, squeezing her titties, and Reuben was kissing her, his tongue gliding over hers as she got double-fucked! His cock was right up against her clit with each lunge into her depths, and Jim’s felt so…right up her ass, just like it always did!

		“Ohhhhhhhh,” she groaned as the first little flutter of pre-come excitement rolled through her clit, and then up to her exquisitely-teased breasts. She pulled her mouth away from Reuben’s and whispered, “Fuck me good, boys; fuck me so good I can’t stand it!”

		The two men redoubled their efforts. Margaret whinnied like a well-fucked mare and went slightly crazy between the two rutting men, shivering and shaking, wailing out her intense pleasure as the orgasm gathered steam.

		“Oh, fuck, it feels so good to get it like this!” She screamed as her climax slammed into her. “Fuckmefuckmefuckme…”

		She chanted out the obscene words as she came and came around the two gliding, pressing dicks. All at once, she felt Reuben shooting into her contracting pussy and her beloved Jim going off in her ass!

		Her vision went red, and then it went black as she passed out from the intensity of her continuing orgasm…

		

		****

		

		“That was wonderful…that was exquisite!” Margaret assured them as she regained consciousness. “I’ve never felt anything like that before! We’ve got to do that again!”

		Jim laughed with relief and lifted the cold washcloth from her brow, staring over at Reuben. He said, “We will, darling, but not right away. You need to rest up now. You gave us quite a scare there for a moment.”

		“Nonsense,” she told them forcefully, “I want cock and I want it now!”

		Reuben laughed and said, “Looks like we’ve created a monster, Jim my friend!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Settling In

		

		“Last night was incredible!” Margaret murmured softly as Jim drove away from the Beverly Hills Hotel at nine the next morning. “I never dreamed I’d participate in anything like that!”

		“I didn’t either, before it happened,” Jim admitted. “But I’ll have to admit that it was great!”

		He glanced over at her as she adjusted her sunglasses to ward off the bright morning sunshine and asked, “Are you okay with what happened, darling?”

		She looked over at him—with a somewhat guilty, apprehensive look on her beautiful face—and asked, “What about you? Do you think I’m an awful slut, now that you’ve seen me with Reuben…and with you…at the same time?”

		Jim grinned and put his hand familiarly on her knee as he said, “Yes, I do. But I love you just the way you are, my darling Maggie!”

		Her heart fluttered in her chest and she asked breathlessly, “You do? You really love me?”

		Quickly pulling over to the curb, Jim leaned across the console and whispered excitedly, “God, yes; I love you like crazy! Do you feel the same way about me?”

		She blurted happily, “I do! Oh, God, Jim; I want nothing more than to be with you…always!”

		Their kiss, when it came seconds later, was long, intense, and filled with tongue. Margaret felt her nipples spiking and her pussy moistening like crazy.

		“L-Let’s go to my place!” Jim croaked, putting the Mercedes back into gear. “Yours is too far away; and I want you in bed with me right now!”

		

		****

		

		“This is a lovely house,” Margaret told him as they lay together naked in his bed, their passion temporarily sated.

		She looked around at the Spanish-style house, with its shiny red and white tile floor, and it’s dark, heavy, exposed-wood beams amid all the white stucco. Jim’s choice of furniture was perfect for this place, weighty and masculine; all brown leather and oak wood that had been stained almost black.

		“Why aren’t you married, Jim Steel?” She asked him abruptly. “Here you are, forty years old, obviously wealthy, handsome as sin, and sexy as you can be! Why isn’t there a Mrs. Steel running around in this perfectly decorated house?”

		Jim’s face clouded over with sudden sadness as he murmured, “There was. Her name was Cathy. And she was quite wonderful.”

		He had to wipe sudden tears from his eyes as he continued, “But she died last year; cancer…it had spread everywhere before we were even aware she had it. The doctors tried, but there was little they could do, except to make her comfortable with large doses of morphine toward the end…”

		“Oh, Jim, I’m so sorry to have brought up such a painful memory!” Margaret rushed to apologize, feeling like an idiot.

		There was silence throughout the big bedroom for a few moments; then she asked quietly, “Were there any children?”

		“Cathy couldn’t have kids,” Jim told her. “We discovered that after we had been married for several years, tying to start a family. We discussed adoption, but somehow we never got around to it.”

		“Do you still want children now?” Margaret asked, dreading his answer.

		She was only thirty-five she could still conceive if she wanted to. But she’d never wanted to, in light of what a hash her parents had made of raising her.

		“I don’t know…do you?” Jim asked.

		“Not really,” she answered, deciding in that split-second to be totally honest with him. “Arthur and I made the decision not to have children, and I’m glad we did. He was such a…self-absorbed man. I wasn’t sure he would have been very effective as a father.”

		She looked over at Jim and added, “And me…I don’t think I’d be anyone’s idea of a good mother!”

		He didn’t say anything, so she found the whole story of her childhood spilling out—almost unbidden—over the next few minutes. It felt good to be able tell him everything at last.

		“That’s so sad,” he said when she’d finished. “It sounds like your parents really cared about you, but they just didn’t know how to show it.”

		“I think that’s exactly right,” Margaret agreed. “They were wonderful people, really. But they just weren’t cut out to be parents!”

		Again, silence returned for a few moments. But then Jim said, as he reached over and took her hand, “You turned out just fine, as far as I’m concerned. You’re more than fine…you’re the most fascinating woman I’ve ever met!”

		“Me…fascinating; you find me fascinating?” She asked.

		“You’re so beautiful, so well-mannered,” he began, squeezing her hand, “but you’re a real tiger in the bedroom!”

		Margaret felt herself blushing as she asked, “You really mean that I’m an insatiable slut, don’t you, darling?”

		He didn’t answer that directly. Instead he chose to say, “Last night was the hottest sex I’ve ever had in my life. And last weekend up at Big Bear…let’s just say last weekend was a revelation as well.”

		“I know I should be embarrassed by all that I’ve done,” she admitted to him. “But I’m not.”

		She thought about what she was going to say next for a few moments, and then added, “I feel like I’m just discovering who I really am sexually, after all these years.”

		Shaking her head, she continued, “Sometimes I find myself wishing I was in my early twenties again, sans Arthur! I feel like I missed out on so much—I was so afraid back then…of everything!”

		“You don’t seem afraid now,” Jim commented.

		“I’m getting braver every day,” she told him. “After hiring Reuben…after meeting you…I feel like a different woman somehow.”

		He reached for her naked body, drawing her in close as he whispered, “I like the new you, Maggie! I wasn’t kidding when I said I loved you, earlier you know.”

		“I know,” she smiled at him, “and it feels so great, to be loved by a sexy man like you, my darling Jim!”

		The sex they shared then wasn’t frantic. It wasn’t out of control.

		It was sweet, loving—slow and easy—and yet still very exciting. They both seemed to know they had forever; now that they’d found each other!

		

		****

		

		“The first time I saw you lick Reuben’s cock last night, I was so jealous I almost tried to stop you,” Jim admitted, stroking her hair as they lay cuddled in bed together.

		“Why? You knew you were probably going to see something like that when all three of us went upstairs together.”

		“I knew it…intellectually,” Jim mused, “but I found out that knowing it was going to happen and seeing it actually happen are two different things.”

		“You didn’t say anything,” Margaret pointed out, tracing lazy patterns on his chest with her fingertip. “You didn’t try to stop it.”

		“Like I said, on the one hand, I was so jealous I could barely see straight.”

		“And on the other,” she quizzed him?

		“On the other, it was one of the hottest things I’ve seen in my life, watching you being so nasty with him,” Jim admitted. “It really turned me on—witnessing that, participating in it—even though I knew it shouldn’t!”

		Margaret snuggled into him, saying, “That’s a big part of what last night was all about, I think; me acting like a slut for you, and you letting me do it.”

		“I guess both of us are very kinky, Maggie,” Jim told her with a grin.

		“Lucky thing we found each other, then,” she said, smiling back at him as she reached for his cock…

		

		****

		

		“Are we going to book Reuben again?” Jim asked her later that afternoon, when she had finished calling Mrs. Thomas and telling her that she had to cancel their appointment today; that she was feeling a little bit under the weather.

		“If your wallet can stand it, I think we are,” Margaret told him impishly, daydreaming about Reuben’s big cock and how good it felt inside of her…especially while Jim was watching!

		“Oh, money’s no problem, Maggie,” he told her, tweaking her left nipple playfully. “My stores make lots and lots of money.”

		“The furniture stores you told me about when we first had dinner together?” Margaret asked him.

		“All twenty-six of them, scattered throughout California,” he said proudly.

		“Twenty-six, that’s a lot of furniture alright,” Margaret said, impressed.

		She grinned at him and added, “So retaining the services of a man like Reuben shouldn’t put any strain at all on the resources of furniture store tycoon like you, I take it?”

		“Not a bit,” Jim told her with a grin.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		New Directions

		

		“Hey, babe, come in here and look at this,” Jim said, emerging from the den. “I think you’ll find it interesting as hell.”

		Margaret lay sprawled out on the leather couch in the front room, reading the LA Times and sipping a glass of white wine. She turned to Jim and asked, “What naughty site did you find on that laptop of yours now, darling?”

		She was, for all practical purposes, now living at Jim’s house. Margaret had her own set of keys to all the locks, she had memorized the code to the big house’s alarm system, and she even had her own remote, controlling the garage door, mounted right next to the remote for her own house on the sun visor in her car.

		After her last appointment of the day, her car just seemed to automatically steer itself toward Jim’s house in Westwood, a tony enclave of the well-off nestled in between Brentwood and Beverly Hills. She much preferred it over the smaller home she and Arthur had shared on the outskirts of Burbank.

		She roused herself up off the comfortable couch and followed Jim into the den. On his desk stood his laptop and she saw it had been directed to Google and that the word “hotwife” had been typed in.

		“What on earth is a...‘hotwife’, spelled like that; all one word?” She asked him.

		“Sit down and read all about it,” Jim said smugly. “Like I said, I think you’ll find it interesting as hell!”

		So, for the next half hour she sat at his desk and read about this strange new lifestyle choice, wherein the husband willingly lets the wife sleep with whomever she chose to—with his full knowledge and consent. Sometimes, she learned, the straying wife came home and told her man all about what she had just done with another lover, while she and her cuckolded hubby were in bed together and he was “reclaiming” her.

		But in some cases, she chose not to tell him anything at all! The details of her time spent away from the marriage remained hers to share or to not share with him.

		“This is wild!” Margaret told Jim as he brought her a fresh glass of wine, plus one for himself.

		“That’s what I thought, when I first heard about it,” he agreed. “And now that I’ve read about it in more detail, I think it’s even wilder!”

		She sipped her drink and looked up at him slyly, saying, “You want to try this, don’t you, you awful man? You want me to become one of those…a hotwife, don’t you?”

		“Well, we’re not married yet,” Jim said, raising an eyebrow playfully, “but that’s no reason we can’t start sharing you right away, if that’s what we both want! That’s what we did with Reuben, and look how well that turned out!”

		Margaret tried to control her racing heart. She thought about cheating on Jim with other handsome, hung men—since he seemed so keen to have her try it!—and felt her breasts firming up under her dressing gown and her pussy getting wet at the mere thought of it!

		“H-How would it work?” She asked him after gulping down more of the wine for courage.

		“That’s the beauty of this hotwife thing,” Jim told her. “There’s no right or wrong way to do it. Each couple decides what works for them, and then they just do it!”

		“I…I must admit, it does sound exciting!” Margaret confessed. “And since you’re the one suggesting it, I know you wouldn’t be jealous.”

		Jim chortled and said, “Don’t be too sure about that. Lots of husbands admit to being jealous but at the same time, they love it! I guess it’s kind of like being a masochist…the pain is all part of it!”

		“You’re a far kinkier man than I ever suspected, Jim Steel,” she chided him gently, a huge smile on her face.

		

		****

		

		“Being with someone other than you might be a fun to try in its own right, I guess,” Margaret said that night, just before they drifted off to sleep. “But I really liked having you watch me with Reuben; that was half the turn on for me!”

		“We’ll have to think about that,” Jim agreed. “I really liked fucking you right along side of him; experiencing sloppy seconds and all of that other cuckold stuff!”

		“I loved that too!” Margaret admitted, touching Jim’s cheek tenderly in the darkness of the bedroom. “That time when you came in me, right after he did…that was crazy-wild! I climaxed like a madwoman!”

		“There’s a lot of ways to do this, where I can share it with you with other men, without my actually being in the room,” Jim mused. “Nowadays, they make tiny little cameras with their own microphones. And I bet your cell phone takes great videos too.”

		“The phone would only work if the man involved agreed to it beforehand,” Margaret said doubtfully. “I’m not some sort of Mata Hari, Jim darling! I don’t think I could use my cell phone to capture a clandestine tryst and broadcast it back to you without my partner getting wise to what I was doing!”

		“Well, we could try the spy-cam thing,” Jim suggested.

		“We could,” Margaret said, “but we could also try finding another man like Reuben, who wouldn’t mind sharing me, with you right there, participating!”

		“That’s still another option,” Jim told her.

		After thinking about it some more, he smiled and said, “Hell, Maggie, we could try it all! What’s to stop us?”

		What indeed? She thought excitedly, reaching over and coming into his arms.

		They didn’t end up getting much sleep that night after all. Like two kids with a brand new toy that they both loved, Jim and Margaret kept waking each other up with exciting new hotwife scenarios for them to try in the coming months.

		And every time they discussed one of those possible variations, they seemed to get so aroused that they just had to fuck once more…

		

		****

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, last night was super, darling,” she told him languidly the next morning, reaching over and caressing his cheek. “Maybe I don’t need other men after all!”

		“I think you do,” Jim told her resolutely.

		When she started at that, he grinned at her and then whispered, “You’re too much woman for just one man! You nearly fucked me to death last night, hot stuff!”

		Margaret giggled like a naughty schoolgirl when he said that and then kissed him passionately. When they finally came up for air, she whispered to him coyly as she reached down under the covers for his cock, “Do you have one more left in you this morning…old man? Or do I have to go out and find someone new and exciting to fuck me?”

		

		****

		

		Her playful words this morning about “finding someone new and exciting to fuck” kept coming back to her as she went about her day. It suddenly seemed like such a deliciously fun, totally insane concept being with Jim in a red-hot relationship, but also being free to do whatever she wanted at the same time, when it came to other men!

		Margaret’s day proved to be hectic. In addition to visiting Mrs. Thomas to gain final approval of the redecorating scheme she had worked out for her, she was also scheduled to see Mrs. Thomas’s niece later in the day about doing her newly-acquired place as well.

		The niece turned out to be an on-the-rise young actress who was moving into a huge house she had just bought in Beverly Hills. Dinah Springer was not only much younger than her aunt, Mrs. Thomas; she was much more attractive. Margaret had already seen her in several films and had been impressed with both her acting ability and her beauty.

		In person, Dinah proved to be tall and curvy, with gorgeous long legs and a winning smile. She was a redhead, with a light sprinkling of freckles that the movie cameras never saw, thanks to the miracle of Hollywood make up.

		But on this particular day she had just been lounging about on one of the few pieces of furniture she had moved into the big, empty house—reading a script and nursing an early afternoon cocktail—when Margaret rang the front doorbell. She’d answered the front door herself, dressed in an old pair of jeans and a designer top, sans any make up at all.

		“I’m so glad to meet you,” she told Margaret, showing her into the cavernous living room. “I’ve seen the changes you’ve suggested making to Aunt Bernice’s place, and I just love them!”

		She gestured around the spacious, all but empty room and said, “I can’t wait to see what you’ll do with this place. It’s what you might call an empty canvas!”

		Margaret looked around. The mansion probably dated from the early nineteen-twenties or thirties. It was huge, with acres of marble floors, sweeping staircases, and overdone chandeliers containing hundreds of dangling pieces of cut glass meant to resemble large diamonds.

		“Well…what sort of…feel do you want the place to have?” Margaret started off by asking. “What look are you going for?”

		“Di’s a classy lady, so the decor should reflect that,” a deep voice that could only belong to a black man said from behind Margaret.

		She turned and saw Brooks Winfield, the up-and-coming black movie star, just coming in from the pool, dressed only in a swimsuit and fluffy white pool robe, a script in one hand and an empty cocktail glass in the other.

		“Brooks, this is Margaret; she’s my new decorator,” Dinah introduced them.

		“How about hustling me up another drink, Di?” The devastatingly handsome young man asked, his eyes sweeping up Margaret’s figure and then back down again as he held out his empty glassful of ice cubes.

		“Sure thing,” Dinah said, taking the glass from him. “What about you, Margaret?

		“Nothing for me, thank you,” she told the younger woman, staring openly at Dinah’s ultra-handsome pool guest.

		“You know, I have a place not far from here that could used a little decorating help too,” Brooks Winfield said to her in that soft, deep, sexy voice of his as soon as Dinah had left the room. “Do you have a card? Maybe I’ll call you in a day or two.”

		Margaret’s hands were trembling slightly as she opened her purse and fished out a business card with her cell number on it. She didn’t have all that much experience with men, but she knew somehow that the young actor had something other than decorating on his mind as he took her card and rapidly hid it away in the pocket of his robe!

		

	
		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		Brooks

		

		“Brooks Winfield, huh,” Jim said excitedly when she had finished telling him about her day that evening, “do you think he’ll really call?”

		“I have no way of knowing, of course,” Margaret told him, “but his eyes had an almost hungry look about them whenever he looked at me.”

		Jim chortled and said, “I don’t blame him, Maggie. You’re one scrumptious woman and that’s for sure!”

		Margaret smiled at him and came over and plopped herself down into his lap, crushing the LA Times he was reading in the process. Jim didn’t seem to mind.

		He simply took her in his arms and kissed her. One thing led to another, and in fifteen minutes they were in the bedroom, nude, making love like a pair of newlyweds…

		

		****

		

		“What do you want me to do, if he does call?” Margaret asked him teasingly, toying with his chest hair, the fireworks temporarily over.

		“Whatever you want to do, darling,” he told her airily. “After all, you’re the hotwife in this relationship.”

		“I keep reminding you, we’re not married; just living together!”

		“We’ll fix that soon enough,” Jim told her happily. “How do you feel about fall weddings?”

		Margaret’s heart soared as she said, “I think they’re fine! Why, are you asking me?”

		“I am,” Jim said, his face going quite serious for a moment. “Do you accept?”

		“How can I not?” She sighed as she leaned in to kiss him. “You’re everything I ever wanted in a man!”

		The kiss was long and passionate. Jim’s cock was hard by the end of it and his new fiancé’s fist was around it.

		“Are you still going to want me as your wife…if I decide to…fuck young Mr. Winfield?”

		“More than ever, if you tell me all about it, after you do it,” he assured her.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I think that’s a marriage made in heaven,” Margaret said, easing herself down onto the hard prick in her fist.

		“Maybe not in heaven…” Jim’s voice trailed off as she stared to ride him.

		

		****

		

		Margaret was so excited the next day when her cell phone rang and the caller ID said it was Brooks Winfield that she had to pull over to the curb before answering it. She had just come from one of Jim’s furniture stores, where she had made arrangements to have a whole truckload of furniture pieces and wall art delivered to Dinah Springer’s new mansion.

		“H-Hello, Margaret Langston here,” Margaret stammered nervously into the phone.

		“Hey, it’s Brooks, babe,” he replied, sounding confident and self assured as he could be. “I was wondering if you could drop by my place this morning and look it over.”

		She glanced at her dashboard clock. It was just past ten.

		“I could be in Beverly Hills by ten thirty,” she told him. “Would that be satisfactory?”

		“Perfect,” he responded, “I could give you the grand tour and then serve you lunch. How would that be?”

		“I…uh…that would be wonderful,” Margaret heard herself saying.

		“Let me give you my address,” Brooks Winfield said…

		

		****

		

		Traffic was terrible, so Margaret arrived at young Mr. Winfield’s palatial estate closer to eleven o’clock than ten-thirty. Again, he wore only the white robe and the brief swimsuit when he answered the door, and he was holding a script loosely in his hand.

		The tour took about forty-five minutes and wound up back downstairs, in the kitchen, where he fixed them a couple of panini sandwiches with his elaborate panini maker, and a two mimosas to go along with them. They ate on his patio, overlooking the elaborate pool and cabana area, having a few more mimosas each with the meal.

		“To be honest with you, Mr. Winfield, I find your home to be lovely just as it is,” Margaret explained after her third mimosa. “I doubt that I could improve on it much.”

		“Oh, that surprises me,” he said charmingly as he refilled both their glasses after opening a fresh bottle of champagne. “There are some changes I’d like to see in the bedroom, for example. Here, let me show you.”

		They walked back inside and climbed the staircase together, freshly made mimosas in hand. Once they were inside the spacious master bedroom, Brooks Winfield led her over to the bed, saying, “This bed is fine, but I think it would look even finer with you in it!”

		Margaret’s heart leapt into overdrive! She didn’t know what to say, but as it turned out, she didn’t have to say anything!

		The handsome black man finished his own champagne, and then took the almost empty glass from her hand and sat it down next to his on the nightstand. Then he swept her into his arms and kissed her!

		Margaret opened her lips for him automatically, feeling his penis hardening up against her belly as they made out. She trembled in his arms, but made no move to resist as he slipped off his own robe and then her suit jacket while they kissed.

		Soon, she found herself dressed only in her bra, panties, and pantyhose, his big hands all over her bare back, touching her skin as his tongue teased hers. And then her bra was gone, and she felt his pelt of coiled up chest hair brushing against her naked nipples.

		Margaret nearly swooned in his arms as she felt him hook his thumbs in the waistbands of both her panties and pantyhose and slowly remove them. She was shivering with excitement as he pulled down his swim trunks and she felt his now very hard prick slap against the bare skin of her stomach.

		She stopped kissing him just long enough to glance down and see the biggest cock she had ever imagined pressed up against her tummy! The deep ebony color contrasted so vividly with her white skin that it was truly breathtaking!

		“It…it’s so…big!” Margaret panted up at the tall, handsome black man who held her so closely.

		“Don’t worry,” he whispered adamantly, “it’ll fit just fine.”

		

		****

		

		It surely fits in my mouth! Margaret told herself moments later, finding herself seated on the edge of Brooks Winfield’s bed, sucking his mammoth black dick as best she could.

		Half of its impressive length was inside her lips as her head moved in and out, and more of its rock-like hardness was nudging its way inside with each passing moment. She licked all around it as she sucked and its owner moaned at how nice that felt.

		“Oh, yeah, that’s the way to suck it, you hot bitch!” Brooks sighed, hunching another inch or so of the burgeoning shaft into her nursing lips. “You sure can suck a cock, pretty mama!”

		Margaret was toying with his balls with her left and, hefting them and caressing their hairy surface with her fingernails as she blew him. Young Brooks groaned as his nuts jerked together within her grasp.

		“I’d love to come in your mouth, baby,” he breathed out, “but I want to fuck that hot-looking little pink pussy of yours first!”

		She soon found herself flat on her back in the center of the big bed, Brooks Winfield in between her widespread legs, teasing her weeping slit with his huge black cock head. He eased it into her slowly, letting her get used to his tremendous girth and length.

		Margaret whined, “Jesus…oh, my sweet Jesus…it’s so damned big!”

		The cock’s owner merely grinned down at her and fed another few inches into her juicy opening, not stopping until she felt his balls up against her anus. She groaned; more stuffed full of dick than she had ever been in her life!

		I feel even fuller than when Reuben and Jim doubled me! She marveled, not knowing whether or not she would enjoy being fucked by a cock this big.

		It’s too late to back out now anyway, she told herself as Brooks Winfield began to rut in and out of her. His enormous prick stretched her pussy open, going faster and faster as it loosened up for him.

		“Oh, oh, God,” she sighed as he hammered down into her, her big breasts rolling and jellying atop her chest.

		A few minutes later, she found—to her shock—that she was really getting to like being taken this way; by a huge black cock that rammed into her relentlessly! Brooks Winfield was fucking her harder than she’d ever been fucked before!

		And it was starting to feel so…nice! She loved the way his hot meat mashed into her clit with each withdrawal and penetration, and she simply adored the way his big balls beat a tattoo against her sensitive asshole as he lunged down into her!

		Almost unconsciously, she found herself wrapping her legs around his driving hips, urging him still deeper into her gushing pussy. She ground her nipples against his wiry chest hair, clinging tightly to him as he fucked her and fucked her!

		“It’s…it’s starting to feel so good,” she whispered into his ear.

		“Good; it’s fuckin’ great, mama!” He rasped back, thrusting even harder. “Your tight little pussy is eatin’ my big cock right up!”

		Margaret mewled out her growing pleasure and just hung on! She was pushing her hips up to meet his every stroke, grinding her tits against his heaving chest!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, fuck me,” she urged him, feeling her pussy clench around his pistoning dick, “fuck me hard and make me come!”

		Brooks merely groaned and fucked her even faster. His huge cock was absolutely flying up and down in her overflowing cunt now, teasing sensations out of it no cock ever had before!

		“Ohhhhhhhh, soooooo gooooooood,” She cooed, getting ready to come, twisting and shivering beneath him.

		All at once, her body jerked several times and then went rigid. He threw back his head and moaned, “Jesus, I can feel your cunt grabbing at me, lady!”

		Margaret whined and shuddered under him, her clit exploding with sensation. She clung to him desperately, shivering as he started fucking her hard and deep once more, despite her pussy sheath clutching at him!

		So fucking great to come this hard! Margaret told herself as the massive climax rolled on and on.

		When she was approaching the downside of her orgasm, Brooks abruptly pulled his dick out of her and scrambled up her quivering body, leaning back to insert a big finger into her clasping pussy mouth. He fingered her roughly as he buried his ready to explode dick in her lips once again!

		Oh, oh, yes; I want to TASTE it! She thought frantically to herself as she began to lick and suck.

		Her own pussy secretions were sweet and tangy as Brooks skull-fucked her mouth! She gobbled the hot, sweet girl lube down hungrily and sucked for his come!

		“Oh, yeah, little mama,” he moaned just then, “swallow it all for me!”

		A gigantic wad of hot semen spurted into her throat and she dutifully downed it for him. It was quickly followed by another, even bigger gush of cock cream and she gulped it down as well.

		So much…so much delicious come for me to swallow! Margaret thought as she felt her throat working automatically to take in all he could give her…

		

		****

		

		It doesn’t taste any different than Reuben’s or Jim’s, she thought to herself as she swallowed the last little dribble of come Brooks deposited into her sucking lips, does that make me a racist; my somehow expecting a black guy’s jism to taste different?

		She didn’t think of herself as a racist. After all, she’d fucked Reuben readily enough, and he was clearly a Hispanic.

		And she’d all but leaped into bed with Brooks just now; no hesitation there! If anything, his blackness had turned her on, not off!

		Slowly, his stovepipe of a dick went soft in her mouth. She released it at last, reveling in the taste of his spunk as she looked up into his handsome face.

		“You’re quite a woman, Margaret,” he complimented her, his voice having returned to the cultured, practiced pronunciation she was used to seeing on the movie screen gone was “little mama” and the ghetto-like dropping of “g’s” as he spoke.

		“How did you know I’d react the way I did, when you all but told me you wanted to…fuck me?” She asked him, as he disengaged himself from her.

		He gave a short little chuckle and said, “A guy can always tell when a woman is hot for him.”

		Margaret felt herself blushing as she said, “I wouldn’t say I was hot for you. I was just curious, I guess.”

		“Oh, you’ve never been with a black man before?” He asked her with a smile.

		“Never,” she admitted, smiling back at him.

		“And did you like it?”

		She looked down at his python of a dick and answered with an even bigger smile, “What do you think?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		Reclamation

		

		“Twice…twice more,” Jim asked her incredulously as they lay in bed that night, “you let him fuck you two more times after blowing him?”

		Margaret giggled, nodding that she had. Jim had just given her a bone-rattling reclamation fuck and she had enjoyed it almost as much as the three savage ballings she’d received in the bed of handsome young Brooks today!

		“I was a real slut with him, darling,” she whispered, watching Jim’s limp dick getting hard once again as she spoke. “I couldn’t seem to keep his beautiful black cock out of my mouth…or my pussy, for that matter!”

		“You little tramp!” Jim teased her, a huge smile on his own face.

		“Well, after all, you did say that I could do whatever I wanted with him, as long as I came right home and told you all about it!” She reminded him. “And I’m certainly doing that, aren’t I?”

		“You are indeed,” Jim sighed, looking at her proudly. “God, I can’t believe I’m hooked up with such a hottie!”

		Margaret felt her face reddening as she said, “You haven’t heard the best part yet!”

		“The best part,” Jim mused, grinning at her. “What did you do next, you naughty girl?”

		“Well, he was getting hard again already—he’s only twenty-four years old, for God’s sake! Men at that age are so…horny—I’d all but forgotten!”

		“Especially around naked, big-titted blondes who happen to be gorgeous,” Jim said wryly, “and who are apparently as horny as they are!”

		Margaret waved a dismissive hand and continued, “I didn’t have to do much to get him hard again; a few little licks and sucks, some hand strokes.”

		“What position did you two use the second time you fucked?” Jim asked anxiously.

		“I rode him, cowgirl style,” she answered smugly.

		“Did you shake those big titties for him?”

		She practically purred as she assured him, with a naughty twinkle in her mischievous blue eyes, “I did! And he loved it!”

		“Did he suck them for you, while you two were fucking?”

		“He couldn’t resist,” she murmured a bit smugly to her new fiancé, “just the way you always can’t!”

		“They’re too luscious to resist,” Jim sighed, reaching her for breasts.

		He hefted them, saying, “I can’t believe another man’s mouth was all over these hot little nipples of yours today!”

		She cooed as he manipulated them just the way she liked it and said, “Well it was…kissing and sucking and licking!”

		Jim’s fat cock was harder than a brick by now, so she threw a leg over his torso and mounted up, his hands still on her tits. She sighed and whispered, “Brooks just loved my titties; almost as much as he loved my tight little pussy!”

		“It’s not as tight as it used to be,” Jim informed her as she began to glide up and down on his hardness. “That huge black dick of his sort of stretched it out!”

		Margaret smiled down at him benignly and murmured, “I guess it might have at that, darling. But don’t worry. It will revert to its old shape soon enough. In the meantime, enjoy those sloppy seconds you once said you wanted to experience!”

		“Be careful what you wish for, I guess,” Jim sighed, “when your girl is into sharing!”

		“I’m so into it now!” She told him in a breathy whisper as she leaned down onto his chest so that they could kiss. “A cutie like Brooks earlier in the day, and you at night what more could a girl ask for?”

		They fucked like a pair of demons, Jim clearly so into her looser-than- usual sloppiness he could barely contain his excitement. She fed his frenzied state by whispering, “He shot a gallon of come into me this afternoon, Jim-darling. And I haven’t cleaned up a bit!”

		“Oh, oh, you fucking hot slut, you!” Jim groaned as he imagined another man violating the heavenly pussy he was fucking right now, just a few hours ago!

		“It felt so…nasty, taking that big black load deep inside me,” she cooed into his ear as he hammered up into her, “knowing you were going to come in me later; adding to it!”

		“Ah! Oh! Oh, fuck,” Jim gasped, as if her words were a hurting him intensely—just the way he craved being hurt!

		“He felt like a fountain erupting inside me, the second time he creamed me, darling!” She hissed, gripping his dick with her inner muscles as she spoke.

		“H-How much was there?” Jim croaked, on the edge of losing himself in her pussy, just the way Brooks had earlier.

		“Oceans of it,” she sighed, feeling her own orgasm about to engulf her. “I didn’t think it was ever going to stop spurting up into me!”

		Jim groaned with all the fervor of a man getting something he’s always secretly longed for and started spunking her like a madman! It wasn’t as much as the young, virile black movie star had shot into her this afternoon. But it was a lot for a man in his forties!

		

		****

		

		“The last time he fucked me…I thought for sure he was going to take me up the ass!” Margaret whispered tantalizingly.

		They’d both taken a short nap in each other’s arms after their last torrid coupling. She and Jim had just woken up and, without uttering a word, he had urged her to tell him more about this afternoon’s adventure into hotwifery by just sho0ting her a look.

		“I was up on my hands and knees, just the way he wanted me,” Margaret said, easing up into that position now, looking down at Jim. “My pussy was still dripping with come, so he had no trouble sliding into to me, clear up to those elephantine balls of his!”

		“J-Jesus,” her fiancé gasped, his dick once again starting to stiffen up as he imagined that.

		“He…he was on his knees behind me. And he was hard…oh, God, he was so hard, darling!” She sighed, remembering what the ball-bearing-like cock head had felt like gliding up and down her semen-coated pussy lips this afternoon!

		“That huge thing just knifed into me so easily, filling me up again, pushing out a big gout of come to make room. It dripped down onto the bedspread underneath me with a ‘plopping’ sound!”

		Jim groaned again and twisted on the sheets, obviously seeing it, hearing it just the way Margaret described it! His own dick was more than half hard by now, and he took it in his hand to stroke it to full firmness as she went on to say, “It felt enormous—his thick cock head, that is—as it slid down into me from behind!”

		She smiled dreamily down at him and added, “It goes in so deep that way, and it seemed as if he could fuck forever, having come twice already!”

		“Did he…” Jim murmured, his eyes blazing with arousal as he stared up at his voluptuous, unexpectedly voracious girlfriend, “did he make you come that time, too?”

		“Twice,” she sighed, remembering that hard fuck and how great it had been. “He made me come twice, sweetie. And then he jizzed me again, like a bull rutting into a cow!”

		Jim was up on his knees with a low growl of pure animal lust as he stuffed his hard dick into Margaret’s jism-dripping pussy and began to fuck her like a true savage. She shivered at how viciously he was reclaiming her; how deep his cock went with each violent thrust!

		Oh, he’s fucking me just like young Brooks did! She told herself with a tiny smile. And I just LOVE it!

		

		****

		

		“You said he wanted to fuck you in the ass,” Jim whispered as he ran his hands up and down her buttocks when they were done.

		“He kept touching my anus as he balled me from behind today,” she admitted, looking back over her shoulder at her fiancé. “And he slipped a finger up my bottom; just before we both went off that last time.”

		She sighed and said, half-longingly, “I could tell he wished it was his huge black cock up there, instead of his finger!”

		“Do you…do you think you’ll let him do that, if he calls you again?” Jim wanted to know, sounding half afraid his young rival would want to claim his girl’s ass the next time they got together; half afraid he wouldn’t!

		“I don’t know, darling,” she told him truthfully. “He’s awfully big!”

		But she knew—even as she said it—that if handsome, utterly-scrumptious young Brooks Winfield wanted her ass, she was going to give it to him, no matter how big his cock was!

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

		Total Freedom

		

		The next week was just like all those hotwife websites had promised it would be after her “straying” and him reclaiming her. She and Jim fucked like a pair of rabbits, all the time, everywhere in the house!

		He even threw her down on the coffee table in the living room once—after they had been making out on the couch, revisiting her torrid cheating session with young Brooks in between hot kisses—and banged her deep in the ass, without benefit of lube! Poor Jim couldn’t seem to control himself when she had whispered that she might let her black lover claim her ass the next time they got together!

		“You’d let him shove that huge black stovepipe of a cock into this tiny little hole?” Jim wheezed as he rammed in and out of her.

		He was pummeling her clit with his finger as he ass-fucked her and it—plus the hot friction of his non-lubricated cock up her ass—all felt marvelous! Margaret whined and murmured the question “Would you like that, darling? Would you like it if I did?”

		Jim snorted like a bull and fucked her even harder. Margaret felt a massive orgasm racing to overwhelm her as she imagined that, big, black Brooks cramming his massive tool into her tiny ass pucker again and again, just as Jim was doing now!

		“Oh, fuck; I think I’m going to do it!” Margaret wailed as the towering climax that had been building broke over her. “I’m going to let him fuck me right in the asssssssssss!”

		She felt Jim’s raging cock jerk deep within her butt cheeks and begin firing jet after jet of hot spunk deep into her bowels! Margaret gurgled in utter ecstasy and pressed her naked tits down onto the coffee table and just let her impassioned lover have his way with her impaled bottom…

		

		****

		

		“We may have to get a new coffee table, darling,” she sighed as she pulled her discarded clothes back on in the front room after their amazing ass-fuck. “I don’t think I’d be able to look at this one again without remembering what you did to me on top of it!”

		Jim laughed and swatted her on her sumptuous ass, before she had a chance to tug her panties back into place over it. He said, “Go down to the main store and pick out one you like. We’ll donate this one to Goodwill. It was worth it!”

		She laughed along with him and finished getting back into her clothes as he did the same. When they were both fully dressed again, she asked him in a teasing voice, “Do you really want me to? Do you really want me to let Brooks fuck me in the ass?”

		He accepted her challenge, saying, “Do whatever you want, honey. You’re the hotwife, remember? Just don’t forget to tell me all about it when you get back home!”

		“He hasn’t called me yet,” she reminded him coyly, just to tease him some more. “He may have forgotten all about me.”

		Jim just laughed and said, “Not a chance in Hell of that happening! Not with that body, and that gorgeous face!”

		She smiled at him and said, “You say the sweetest things! If I hadn’t just done it, I’d fuck you for that, darling!”

		“Who’s to say we can’t repeat ourselves?” Jim demanded, sweeping her into his arms.

		“No one,” she whispered, her eyes glittering with promise, “that’s for damn sure!”

		

		****

		

		That was on a Tuesday afternoon. Brooks called her that Thursday, mid-morning again.

		“Hey, Margaret; you want to come over to my place today?” He asked her without preamble.

		“Oh, do you want to share some more…decorating ideas with me?” She replied teasingly, her Jaguar gliding down the Number Ten freeway, heading west.

		“I want to do just what we did last time you came over,” Brooks admitted.

		“You want to fix me lunch?” She teased him still further, a huge smile on her face.

		She’d never in her life had a…’booty call’ before! And that’s clearly what this was luscious young Brooks wanted her in his bed again, and right now!

		“Lunch; sure we could do lunch,” Brooks offered. “But after lunch, I’d like to eat something else, if you know what I mean!”

		“I think that could be arranged,” Margaret told him, purring out the words, her heart singing with joy, getting in the right lane so she could take the up-coming Four-Oh-Five freeway, directly into Beverly Hills. “As a matter of fact, I’m sure of it!”

		He laughed, saying “You been missing my big black dick; is that it?”

		“Something like that,” she said, turning onto the other freeway. “I can be at your house in less than twenty minutes. Is that okay?”

		“Sounds very okay to me, blondie,” Brooks Winfield said confidently. “I’ll make sure I got plenty of champagne on ice!”

		Margaret broke the connection and speed-dialed Jim. When he answered on the second ring, she said, “Who do you think just called?”

		He chortled and asked excitedly, “Will you still be home in time for dinner, do you think?”

		“You’d better plan on catching something to eat on the way home,” she said teasingly. “He sounds as if he’s missed me terribly…don’t wait up!”

		She was giggling to herself with happiness as she broke the connection before Jim could say another word. Margaret had been totally confident that her man would react favorably when she told him what she was about to do with the young movie star—as long as she agreed to tell him all about it when she finally got home. And he had!

		Do I want to let him have my ass, if he wants it, or not? Margaret asked herself as she parked her car in the long driveway minutes later and locked it with her key fob.

		Let’s just play this by ear, she told herself, climbing the steps to the young movie star’s front door and ringing the bell expectantly…

		

		****

		

		“Thaaaaas the way to suck it, you hot bitch!” Brooks Winfield sighed as Margaret’s lips went up and down his obsidian-black, monster of a cock a half hour later. “Nobody gives as good a blowjob as you do, blondie!”

		Mmmmmmmmm, I love hearing that! Margaret told herself as she swiped at Brooks’ hot meat with her lively little tongue. I know that shouldn’t delight me as much as it does…but it certainly seems to…

		Brooks let her suck him for another few minutes, until his mighty black dick was as hard as paving stone. Then he drew it out of her mouth and slowly rubbed its saliva-wet head all over her face, chortling, “You sure are pretty, blondie, and you look so sexy, worshipping my nigger dick the way you do!”

		Margaret’s stomach tightened as she heard him use the word…”nigger”! She had never used such a word herself and she didn’t think she ever could. But it sounded so…stimulating in this situation that she quivered from head to toe as he used it!

		“Got to fuck you, baby,” Brooks whispered, guiding her up onto her hands and knees in front of him in the middle of the big mattress. “I’m just dying to slide this big old black cock of mine into your cute little pink pussy again!”

		She trembled with excitement again as she felt the incredibly thick head parting her pussy slit once more and disappearing down inside her. Margaret groaned at the sheer girth of him, but made no move to escape, as he slowly filled her with his throbbing dick meat!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that’s such a pretty little asshole,” he murmured as he began to fuck her hard from behind.

		His exploring finger toyed with her pucker for long seconds, and then began worming its way into her backside! She shuddered as he forced it in all the way up to his knuckle while he whispered, “Do you like takin’ it up the ass, you prissy little white bitch?”

		Margaret debated wildly with herself for the better part of thirty seconds before she finally murmured, “I do… I just love it! Why don’t you fuck me in the ass…nigger boy?”

		

		****

		

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh! Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh,” she squealed, hammering her balled up fists on the sheet, “go slow; you’re so fucking biiiiiiiiiiiiig!”

		Her bottom was just oozing with lube. And his cock was well-greased with it as well.

		She had made sure of that before letting him take her this way. But still…he was so huge and her asshole was so tiny!

		I guess it isn’t so tiny anymore, Margaret admitted to herself ruefully as inch after inch of incredibly wide black cock drilled its way down into her stretched-open anus!

		“Oh, man; you tight back there, white girl!” Brooks huffed as he forced the last few inches of himself into her bottom.

		She felt his nuts bump up against her pussy lips and knew he was all the way inside her once-forbidden hole! Margaret moaned and begged him to “Play with my clit, please! Squeeze my nipples while…while you…fuck me in the ass!”

		“I know just what to do, blondie,” he sighed, finding her clit with one hand and her left nipple with the other. “This ain’t my first rodeo, you know?”

		He began to tease her clit and roll her nipple between his fingers as he eased his cock back a few inches and slid it home again. Margaret groaned again and waited for his manipulation of her other erogenous zones to ease her discomfort.

		Slowly, very slowly, the familiar sensation of everything working in concert began to wash over her. Brooks’ fat dick was now gliding smoothly up and down in her stretched-open nether hole as his fingers massaged her nipples and her clit with a knowing touch.

		Margaret sighed and began to move her bottom back to meet his thrusts. She had only started having anal sex a few weeks ago, so she didn’t have a lot of experiences to compare this to. But having her ass…violated so fully was starting to feel just…marvelous!

		She realized abruptly that she really enjoyed being fucked hard; no matter what hole was being used! Margaret suddenly admitted to herself—as a true slut would have—that being the object of some horny man’s lust always struck her as being thrilling, somehow; just thrilling!

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		

		Total Joy

		

		She didn’t arrive back at Jim’s house until just before nine o’clock that night. Her bottom was sore from Brooks’ big cock—he’d finished ass-fucking her for a second time just minutes before she’d left him—so she was walking a bit stiffly as she entered the house.

		Jim wasn’t in the kitchen to greet her. And he wasn’t in the den or the living room either.

		Margaret found him in the bedroom, pretending to read his Kindle, waiting for her to return home. He put the electronic reader down on his nightstand and glanced up at her expectantly.

		“Well…what have you been up to for all these hours?” Jim demanded with mock sternness.

		Wordlessly, she eased out of her suit coat and unbuttoned her blouse, slipping it and her bra off quickly. Jim’s sharp breath told her that the reddened marks Brooks’ sharp teeth had left on her billowy-white breasts were still quite visible in the room’s low light.

		Skimming off her skirt and panties, she turned and placed them on the chair with her other clothes. Again, Jim gasped audibly as he saw the small river of another man’s cock cream running out of her gaped-open anus.

		“You…you let him!” Jim croaked. “You let him…ass-fuck you!”

		“I let him do anything he wanted with me, darling,” she said in a purring whisper as she crossed the room, naked, to her fiancé’s bed.

		“T-Tell me everything that happened,” Jim begged her as she threw back the covers and joined him underneath them.

		“There’s not much to tell,” she cooed at him teasingly. “He wanted to fuck me, and I let him! So…how was your day?”

		Jim all but sputtered as he told her, exasperation creeping into his voice, “Details, I want details!”

		“What if I told you I’d decided to be like some of those hotwives we read about?” She coyly teased him. “What if I’ve decided I don’t want to tell you anything more?”

		Her handsome boyfriend grabbed her with faux fury and growled, “You’d better tell me! And you’d better tell me right now, if you know what’s good for you!”

		“Oh, and just what will you do if I don’t?” She asked him playfully, smiling like the Cheshire cat.

		Jim spun her over onto her tummy, making her ass very available to be spanked! His open palm smacked down on it, sending a spatter of the spunk still oozing from her violated asshole flying.

		“So much,” Jim sighed, looking down at her ruined anus, gaped open so wide and showing a rich stream of the other man’s pearly-white semen, “he shot your little ass so full of his come, baby!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, he did at that,” she crooned, gazing up at him like a naughty schoolgirl. “He certainly did…twice…once just before I came home, as a matter of fact!”

		Jim groaned as if she was squeezing his balls in her fist. He managed to gasp, “Did he…did he fuck you in the pussy, too?”

		“Endlessly, it seemed,” she whispered, turning over so he could see the impressive ribbon of jism draining out of her vagina in the dim light of the bedroom. “He just couldn’t seem to get enough of it this afternoon!”

		Jim whined as if her revelations were causing him real pain, but she saw that his dick was as hard as a fencepost as it jutted upward from his balls. She reached for it, and he moaned aloud as if he was about to come as she began to lightly stroke him, at the very thought of all she had done with her black lover.

		“Did…did he demand that you suck him off as well today?”

		“What do you think, darling?” She asked as she rose up into a sitting position and drew him in for a kiss.

		Jim shivered as he tasted the other man’s sperm in her mouth. But he didn’t let that deter him from kissing her!

		

		****

		

		“Harder…he fucked me much harder than that, sweetie!” She sighed as Jim rammed his cock deep into her bottom.

		“Oh, God, you were such a little slut with him today!” Jim wheezed into her ear as he reamed out her ass with his thick cock.

		He was leaning over her, toying with her clit and her jiggling titties as he drove into her again and again from behind.

		“I was…I’m afraid that I was utterly shameless with him today, darling!”

		Jim whimpered as if she had just ground his cock head under her high heel but his humiliation only made him fuck her even harder. She gurgled with bliss at how that felt as she murmured, “I did anything he wanted…simply anything!”

		Her fiancé drew in his breath sharply and asked, “W-What else did you do?”

		“I sucked his cock until it was hard again,” she whispered, “after he had come in my ass the first time. And then I let him fuck my pussy again!”

		Jim made a sound like he was being strangled to death behind her! But his cock never missed a stroke in her clutching asshole!

		“But I was thinking of you—and how much you’d enjoy hearing what a slut I was being with him—as he made me come that time, darling,” she admitted in a totally innocent-sounding voice!

		

		****

		

		“You’re a little hellion, aren’t you, Margaret Jane?” He asked her, using her middle name. “You really get off on teasing me; rubbing my nose in all those nasty things you did this afternoon…with him?”

		She giggled and then admitted in a tantalizing whisper, “I do! This is so much fun, I can barely believe it, isn’t it, darling?”

		He sighed and admitted, “It is. I just love it when you come home and tell me what a bad girl you’ve been, and then let me reclaim you.”

		They were lying back against the pillows at the head of the bed, just resting in between bouts of sex. Jim and Margaret had been going at it every since she’d returned home at nine, and it was now well past midnight.

		After a few more seconds had ticked by, Jim asked her, “Do you think he’d let me watch the two of you…fucking the next time you’re with him, perhaps even join in, the way we did with Reuben?”

		“Maybe,” she answered him right away, “but it would have to be in person. I mentioned making a cell phone video of the two of us having sex together and he was dead set against that. He said all sorts of celebrities have sex tapes out there, on the net, and that he didn’t want to be one of them.”

		“Yeah, I can kind of see that, from his point of view,” Jim admitted, “even though that would never happen with us.”

		Margaret looked at him inquisitively, so he explained, “The video would be on your phone, not his. You and I are nobodies, not celebrities, so no one would bother hacking into our phones. If the same video was on Brooks Winfield’s phone, however…”

		His voice trailed off as she said, “I get it. He’d be fairly safe, unless the two of us decided to post it on some website, for the entire world to see.”

		“Which we would never do,” Jim said, finishing her thought for her. “Something like that a would be disastrous for my business, and I doubt your decorating clients would flock to a woman who was suddenly infamous for getting down and dirty with handsome young black movie stars!”

		She laughed and said, “Don’t be too sure about that! Kim Kardashian’s]

		sex tape certainly hasn’t seemed to hurt her brand!”

		“That’s true,” Jim acknowledged, “and Jennifer Lawrence is as big a star as she ever was, even though there’s a picture of her floating around out there on the web somewhere showing her with some anonymous guy’s spunk all over face!”

		“Be that as it may,” Margaret said, “Brooks is reluctant to be filmed having sex with me or anybody else. Or so he says.”

		“You said he might be into a three-way, though,” Jim reminded her.

		“I think he might, if I’m reading the young man correctly,” she told her fiancé. “He’s awfully proud of that huge black dick of his; and rightfully so.”

		“I get it you think he wouldn’t mind showing it off to me as he fucked you; cuckolding me with it?” Jim asked.

		“Exactly,” Margaret answered. “He’s a movie star. He delights in giving a performance. What would be more natural for a man like that than showing off in bed for a cuckolded lover?”

		Jim frowned, saying, “I don’t know that I’d like that after all; him rubbing my nose in it; lording it over me while he fucked you!”

		Margaret thought of how her Jim whined and whimpered when she had teased him with just how bad she’d been with another man. She smiled to herself as she told him confidently, “Oh, I somehow think you’d be quite alright with it, darling…”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Three

		

		Jim, Margaret, And Brooks

		

		Jim presented her with a huge engagement ring a few days later, and a couple of days after that, she wore it over to Brooks Winfield’s house after he had issued another “booty call”. She was getting undressed to hop into bed with him when he noticed the giant sparkler on her left hand.

		“Whoa, babe; that’s new,” he told her as the light in the bedroom glinted off the large diamond ring.

		“Yes, I’m getting married this fall,” Margaret said, peeling back the covers and snuggling in beside him. “Why, does it bother you; sleeping with a married woman, or an about-to-be-married-woman?”

		“Me…what about you…cheating on your old man?”

		She laughed lightly and said, “Oh, Jim knows all about my seeing you! I always tell him everything we do together, once I get home.”

		“Everything…even about some of the nastier shit we do?” Brooks sounded both amazed and intrigued, just as she hoped he would be.

		“He loves that part best of all,” she sighed, cuddling next to him and reaching for his cock.

		Brooks started to get hard immediately as she stroked him. He asked, “So you’re like one of those hotwives I’ve heard about?”

		“Exactly, except I’m not technically one of them, since I’m not married yet,” she told him. “Jim and I call it…sharing!”

		The young man’s eyes lit up at the thought of that, and his dick got hard as a fireplace poker as her fist went up and down on it. So she told him about Jim and Reuben doubling her at the Beverly Hills Hotel that night; leaving out the detail about Reuben being a paid escort. She made it sound as if he was just some third man she and Jim had found in the hotel bar and taken up to their room for a night of sexual fun and games.

		“That sounds nothing but wild!” Brooks sighed, his cock as stiff as she’d ever seen it before.

		“Trust me…it was,” Margaret murmured, leaning over to kiss his cock head. “And I loved every second of it!”

		“D-Do you think old Jim would like to do it again…with me, this time?”

		Margaret just smiled and slipped his cock into her mouth, thinking, God, THAT was easier than I ever thought it would be!

		

		****

		

		“When…when does he want to get together?” Jim quizzed her as they engaged in their usual round of reclamation sex later that night.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, this weekend, darling,” she sighed as her man’s gliding dick dislodged a huge wad of Brooks Winfield’s spunk from her well-jizzed pussy and it plopped down on the bedspread beneath her.

		“Ooh, I don’t know if that’s going to come out or not when I wash this spread!” Margaret said worriedly as she gazed down at the spreading stain beneath her dangling tits.

		“Fuck it, we’ll get another one,” Jim said dismissively. “Now tell me about this weekend!

		“Well, he was very keen on getting together with us, over at his place,” Margaret answered. “He practically went crazy over the idea of you and him taking me in a DP…the way you and Reuben did that time…”

		She felt Jim’s dick lurch in her pussy as she said that, and knew that Jim was just as wound up about the prospect of double-fucking her as Brooks had been! Margaret thought about all that cock entering her body at the same time and her knees grew weak, just imagining it…

		

		****

		

		“This is some house,” Jim said nervously as they got out of his Mercedes that Saturday afternoon.

		“I like ours better,” Margaret assured him, taking his arm as they walked up the drive together. “It’s more livable. If we had a house this big, I’d have to hire an army of servants just to clean it and maintain it.”

		“Does Brooks have servants?” Jim asked apprehensively. “Are there going to be other people around?”

		“No,” she said, ringing the bell. “He has servants alright, but he always gives them the day off when I’m coming over, so we’ll have total privacy.”

		Jim looked relieved at that news, saying, “Good; I don’t mind sharing you with another guy, but I don’t want some butler asking me if he can take my coat while this Brooks guy is fucking you, Maggie!”

		She giggled at that image and was still tittering when the door opened and Brooks Winfield appeared. Jim stuck out his hand and the two men shook awkwardly, before Brooks invited them inside.

		

		****

		

		“You seem like a normal sort of dude,” Brooks said to Jim suspiciously as the three of them sat in the living room a few minutes later, finishing up a round of drinks. “You sure you’re okay with this, man?”

		Jim looked nonplussed by that question for a moment, then shrugged and answered somewhat nervously, “You’re surely aware of what a…hot woman Maggie can be, once she gets going?”

		Now it was Brooks turn to look uneasy, and he did. After a few more seconds, he said, “Yeah, sure…she’s one red-hot mama in bed; that ain’t no lie!”

		Jim grinned at the younger man and said, “You ought to see her with two men at once—she’s downright incredible!”

		Now Brooks grinned as well, obviously relieved to see how comfortable Jim was with the idea of another guy bedding his fiancé. He said, “Well, I guess I’m about to see just that, aren’t I?”

		Jim took a deep breath, held up his empty cocktail glass, and said simply, “Let’s all have another one of these and go upstairs, to the bedroom; what do you say?”

		

		****

		

		“Jesus, you’re enormous!” Jim remarked uneasily as he stared at Brooks Winfield’s engorged cock. “Maggie said you were big…but holy fuck…that thing’s a monster!”

		Brooks puffed up with pride as the older white man stared at his hard dick. All three of them were in the bedroom, and they had all just gotten naked with each other.

		“You could have gone into porn and made a good living with that big a cock, if this other acting thing hadn’t worked out,” Jim said, grinning at the extraordinarily well-hung young black man.

		“Believe me, I was considering it,” Brooks said, hefting his massive tool proudly in his fist. “But porn don’t pay like mainstream movies do, if you successful, the way I am!”

		He let go of his dick and swept his hand around the room, indicating the lush furnishings the three of them stood in the midst of. Brooks’ bedroom had a huge flat screen television set, the latest in gaming and other electronics gear, thick, rich tan carpeting, and extremely high-end furniture.

		He’s nervous, Margaret thought as she regarded the big-dicked young actor, I’ve been in this bedroom with Brooks several times now, and I can read him. He’s nervous! He’s playing a role for Jim, that of a confident young street punk. He doesn’t drop his “g’s” or use improper syntax when he’s feeling at ease; only when he’s posturing, trying to pretend that he ISN’T nervous!

		“Let’s start out by letting me suck these two gorgeous cocks, shall we?” Margaret asked them to get the afternoon started, remembering what she’d done to start off her session with Reuben and Jim and how well that had gone.

		She went over to the king size bed and sat down, holding out her hands to Brooks and Jim. Obediently, the two naked men shuffled over to her and she took their rigid cocks in her palms.

		“Ooh, this is going to be such fun!” Margaret cooed as she stroked them and looked up at their owners, her blue eyes glittering with excitement…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yeah, lick that hot pussy before I stuff my big black cock in it!” Brooks hissed excitedly, stopping his own furious assault on Margaret’s swollen tits to look down at Jim, who was eagerly lapping at her wet quim with his tongue.

		“I want both of you!” Margaret sighed; grabbing Brooks behind the neck and forcing his mouth back down onto her nipple. “I want both of you to lick me and fuck me all night long!”

		She hunched her hips up off the bed, grinding her clit against Jim’s heavenly tongue while caressing Brooks’ head as he sucked at her nipples. Margaret was about to come for the first time this afternoon, and she could hardly wait!

		Just as she was about to orgasm from Jim’s hot licking, Brooks abruptly stopped sucking her titties and shoved Jim out of the way, saying, “Got to have me some of this hot little pussy right now!”

		She heard Jim suck in his breath as he watched the long, fat, black dick force her tiny pink slit open and glide down inside. Margaret sighed as it filled her, glancing over at Jim, smiling at him like a mischievous little girl, caught doing something terribly wrong!

		“Oh, my God,” Jim murmured as he watched her take it all, right up to the big black nut sac!

		“Man, she’s tight!” Brooks gasped triumphantly, looking up at Jim himself as he cuckolded him. “This little bitch of yours is one tight-pussied mama!”

		He grinned and added, “But I’ll soon fix that! I’m gonna’ fuck this cunt until it’s all stretched out, whitebread!”

		Jim moaned as if the younger man had just kneed him in the balls as he watched the huge black dick begin to lance down into Margaret again and again. But she noticed that her fiancé didn’t lose his hard on!

		It still looked as stiff as it could be as Brooks began balling her like a wild man…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Four

		

		Free-For-All

		

		“Get it!” Brooks grunted encouragingly. “Get your nuts off in that sloppy pussy, then get out of the way, ‘cause I want to fuck her again too!”

		Jim looked over at the younger man and then back down at Margaret. Her eyes were closed in ecstasy as he started to unload in her.

		I’ve lost count of how many times they’ve…CREAMED me! She thought deliriously, as her pussy launched into orgasm once again. Down my throat, in my pussy…and Jim came in my ass once, while Brooks was doing my pussy at the same time!

		It was now well into the evening. They had stopped briefly to have a few more drinks and eat a quick meal in the kitchen.

		But mostly, they had been fucking and sucking ever since Margaret and Jim had arrived this afternoon! They had never bothered with clothes again, roaming around the big mansion in the nude; with the two men having her wherever they happened to want her!

		Margaret loved it. She loved the freedom of it, and the sheer nastiness!

		Jim had seemed upset a few times at how Brooks treated him—like a cuckold who was beneath contempt!—but he had gone along with it so far. He clearly reveled in seeing her take the younger man’s huge black cock anywhere Brooks had wanted to put it.

		He hadn’t fucked her in the ass yet with Jim watching. But that was coming Margaret was confident of that!

		

		****

		

		Sure enough, at just after nine that evening, Brooks reached for the big tube of sex gel Jim had used to lube his cock up when he had fucked Margaret in the ass earlier, while Brooks was riding her pussy. He grinned evilly across the bed at the couple as Margaret sucked Jim to full hardness once again.

		She was bending over his cock on her hands and knees, licking and sucking at it. Brooks moved across the bed, his big dick shining with a thick coating of the gel, which was still in his hand as he approached Margaret’s hiked- in-the-air ass.

		“Just keep on doing what you’re doing, blondie,” Brooks whispered, squeezing a big gush of the slippery lube up her nether hole. “I’m gonna’ fuck this tight little ass of yours now! Maybe old Jim would like a piece of pussy while I’m doin’ it; your second DP of the night; what do you think?”

		Margaret just groaned around Jim’s fat cock as Brooks stopped talking and moved into position behind her. He took her bottom in one long lunge, his thick shaft hammering all the way into ass in her in one stroke.

		She mewled up at Jim pitifully as the younger man had his way with her butt; not really hurting her but using it for his own pleasure as if he owned her! Jim looked excited by what was happening, but slightly angry as well, at seeing his future wife used in such a manner.

		“Hey, take it easy on her ass,” Jim cautioned Brooks, sliding his dick out of Margaret’s sucking lips and getting up onto his knees, “let her get used to having that fireplug of a cock up her butt, won’t you?”

		“Her ass can take it,” Brooks assured him. “I’ve fucked it before…lots of times, harder than this!”

		“Yeah, I know you have,” Jim admitted, sounding sort of crestfallen at the thought of that.

		“Suck…suck my titties, darling,” she urged him. “Suck my nipples as he ass-fucks me. Make me feel good, sweetie!”

		Brooks got the hint and reached for her shoulders just then, pulling her over into a sitting position in his lap so that Jim could access her breasts more easily. Her fiancé moved up and ducked his head, sucking her right nipple first as he toyed with her left with his fingers.

		Margaret began to feel better right away. Jim’s lips felt like heaven on her nipples and he was now teasing her clit with his free hand as he sucked and licked at her tender flesh.

		“Thaaaaaaas the way to turn her on, man!” Brooks chortled. “Her ass is gobbling up my dick now! Suck those big titties; finger-fuck that hot little pussy!”

		She moaned again, tremors of pre-come ecstasy racing through her whole body. Jim eased a finger into her soupy cunt and began to stroke her expertly, while his lips and fingers stayed busy on her titties.

		After a few more seconds of his delicious foreplay, she couldn’t help whispering, “Fuck me, Jim-darling! Fuck me in the pussy while he does my bottom!”

		Jim responded immediately to her urging, moving forward; teasing her clit with his hard knob of cock head while he lapped at her sensitive nipples. She moaned at how wonderful that felt and nearly begged him in a low, sexy whisper, “Fuck me, baby; really give it to me!”

		He straightened up and eased his prick into her slowly, looking deep into her eyes as he took her. Margaret trembled and held him close, working her lower body onto both Jim’s dick and Brooks’ penetrating cocks at the same time.

		The couple’s kiss, when it came, was so utterly filled with love that Margaret almost forgot she was having her ass reamed out by Brooks! There was only her beloved Jim, his magnificent cock, his lips on hers as he made love to her so beautifully!

		Oh, this is going to be such a sweet one! Margaret told herself as she felt the old, familiar come-sensations gathering in her tummy and spreading to her anus and clit!

		Margaret shivered in Jim’s arms as she started to orgasm a minute later, his dick lancing into her again and again, right over her throbbing clit. Brooks sucked in his breath and said, “This hot bitch is coming! That’s for sure—her asshole is grabbing at my dick!”

		She felt his red-hot jism shooting up into her clenching ass tunnel just then, and Jim moaned and unleashed a torrent of come into her spasming pussy at the same time.

		All at once, her soaring mind realized, all three of us are coming at once!

		The illicit trio clung together for long moments, all of them reveling in how marvelous it felt to be sharing this closeness; this mutual ecstasy. Then Jim slipped out of her pussy and Brooks slowly eased out of her gaped-open bottom, a huge wad of jism following his departing cock…

		

		****

		

		“Why don’t you suck my shitty dick for me until it gets hard again, little mama?” Brooks urged her a few minutes later, a nasty smile on his lips.

		All three of them were still sprawled out on the bed near each other. Brooks was leaning back against the pillows piled up against the headboard, holding his soiled dick out to her invitingly. Margaret realized that Brooks had been looking more at Jim than he had been at her as he’d made his outrageous request.

		She recoiled. Though she had done that before—sucked her black lover’s big cock clean after he’d been in her ass, and she had confessed that she’d done it to her fiancé—she was somehow reluctant to do it now, right in front of him.

		When she didn’t move, Brooks grew impatient, waggling his limp cock at her, saying, “Suck my dirty dick, mama; you know you want to!”

		Margaret glanced helplessly over to Jim, who said in a quiet voice, “I don’t think she does, buddy. I don’t think she wants to suck it right now. Why don’t you go get a wash cloth and clean it up first?”

		Brooks gave him a contemptuous grin as he said, “She’s sucked it before when it’s been up her ass! I want you to see her do ass-to-mouth for me, my man, so you’ll remember her doing it!”

		His eyes flashing angrily, Jim drew himself up and scooted off the bed, holding out his hand toward Margaret. He said, “Come on, we’re leaving now, kitten. This party is officially over!”

		“That’s up to her, isn’t it, whitebread?” Brooks said, getting to his feet on the other side of the bed.

		Choosing between her darling Jim and the arrogant, immature Brooks was strictly no contest, in Margaret’s mind! She got off the bed on Jim’s side and hurriedly started to get dressed.

		“What…you gonna’ pick him over me?” Brooks seemed incredulous that any woman could resist him.

		“I love him,” Margaret told him dismissively as she slipped back into her bra and panties. “You’re just my boy-toy, you arrogant young asshole! Get used to it!”

		

		****

		

		“Don’t come back!” Brooks Winfield shouted angrily from the stair landing as the couple retreated downstairs hand in hand. “I won’t call you no more, bitch!”

		“Please don’t,” Margaret said to him as they reached the foyer. “Never call me again—I want nothing to do with you in the future!”

		As the door slammed behind them, Brooks was still ranting and raving about what an ungrateful cunt she was…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Five

		

		A Most Unusual Honeymoon

		

		“That didn’t end well,” Jim remarked wryly as they drove back toward his place.

		“It certainly didn’t!” Margaret agreed, fighting to keep from laughing over Jim’s deadpan delivery.

		First he snickered and then she did, and then they both started laughing so hard he was forced to pull over to the curb. They guffawed together hysterically for a few more seconds and then Jim, wiping tears of laughter from his eyes, pulled out and started to drive once more.

		“I think we can cross him off our second-man list,” Jim said as they turned onto their street twenty minutes later.

		“I think so too,” Margaret said with a huge grin as they stared up their driveway.

		They were both laughing like a pair of hyenas again as the garage door slowly closed behind the Mercedes…

		

		****

		

		The next few weeks were too exciting to worry much about losing Brooks Winfield as their second man. Their time was filled with wedding plans, dress fittings, playful arguments about who to invite and who not to, and other final arrangements. The wedding was to be held in late September, outside in the back yard, beside the swimming pool.

		There were a hundred invited guests present on their big day and the southern California weather didn’t let them down. It was a sunny seventy-five degrees when they both said “I do” with all the guests smiling benignly at them.

		After gallons of expensive champagne had been poured and consumed, and a huge wedding cake had been cut and parceled out, Jim and Margaret bid their guests a fond farewell and took a car service limo out to the airport and their honeymoon to the Caribbean.

		Margaret hadn’t been out of the country that much before, but Jim was a bit of a globetrotter, having traveled to Europe, Asia, and even Australia with his first wife. In sharp contrast, Arthur and Margaret had limited their international travel to Canada and a brief trip down to Acapulco when they’d first been married, so the Caribbean honeymoon represented a grand adventure to her!

		

		****

		

		“What do you want to do when we get home?” Margaret asked him the first morning after their arrival.

		“More of what we just did, of course!” Jim answered her with a devilish twinkle in his eye.

		She gave him a gentle shove and said, laughing, “No, I mean besides the two of us fucking! Do you still want to try and find someone to replace Brooks?”

		Jim joined her in laughter. When they’d stopped, he said, “Well, I do think calling Brooks Winfield again is a bad idea.”

		She gave him an exasperated look and said, “Duh! He’s all over with; that’s for certain!”

		They sat grinning at one another in bed for a few more moments. Then she asked, “Do you want to call Reuben?”

		Jim thought about that for a second before saying, “We could do that; sure. It might be fun.”

		There was another long silence in the hotel room. And then she observed, “You know, the sex aspect of sharing me is very important, of course. But the more I think about it, the more it seems evident that it’s the illicitness and the newness of me being with a perfect stranger that’s the real turn on; for both of us!”

		Jim considered what she had just said for a moment longer, and then enthusiastically agreed, saying, “I think you’re right. Getting together with Reuben again would be great, but it wouldn’t be nearly as exciting as you going to bed with someone entirely new, would it?”

		She shook her head in agreement as she said, “No, it wouldn’t. Whether you were there initially or not, my sleeping with a guy who was totally new would be a bigger thrill for both of us!”

		Jim seemed to grow even more excited as he considered what she had just said. He offered, “I think you’re on to something there! It’s not just the wrongness of it that makes it so irresistible…it’s the newness of you being with an unknown partner! I think we’d both get bored with you doing the same guy over and over again, even if I could watch or participate.”

		“We’re a kinky pair, Mr. Steel,” Margaret admitted with a huge sigh after a moment, accompanied by a big grin.

		“A very kinky pair at that, Mrs. Steel,” he agreed with an answering smile.

		

		****

		

		“Not that being on this exotic honeymoon with you isn’t exciting enough,” Margaret said, looking up from the laptop they’d brought along. “But I’ve just had a thought, vis-à-vis what we were discussing this morning, after reading this.”

		Jim peered over her shoulder and smiled. She had a webpage dealing with the hotwife phenomenon up on the screen entitled “favorite ways for hotwives to meet new playmates”.

		After giving him a chance to read a little bit more of the short article over shoulder, she passed the laptop to him and got up to make herself a mimosa while he finished reading it. Jim was done in another minute or two and he looked up at her expectantly, saying “We could try this one easily enough right now; all it entails is you getting dressed up for an evening out and going down to the hotel bar alone. I’d follow at a discreet distance, as the article suggests, and watch you getting hit on by prospective guys. If one of them really strikes your fancy, you go back upstairs with him for the night, where he fucks your brains out. Then you and I get back together later that night or the next morning and have reclamation sex while you tell me everything you did with the other guy.”

		“That sounds like deliciously naughty fun to me,” she told him, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “But are you sure you want to do something like this on our honeymoon?”

		“Why not; ours was never going to be a conventional marriage anyway, was it, darling? We may as well start playing around with it right from the start!”

		“You’re sure you want to…share me…so soon after we’re married?”

		Jim smiled and said, “What would really be great is to happen onto a guy who wouldn’t mind me watching or even joining in. But if I have to wait in this plush hotel room for you to come straggling back in sometime tomorrow morning with a pussy full of his come and a blow-by-blow description of everything the two of you did together—so be it!”

		

		****

		

		The Steels, Jim and Margaret, were on St. Maarteen, an island paradise in the Caribbean, registered in one of its most expensive beach resorts. The bar there was busy that night, but most of the customers seemed to be newlyweds or vacationing married couples much like them.

		By ten o’clock, Margaret was depressed to find that she had exactly zero prospects in her sights for an evening of naughty fun. Jim joined her at the bar and bought her a fourth drink of the night, saying with a sigh, “Well, it seemed like a great idea when we thought of it.”

		The bartender had come over to take their drink orders, so he couldn’t help but overhear Jim’s disappointed comment on the evening. The middle-aged black barman asked, “Can I help you find something? I hate to see our guests as unhappy as you two obviously are.”

		“Well, we were looking for a little more…exciting way to spend this evening,” Jim confessed, clearly feeling the three drinks he’d had already since dinner, along with the wine they’d shared with the meal.

		He glanced around the posh bar and added, “Not that this isn’t a great place, it’s just a little…restrained.”

		“Did you want dancing, or a live show?” The bartender asked, as he busied himself getting them their requested drinks.

		When Jim didn’t reply, the barman cocked an eyebrow and whispered, “Perhaps something a little more…risqué...?”

		Noting how the couple perked up when he said that, he went on to

		suggest; “There’s a club called The Red Diamond, if you’re into more

		adult entertainment!”

		“A men’s club, is that what you’re talking about?” Jim quizzed him.

		“Well, the Diamond features strippers, it’s true,” the barman winked. “But that’s not all they have, or so I’ve been told!”

		“H-How far away is this place?” Margaret leaned over the bar and asked him in a quite voice full of illicit interest.

		“It’s only a short cab ride away, Madam,” he assured her with a wink.

		Jim tipped him a twenty when they left the bar shortly thereafter…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Six

		

		Professional Girl

		

		“I’ve never been in a place like this before!” Margaret whispered excitedly to her new husband as the cab pulled up in front of the nightclub. “Same plan as before; I go in first, then you follow a few minutes later?”

		“Let’s stick with that,” Jim whispered back eagerly. “There’s bound to be a lot more single guys at a place like this!”

		Jim paid the cabbie and Margaret got out and went inside by herself. There was a cover charge, but she paid it gladly enough; happy to have the opportunity to give their little scheme a second chance tonight!

		The club was long and narrow, with an all but naked young woman dancing on a raised stage. Margaret tried not to stare at her as she went up to the bar and took a seat.

		She felt very out of place, dressed as she was in a long red gown, showing deep cleavage, and with a slit up one side, to better showcase her long legs. Margaret also wore had a pair of Louboutin heels—with their distinctive crimson soles—which were red and matched her gown and purse. Anyone who was at all familiar women’s shoes would know they had cost almost nine-hundred dollars, which was a lot more than the rest of the women in the place’s shoes and clothing had cost, combined!

		Jim came in and took a seat down the bar from her. She casually ordered a martini from the bartender and pretended not to notice her husband at all as she sipped it while glancing around the club.

		There certainly were a lot of single men in this place, either by themselves or in pairs, watching the naked girl dance. She was very aroused by the heavy sexual atmosphere which seemed to pervade the small club she could sense that most of these men wanted to get laid tonight, or they wouldn’t have been in a place like this to start with!

		She hadn’t been in the strip club five minutes when a tall, middle-aged cutie—who reminded her a lot of Jim—approached the bar and stood next to her. He looked her up and down critically, and then whispered, “I’m with that party of guys at the table over there; four of us altogether. How much would you charge to ‘entertain’ us for the rest of the night, for all four of us I mean?”

		Margaret’s heart nearly stopped! This man thought she was…a prostitute!

		Somehow, she managed to finish her drink and peer over at the indicated table without fainting from shock. The men seated there were much like this one decent looking, well-dressed, and just approaching middle age.

		They also looked to be a little “into their cups” tonight; just four businessmen out for an evening of naughty fun at a strip club. She let herself consider the stranger’s altogether improper and amoral proposition for a moment all four of them wanted to have sex with her!

		I suppose I could do that! She thought half-drunkenly, suddenly feeling every one of those glasses of wine and cocktails she’d been imbibing since late afternoon. There ARE four of them, but they’re not young men! Surely, they couldn’t get it up that many times between all of them, not like Brooks or Reuben!

		She had fucked and sucked both of those studly young men for hours on end, on several different occasions, Margaret reminded herself. And it had been great fun!

		“What are you offering me for my….services?” She asked the man standing next to her, partly to stall for time before making a decision, and partly because the very act of doing it sent a delicious little thrill crackling down her spine and into her pussy!

		“How about fifteen-hundred apiece; that’s six-thousand dollars,” the man answered confidently.

		He looked Margaret up and down appraisingly once again and said, “I know you’re a classy broad. My wife buys that brand of shoes, so I know they aren’t cheap. How about I kick in another five hundred each; two-thousand apiece, for a total of eight grand for the entire night?”

		Margaret took a deep breath—her heart pounding with the heady sensation of doing something so totally outrageous—and said, “Well, I guess that would be okay. But I’d have to talk it over with my business manager first. And he’d have to be there, in the room, watching, so things don’t get out of hand; okay?”

		“Business manager…oh, you mean your pimp?” The man said with a knowing smile.

		“Some might call him that,” Margaret said, grinning from ear to ear as she glanced over at Jim, who was eagerly watching the exchange…

		

		****

		

		“I’ve just had the most interesting…proposition made to me, darling, by the gentleman I was speaking with at the bar,” Margaret whispered moments later to Jim, after sliding off her stool and approaching his.

		Jim had looked startled when the man she’d been talking to went back to his table with the other three men and sat down, while Margaret slid off her stool and came over to his. Now he leaned back and looked at his new wife and whispered, “Proposition…what sort of a proposition?”

		Margaret looked over at the table where the four men sat watching her and Jim, and murmured, “They want me to come back to their hotel room and…‘entertain’ all of them! They’ve offered me eight-thousand dollars to spend the whole night, darling!”

		Jim started to sputter something in reply, but she dipped her head in closer to him and whispered, “I told them alright…as long as my business manager was there, watching, to assure things didn’t get out of control!”

		Her husband started as he realized that by “business manager”, she meant him! Jim gasped, “Are you sure you want to do this? After all, there are four of them!”

		Margaret smiled and said, “I think it might be fun—quite wicked, of course, but fun nevertheless—don’t you?”

		Jim still looked very uncertain about all this, so she added, “We’d never be able to do anything like this back in Los Angeles. It would only work someplace like here, where no one will ever find out? Don’t you see?”

		A nervous little smile spread over Jim’s face as he realized his new wife was right; this might represent a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity!

		“Okay, if you’re sure you really want to do this?”

		With an impish little smile, Margaret nodded that she did…

		

		****

		

		Luckily, the four men—her “clients” for the evening—were staying at a different hotel than the one the Steels were registered at. They picked Tom’s suite, the man who had propositioned Margaret, to hold their little party in, because it happened to be the biggest of their four hotel rooms.

		All six of them rode up in the elevator together. It was nearing eleven-thirty at night when they closed the door to the big suite, locked it, and started handing Jim cash.

		Hundred dollar bills were the order of the day, and he had a big wad of them in his hand by the time they’d stopped counting. Everyone had another drink while the money was being organized, and then Bob, one of the other men present, found a music channel on the cable television and nodded to Margaret, saying, “This isn’t ideal strip music, I know, but it’s the best we can do.”

		She had never in her life imagined herself as being a stripper, a woman who removed her clothes for money, but Margaret gamely set her empty cocktail glass down on the coffee table and began swaying to the music in front of the eagerly on-looking men. She had never pictured herself as a…professional girl either, but here she was, taking off her clothes for four strangers in a hotel suite in the Caribbean…so that they could all…fuck her, while her new husband watched!

		It was all so exciting…so totally out of character for her that she feared she’d faint dead away from excitement any second now! First she unzipped the gown and let it glide down her body to her feet, where she danced out of it.

		Then she kicked out of both her high heels, and unsnapped her bra for the goggle-eyed men. She shook her bare titties at them and thought poor Jim would absolutely pass out then and there from the erotic overload of seeing his new wife acting so brazenly in front of her…clients!

		While they were busy ogling her bouncing breasts, she shimmied out of her pantyhose and stood before them dressed only in her panties. Taking a deep breath, she executed a full, three-hundred-and-sixty degree turn for them before slowly sliding the skimpy garment down her long legs and stepping clear of it!

		“Man, what a looker!” One of the men sighed as he stared at her totally nude body.

		“You can say that again!” Another one gasped, undoing the buttons at the front of the expensive luau shirt he wore.

		“This will be the best two-grand I’ve spent in a while,” the third one murmured, doffing his shirt and starting on his trousers.

		“The proof is in the pudding, or in this case, the fucking!” Tom advised his friends, pulling off his own loose-fitting guayabera shirt. “She’s exceptionally nice looking, but how well does she fuck? That’s what I want to know!”

		Margaret gasped as a thunderbolt of pre-come excitement raced through her when she heard him say that! She smiled at Tom and said, “Well, that’s what we’re about to find out, now aren’t we? Come here, boys, and let me suck those nice dicks of yours until they’re all good and hard!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Seven

		

		Four

		

		“Oh, man, what a hot bitch!” A man sighed as Margaret’s lips went up and down on his rapidly-stiffening prick while she jacked off two of his pals. “She sucks cock like a real pro!”

		Margaret shivered when she heard that; a shudder of illicit thrills shooting down her spine and right into her clit! She was completely naked, on her knees, in the middle of the big suite, sucking the four stiff cocks surrounding her like a real whore!

		The small half-circle of hardened pricks and hairy ball sacs caressed her cheeks as she sucked, all awaiting their turn. She had seen girls do this in porn videos but she had never imagined herself gobbling up first one strange dick, then another, getting them ready to…to fuck her!

		She shot a glance over toward Jim in the corner of the room, watching intently as she serviced the men. His own cock was nearly tearing a hole in his trousers and she knew she was in for the fucking of her life from her over-sexed husband once they returned to their suite, later tonight or in the morning!

		I hope I can take it…after spending the night fucking all these guys! She told herself giddily as Tom, the ring-leader of this little group, reached down and began squeezing her nipples while she sucked his cock!

		Oh, that feels just right, she told herself as she let Tom’s nice prick slide from her lips and turned her head to work on the even bigger dick throbbing atop her naked left shoulder.

		Tom didn’t stop his tweaking and twisting of her sensitive nubbies as she sucked the new cock into her lips and laved it with her tongue. Its owner sighed and forced all of his eight fat inches deep in her throat as he began to skull-fuck her while Tom tugged at her nipples.

		“Over here, blondie; suck mine next!” The fattest man in the group demanded, punching his hard prick into her hollowed-out cheek as she sucked and sucked.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all Margaret said as she changed dicks again and sucked the impatient, heavy-set man’s cock into her lips…

		

		****

		

		“Condoms…I hope you boys have plenty of condoms?” She asked them when they all adjourned into the bedroom together a few minutes later, with her leading two of the men by their stiff dicks.

		“I don’t want to wear a rubber with a chick this hot!” One of the men groused.

		“I don’t either,” another responded, “I want to cream that little pussy, barebacked!”

		“That will cost you each another five-hundred bucks,” Jim spoke up, his voice so tight with arousal that Margaret barely recognized it.

		“Done,” said Tom, easing Margaret down onto the bed on her back. “I’m going to eat this hot pussy before you boys spunk it! Why don’t two of you let her suck your cocks while I do that?”

		Margaret whimpered with arousal as she settled back onto the bed, legs spread wide, so that Tom could gobble up her already heavily-juicing pussy! She played with her own nipples shamelessly in front of the other men as his tongue began to lap at her overflowing pink slit!

		A man hurriedly knelt on each side of her head, and she eagerly sucked one dick and then the other, turning her head frantically from side to side, alternating between them, as Tom took her right up to orgasmic heaven on his talented tongue. She glanced at her husband as she turned her head to suck a cock and saw that Jim was now in an almost catatonic state of ecstasy, watching his new wife behave like an utter slut for these four strangers!

		She moaned as the climax hit her, hot and sweet, and sucked for all she was worth! Tom wasted no time after she’d stopped shivering through her orgasm he lanced in hard cock into her sopping pussy and began to fuck her as his pals continued feeding their dicks into her sucking mouth!

		Margaret was in Come-Heaven! First Tom made her orgasm again as he went off inside her clenching twat, and then the man on the right—who she’d been sucking, scrambled over to take Tom’s place inside her flooded pussy, hardly missing a stroke as his friend withdrew!

		The other man, the one who’d been watching the action from the foot of the bed, hard dick in hand, knelt next to her on the bed and she sucked his fat dick as her newest lover plowed in and out of her!

		So much cock! So much hard, hot COCK for me! She told herself giddily a few minutes later, as the man in her pussy cut loose, spraying her insides with a huge load of fresh come while she climaxed anew, right along with him!

		The man on her left yanked his prick out of her lips, hurriedly knee-walked down the bed, and took the place of the man who’d just creamed her. His prick felt just right in her spunky pussy and she sucked even harder at the new arrival, wanting to drink his come as the third guy went off inside her, sensing already that she was going to orgasm yet again when that happened…

		

		****

		

		For four men in their early forties, her paying customers proved to have a lot of stamina! It was now three in the morning and Tom was up her ass while one of his friends was fucking her pussy!

		Margaret had slipped a tube of sex gel into her bag before leaving the hotel room for the bar tonight—just in case she got lucky—and she was very glad she had done so now. Tom had a thick but not too long prick, and it was well lubed with the slippery gel as he rode her ass while his friend claimed her jizz-oozing pussy. Margaret moaned at how nasty that felt and just then, still another guy stepped up on the mattress and waggled his hard prick in front of her face!

		Without even thinking about it, she opened her mouth for him and began to suck him off while the other two men kept on fucking her. She was now doing three men at once—the way only a true slut would—and she absolutely loved it!

		Jim was clearly beside himself with bliss from watching her obscene antics. His dick was throbbing beneath his trousers, a big wet spot forming around his cock head as he stared disbelievingly at the spectacle of his once demur little Margaret taking care of three men at once!

		Her horny husband didn’t seem bothered by that at all! Instead, he just grinned at his naughty wife and gave her a big thumbs up!

		And she, in turn, grew even more turned on when she realized that Jim was also surreptitiously videoing her night in bed with her four paying customers on his cell phone! The men were so carried away with her fucking and sucking that they hadn’t noticed so far…

		

		****

		

		“Got to fuck that hot little ass again right now! Tom sighed, his cock hard once more as he stared down at Margaret’s come-leaking rear opening.

		She smiled wearily up at him and whispered, “Fuck away, hot stuff; I’m all yours, to do with as you please, until morning, remember?”

		Grinning, Tom got on the bed and mounted up, his nuts caressing her flooded-with-jism pussy lips as he claimed her butt once again. She just sighed contentedly and began to work her ass back against his ravaging hardness.

		It felt so good! It ALL felt so good by now…to be fucked over and over again, in every hole she had, by four horny guys she didn’t even know, while her beloved Jim was filming it all…

		“Man, you’re one hot woman!” Tom huffed as he banged her bottom lustily. “Not many gals could take on four guys, all night long, the way you have!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I just love it!” She murmured truthfully, looking back over her shoulder at him. “That’s my secret I love doing all of it!”

		Margaret knew she had dried jism on her lips, and come on her chin from where the last guy had creamed her a few minutes ago. But she didn’t care!

		She just smiled for Jim’s hidden-away camera and butt-fucked Tom like a good little whore!

		

		****

		

		“Can I?” Mel, the fat man, asked tentatively, gazing down at Margaret’s come-spotted breasts and oozing pussy lips. “I mean, I know our original deal was for all night, and the sun is up outside now.”

		Margaret held out her arms to him and hunched her overflowing-with-jizz pussy off the mattress at him, saying; “Always time for one more fuck, Mel-sweetie; especially from a nice dick like yours!

		Truthfully, Mel had the smallest cock of all four of them. It was not too long and not too wide either.

		But Margaret had to admit, it still felt good gliding up and down her come-filled inner sheath in the early morning sunlight…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Eight

		

		Assessing

		

		“Oh, please; let me clean up a bit first, darling!” Margaret pleaded with her new husband as Jim began eagerly stripping off her dress once they were back inside their own hotel suite that morning.

		“Are you kidding?” He asked her, beaming. “I doubt you’ll ever be this full of jizz again! I’m going to get to have sloppy twenty-thirds or something like that!”

		She giggled at her husband’s enthusiasm for her dripping-with-other-men’s-spunk pussy as he threw her down in the middle of the bed and climbed on. His dick was positively rock-hard as he fucked her, and each lunge dislodged a torrent of the other guy’s come from her ravaged lower lips!

		“You loon,” she whispered up at him affectionately, wrapping her slender arms around his neck and rubbing her slightly-sore nipples against his scratchy chest hair.

		They kissed and Jim’s tongue explored her mouth, finding traces of more than one man’s come inside it for him to taste. She sighed at how sexy that bit of depravity on her husband’s part made her feel and began to fuck her kinky man even more enthusiastically…

		

		****

		

		“Okay…that was wild,” she sighed later in the afternoon, when both of them had awoken from their long, restorative nap once the reclamation-sex was over. “I think that was the epitome of wild!”

		“Yeah, it sure was,” Jim grinned at her from across the pillow. “I doubt we’ll ever top that, Mrs. Steel, you hot bitch!”

		She giggled and then drew him in for a lingering kiss. When their lips finally parted, she said, “God, but I love you, Jim Steel! You’re such a perv!”

		“Who else but a true pervert would put up with a kinky girl like you, Margaret Steel?”

		They shared a laugh over that and then kissed again, long and hard, with lots and lots of tongue. In no time, they were making love again.

		It feels so good to be sweet and clean for my beloved Jim, Margaret thought, rubbing her well-scrubbed tits against his chest.

		They’d shared a long, hot shower this morning, after the reclamation fucking was over, before falling asleep in each other’s arms. They’d slept the sleep of the dead-tired since then.

		But it also felt good this MORNING, when I was oozing jizz from both holes, and Jim took me in both holes, while he sucked my semen-tasting tongue! I love both feelings—being a down-and-dirty slut for him and being his sweet little wife! God help me…I love it ALL when it comes to sex!

		

		****

		

		“This is so fucking haaawwwttt!” Margaret hissed excitedly as they lay in bed watching the cell phone footage Jim had managed to take last night, when no one was looking.

		“I…I’m like some porno slut!” She marveled, watching herself suck cock shamelessly and get fucked everywhere…numerous times…by guys she barely knew!

		“No, you’re way better than that,” Jim sighed as he avidly watched the woman he was married to on the small screen.

		He turned to her and said with an adoring smile, “Unlike some porno girl, you’re all mine! And I love you more than anything!”

		Margaret felt her face coloring with embarrassment and delight as she asked, nodding in the direction of the cell phone’s small screen, “Even THIS side of me?”

		“I especially love this side of you!” Jim assured her, putting down the phone and turning her onto her back so that he could mount up on her.

		“You’re just saying that because you want to fuck me,” she murmured as he slid into her.

		“I always want to fuck you,” Jim said with a smile as he started to do just that…

		

		****

		

		“Jim-darling, promise you won’t think me a horrible slut for what I’m about to tell you,” Margaret said the next day, out by the pool.

		They were lying on plush chaise lounges, well away from the other hotel guests. It was just past noon, local time, and it was getting too hot for most people to be out in the bright Caribbean sun.

		Jim merely glanced over at his new wife expectantly. She smiled at him and said in a very tentative voice, “I’ve been thinking about our little adventure the other night. And I think I love it!”

		“I’d already guessed that from the number of times we’ve watched that video footage together, darling,” Jim answered wryly, seemingly unperturbed as he took a sip of his Mai Tai.

		“No, I mean I think I want to do it again…in the future!” She whispered excitedly, keeping her voice down so that no one else would hear.

		“What…you mean here?”

		“No, not necessarily here, on this trip,” she quickly assured him. “We only have tonight. We’re flying back tomorrow morning.”

		Jim looked somewhat relieved by her words. But she rushed ahead to tell him, “Look, we’ve got money. We can travel whenever we want to, within reason. Why couldn’t we go somewhere far from LA and…play around again?”

		“You mean do the hooker thing again?”

		Margaret felt herself blushing as she answered boldly, “Yes. I simply loved that! Didn’t you?”

		Jim grinned and slowly nodded his agreement, saying “I sure did. It was one of the most exciting nights of my life!”

		“Well, as we’ve discussed before what’s to stop us from doing it again?”

		“Not a damn thing that I think of, kitten!”

		

		****

		

		When they got back to LA, they didn’t settle in to a nice, normal life, the way most newly-married couples would have. Instead, they tantalized each other almost constantly with bold new schemes for Margaret to meet new men and sleep with them!

		They decided they wanted to try the bar pick up scene again, only here in LA this time. And they wanted to do the hooker thing at least one more time; maybe in Europe.

		“I also want to try to find a couple to swap with,” Margaret announced excitedly one night when Jim got home from work. “I didn’t have any client meetings today, so I spent the whole afternoon at home, on the net; doing some research!”

		“And what did you find, my love; that has you so excited?” Jim asked her, sipping his cocktail.

		“Well, this swinger thing sounds fun to me, for us to at least try,” Margaret answered.

		Her pretty face clouded over with doubt as she continued, “I don’t know if I’d find it a turn on to see you fucking another woman, the way you do watching me fuck other men. But I’m willing to try it and see.”

		“We could do that…sure,” Jim said, after thinking about it for a moment. “I must admit, I’ve always been curious about the swinger scene.”

		“But I take it Cathy wasn’t?”

		They had become comfortable enough with each other by now for her to bring up Jim’s late, lamented first wife’s name without him getting offended. He smiled and said, “Cathy was a hot woman in her own right. But she wasn’t the adventurous sort at all. She’d have cut my balls off or divorced me if I’d ever mentioned something like swinging to her, God rest her soul.”

		“Is that what I am.., ‘adventurous’?” Margaret teased her new husband, sitting down on the couch next to him and snuggling up with him.

		“No, you’re a little slut, plain and simple,” Jim said, teasing her right back.

		Margaret made a mock-pouty face until Jim leaned over and kissed her cheek, whispering, “But you’re my little slut and I love you dearly.”

		They shared a chuckle over that and then Jim said, “Now, back to this swinger thing…”

		

		****

		

		Swingers, Margaret learned from her web research over the next week or so, were a lot like hotwives and their cuckolds; except that they weren’t! Whereas hotwives fucked other people, just as swinger wives did, their husbands usually got to watch as the swinger wives did so.

		Another main difference—and it was a significant one to a woman like Margaret, who was still having trouble imagining herself enjoying seeing Jim being intimate with another girl—was that the husbands in a swinger relationship were free to sleep around also. That was a huge difference!

		In the typical hotwife scenario, it was all about the wife, once it started. The wife chose whom she would seduce, when it would happen, and how much she would tell her hubby about it when she returned home.

		Swingers, she learned, usually swung together or not at all. Some swinger gatherings were large, elaborate affairs with party themes and “orgy rooms”, where anything goes.

		Others might be as small as two couples having dinner or even just drinks together, and then trading off for sex. And the sex could be shared or not, depending on the individual preferences of the participants.

		Some swingers preferred to practice an “open door” policy at a party. Still others engaged in “closed” swinging, shutting the bedroom door to prying eyes while they got it on with someone other than their wife or husband.

		“I think I’d prefer the open door way of doing things,” Margaret said as she and Jim discussed all she’d found out on the net. “I don’t mind putting on a sex show at all—as a matter of fact…I seem to revel in it!”

		“You do at that, you little tramp,” Jim admonished her, a smile on his face. “And I love to watch you with other guys. You know that.”

		“So, no closed swinging for us,” Margaret said.

		“No, open door all the way, as far as I’m concerned,” Jim agreed.

		“Do we want to start small, with just one other couple and work our way up,” Margaret asked him, “or do we want to go to a big party right off and see how we like that?”

		“Either way is fine with me,” Jim assured her, “whatever you feel most comfortable with, dear.”

		“I think I’d like to start out small,” Margaret said, after musing on it for a moment. “Not with a guy who has a small dick, mind you!”

		Jim just chuckled and said, “That goes without saying, darling!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Nine

		

		Dinah And Brendan

		

		“I’ve got the most exciting news! You’re never going to guess what happened today!” Margaret greeted Jim a few nights later when he returned home in the evening.

		“Well, since you say I’d never be able to guess, I’m not even going to try,” Jim smiled at her and made his way over to the bar to mix himself a drink before dinner.

		“Oh, you can be the most exasperating man sometimes!” Margaret pretended to pout for a moment before saying, “I was at Dinah Springer’s place today for a final inspection tour.”

		Jim cocked an eyebrow before he said, “Brooks Winfield didn’t show up there, did he?”

		Margaret made a face and said, “No, nothing like that; don’t worry. Dinah had cooled toward Brooks as much as I have. She’s not seeing him anymore.”

		She gave her husband and smug little smile and continued with “We had a few cocktails, to celebrate her great new place, and we got to talking.”

		Jim raised an eyebrow. She giggled and said, “Don’t worry, darling; I didn’t tell her everything the two of us have gotten up to in the last year!

		Margaret went over and mixed a cocktail for herself as she added, “But I did tell her enough to get her to loosen up with me. I confided in her that I’d fucked Brooks a few times, and that led to the two of us swapping big black cock stories, plus a few arrogant young asshole stories!”

		Jim just chortled at that, so she went on to say, “She shared with me that her new boyfriend of the moment is yet another hot young movie actor.”

		Pausing dramatically, she added, “And he’s a swinger! He belongs to a club in Hollywood/Beverly Hills, and it has the most interesting people in it!”

		“Like who, for example?” Jim asked excitedly, eyes glittering with lust and prurient curiosity.

		“Like Colt Webster, the hall of fame quarterback who owns all those car dealerships around town; his super-model wife, Skylar Channing, and Nadia Neal, the super-star singer, and her husband, DeShawn Hastings, another famous retired football player. Not to mention Judd Walsh, the world’s biggest box office draw, and his glamorous wife!” Margaret announced breathlessly.

		“Jesus,” Jim said simply, as if he couldn’t quite believe all those rich and famous people were swingers.

		“And Dinah wants to meet you,” she continued triumphantly with a sly smile. “She invited the two of us to dinner this Friday night at her new place, to show it off and to introduce you to Brendan Bonner, her swinger boyfriend!”

		Jim’s eyes lit up like a pinball machine. He said, “You mean…”

		“If they like us, they want to swing with us!” Margaret blurted breathlessly, barely managing to control her excitement.

		“And if that goes well…” Jim’s voice trailed off again.

		“They’ll recommend us for membership in their swinger club!” Margaret’s voice was a shriek of pure bliss this time!

		

		****

		

		Jim wangled an appointment with his doctor the very next day and got a prescription for Viagra. He told the medico that his new wife was taxing his resources, now that he was past forty.

		But really, he was taking no chances about this coming Friday night. It was too important to both him and to Margaret that they make a good impression on Dinah and her new beau.

		“You’ve never needed this stuff before,” Margaret said doubtfully as Jim took a tablet a half hour before bedtime on Tuesday night, just to see how the sex enhancer worked on him.

		“Well, I just want to be sure I’m up to snuff for this weekend,” Jim told her as he took the little blue pill.

		Margaret laughed and said, “Dinah is only twenty-five. She’s tall and gorgeous, and she’s an internationally famous movie star, for God’s sake! You’re not going to have any problem getting hard around her!”

		“Haven’t you ever heard of male impotence due to pressure?” Jim quizzed his wife playfully. “A movie star; young and super-attractive…with both you and another movie star looking on while I’m with her…Jesus, woman, give an older guy a break!”

		“I’ll give you something better than that!” Margaret assured him, taking him by the hand and leading him into the bedroom, where she slipped off her dressing gown and stripped out of the bra and panties she wore underneath it.

		Jim sighed as she turned and quickly eased him out of his own clothes. Margaret sat on the edge of the bed and reached for his already half-hard cock.

		“Holy shit, look at that fucker stiffen up!” Jim gasped in delighted amazement as his dick sprang to life in her fist even more rapidly than usual.

		“Oh, Jim-darling,” Margaret sighed, staring at the super-hard cock in her palm, “I think I could get to really like this Viagra after all!”

		

		****

		

		“Poor Dinah doesn’t know what she’s getting into,” Margaret murmured as they set out for Beverly Hills that Friday evening. “Ever since you got those little blue pills, you’ve been insatiable, you beast!”

		Jim just chuckled and kept on driving. She continued with “I’m really nervous about tonight!”

		He looked over at her in shock and asked why. After all, she’d done four guys in one night; he reminded her, all at once!

		“One young guy shouldn’t faze a woman like you, Maggie,” he kidded her, “even a movie star.”

		“I’m not worried about that part of this evening, you big goof!” She chided him. “I’m thinking about seeing you and Dinah together!”

		“I’ve got my Viagra,” Jim assured her, patting his sport coat pocket confidently, the prescription bottle giving a soft rattle. “I won’t let you down.”

		She sighed exasperatedly and said, “It’s not that! I…I’ve never watched you with someone else before!”

		Jim smiled and asked, “Why does that worry you?”

		“She’s so much younger than me,” Margaret admitted worriedly. “And she’s so beautiful! What if you like being with her better than you like being with me?”

		Her husband laughed and said, “That will never happen! You’re the hottest woman alive, Maggie. And I know it!”

		

		****

		

		“I really like Jim,” Dinah told her as the two of them went to the powder room together later that evening, leaving Jim and Brendan to discuss sports and finish their pre-dinner cocktails in the front room. “He’s extremely handsome, and he seems to be such a great guy!”

		She waggled her eyebrows and then whispered to Margaret, “I’m really going to enjoy fucking him!”

		Margaret didn’t know quite how to react to that! On the one hand, she was very relieved to learn that Dinah liked her husband.

		But at the same time, the nagging feeling that she didn’t want to share Jim with another woman still remained! So she asked the younger girl, “Won’t you feel odd, going to bed with someone so much older than you?”

		Dinah laughed and said, “God, no! Almost everyone in the swinger club is way older than me…except for maybe Kathy Draper, Damon Draper’s wife. She’s about my age.”

		She thought about it a moment and said, “Judd, Colt, DeShawn, and Damon…all of those guys are way older than me. But I’ve fucked them all, many times, and enjoyed it every time!”

		Margaret was about to say something in return, when Dinah added, “I’ve even fucked Abe Craft a dozen times, I bet, and he’s got to be over sixty-five!”

		She giggled and added, “Abe’s a trip! He’s so old you wouldn’t think he could get it up any more. But he can, and he does, and it’s great…fucking him!”

		“I can’t imagine being with anyone that old!” Margaret gasped in amazement, as she pictured the youthful Dinah with a man that ancient!

		“Abe’s a pussycat,” Dinah assured her. “You’ll see when you meet him.”

		“Am I going to be meeting him?” Margaret pressed the younger woman.

		“Easiest thing in the world,” Dinah assured her, the smile on her face turning slightly predatory as she gathered Margaret into her arms and crushed their breasts together, saying “All you’ve got to do is please me and Brendan in bed tonight, sweetie. And I’m sure you know how to do that!”

		And then Dinah’s lips were on hers and the young movie star’s tongue was in her mouth!

		

		****

		

		Margaret was a jumble of nerves when she arrived back in the living room a few minutes later. She cut her eyes toward Jim who sensed her anxiety immediately, made his excuses to Brendan, and came over to talk to her.

		“She kissed me!” Margaret whispered to her husband without preamble. “Dinah is apparently bisexual! And she expects to swing with me tonight, as well as you!”

		Jim’s eyebrows lifted in obvious surprise for a second, but other than that, he remained calm. He leaned in closer to his wife and whispered, “Well, that’s interesting; just what do you plan to do about it?”

		“I don’t know what to do!” Margaret told him. “I haven’t even had a lesbian thought in my whole life; let alone a lesbian experience!”

		“Does the idea of two women being together…in that way…repel you?”

		Margaret thought about that for long seconds and finally admitted, “No, it doesn’t. I just never imagined myself in that role.”

		“When she kissed you,” Jim pressed his clearly-flustered wife, “did it turn you on?”

		She shuddered as she confessed in a nervous-sounding whisper, “It kind of did! That’s part of what worries me so much!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirty

		

		Trying New Things

		

		Margaret was as nervous as could be after dinner, when Dinah suggested that they all go upstairs together so she could show Jim the rest of the house. The new Mrs. Steel knew the house tour would end up in the master bedroom and that the four of them might not be leaving it until tomorrow morning!

		Sure enough, as they climbed up the sweeping staircase, Dinah’s new boyfriend’s arm was around Margaret’s shoulders and, glancing backward, she noted that Dinah was being similarly escorted by Jim. When they reached the landing at the top of the stairs, Dinah took the lead, showing Jim first the other newly-redecorated bedrooms and bathrooms, and then winding up her little tour in her room, the master bedroom.

		“I really love what Margaret has done with this room,” Dinah told Jim. “It used to be so depressing, with all of that old-style wallpaper and that old furniture.”

		“I recognize the new furniture,” Jim said with a smile. “Thanks for the business.”

		“Margaret got me a great deal on it, I know,” she assured him. “Thank you for that.”

		Jim went over to a closed door and as he opened it, he said, “This must me the master bath. Excuse me for a moment, will you? I have to take an after-dinner pill.”

		He closed the door and Margaret heard the sink running and knew he was taking a Viagra! The evening was about to start in earnest, now that they were all gathered here in the master bedroom!

		“I think we all know what comes next,” Dinah told Jim as he rejoined the group. “We should all get more comfortable, don’t you think?”

		Before he could answer, she had stepped into his arms and slipped off his sport coat, and then embraced him. As they shared a hot tongue-kiss, Margaret felt her heart skip a beat!

		My Jim looks so turned on, just kissing her! She thought dejectedly, suddenly quite miserable!

		But then she felt handsome young Brendan’s arms slipping around her chest as he moved up close, in back of her; and the movie star’s lips were nuzzling her right ear as his hands caressed her big breasts through her bodice and bra. Margaret closed her eyes for a few moments, and just nestled back into him.

		When she opened them again, Jim was easing Dinah’s dress off her shoulders, revealing that the younger woman wasn’t wearing a bra tonight, and that her breasts were just as round and luscious as they’d appeared to be behind the dress’s deep cleavage. Margaret’s husband slipped his hands under the other woman’s skimpy panties and sent them sliding down her long, exquisite legs.

		“We mustn’t let them get too far ahead of us,” Brendan whispered into her ear, moving his hands off her breasts and around to the back of the dress she wore, opening the clasp and running the zipper clear down to its lowest point.

		Margaret stepped out of the dress and felt him opening her bra. She shrugged out of that too, and Brendan began to stroke her nearly bare ass cheeks.

		Before long, Margaret’s pantyhose and panties lay at her feet, and she stepped out of them, along with her shoes, leaving her as naked as Dinah. The younger woman was making her way over to the bed at that moment, leading Jim by his hand.

		Margaret watched Dinah make short work of the rest of her husband’s clothes, stripping Jim down to his boxers in less than a minute. She slid the baggy shorts down his leg and drew in her breath as she sat on the edge of the bed in front of him.

		“Ooh, Jim, you have such a nice cock!” Dinah sighed, staring at the half-hard cylinder of male meat.

		Oh, God, she’s sucking it! Margaret thought to herself as Dinah leaned forward and slipped the head of Jim’s hardening dick into her lips.

		“She’s great at that,” Brendan murmured, looking on in amusement. “Dinah gives excellent head.”

		“Well, so do I!” Margaret assured him, spinning around in his arms so that she could strip him as naked as Jim.

		The young movie star’s clothes hit the carpet quickly, and Margaret dropped to her knees in front of him as she slid his shorts down as well. Brendan Bonner’s cock wasn’t nearly as thick as Jim’s, but it was a full eight inches long and very nice-looking in her fist.

		Margaret managed to deep-throat it easily on her first try, staring over at Jim and Dinah out of the corner of her eye as she did so. Dinah was still seated on the edge of the mattress, giving Jim a great blowjob, and Margaret’s husband appeared to be eating it up!

		He moaned as she sucked him and looked over at his wife and Brendan approvingly. His eyes met Margaret’s and she felt the knot in her stomach begin to unravel.

		Jim’s mischievous eyes had sent a clear message to her reassuring her that he still loved only her! Her darling husband managed to convey in that single glance that this night was all for fun; that it didn’t really mean anything!

		A much-relieved Margaret watched Dinah suck Jim’s cock and thought She’s pretty good, but I’m even BETTER…

		

		****

		

		“Man, she’s got a great little pussy!” Brendan sighed as he slid into Margaret all the way up to his balls.

		He was looking over at Dinah, who had just mounted up—cowgirl style—on Jim’s thick fireplug of a dick. Margaret was on her back, right next to her husband and Dinah, watching them fuck!

		It IS a little hard, seeing that, Margaret admitted to herself. But at the same time…it’s kind of hot, watching them together while I’m fucking Brendan!

		The younger man’s long cock felt nice in her more-than-ready pussy, and watching Dinah’s big tits bounce on her chest while she rode Jim’s fat tool was sexy as hell! She wondered idly if she’d enjoy sucking them, later in the evening?

		Because she knew that was coming, eventually. Dinah had made no bones about wanting the two of them to make love tonight.

		I wonder if I’ll like…sucking her pussy, licking her clit for her? Margaret asked herself as she fucked Brendan expertly. I wonder how Jim will react…to seeing me doing that…IF I decide to do it?

		She chided herself mentally for even having such a thought! ALL men enjoyed seeing two beautiful women together, making love, even if one of them happened to be his wife.

		Margaret smiled to herself as she acknowledged that her kinky husband might enjoy it even more, knowing that…

		

		****

		

		“Your Jim has a big set of balls,” Dinah whispered to her, as soon as the fireworks were over.

		But it turned out that Margaret only thought they were over! Dinah kept on knee-walking right up to her and pressed her naked tits up against Margaret’s as she whispered, “I’m full of your guy’s spunk; how about a little clean-up party; just the two of us, sweetie?”

		Before Margaret could answer, Dinah’s arms were around her and they were kissing again, Dinah’s tongue roaming all over inside Margaret’s mouth! The younger girl rubbed her nipples against Margaret’s and she heard her husband moan as he watched that!

		“Fuck, that’s got to be the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life,” Jim sighed.

		“You ain’t seen nothin’ yet, Jim, my friend,” Brendan said knowingly. “Just keep on watching!”

		And sure enough; soon after that, Dinah’s lips and tongue were all over Margaret’s very erect nipples! She nearly swooned at the sensation of having the gorgeous young movie star going after her aroused breasts in that way, while Jim and Brendan watched!

		A minute after that, she found herself gobbling up Dinah’s fat nipples in turn, as if she’d been doing it all her life. It was thrilling; and they were soooooo, sweet!

		“Jesus, your wife is great at this!” Brendan observed approvingly.

		“Who knew?” Jim answered, his eyes never leaving Margaret’s mouth on Dinah’s plump little nubs.

		“E-Eat me, baby; while I lick Brendan’s come right out of your cunt!” Dinah urged her, pushing Margaret over onto her back.

		Before she could even think about it, Dinah had turned around on the bed and thrown one sleek leg over her torso and was lowering her semen-dripping pussy down onto Margaret’s mouth! A dollop of Jim’s familiar-tasting come oozed down onto Margaret’s lips and she opened them to swallow it!

		Oh, she’s so slick and warm inside, Margaret told herself as her tongue began to tentatively explore Dinah’s hot little opening.

		She tasted Jim’s slightly salty come but there was a delightful sweetness there as well, and Margaret realized with a start that Dinah’s pussy was even more delicious than her nipples had been! Before she even realized what she was doing, she found herself lapping away, swallowing both male jizz and female pussy lube and enjoying them both immensely!

		“Oh, man, she’s a great little pussy-licker!” Dinah panted as she raised her face out of Margaret’s juicy twat for a second and whispered to Jim excitedly.

		“Somehow…that doesn’t surprise me a bit,” Jim said in an almost smug voice. “My Maggie is great at all kinds of sex!”

		“Let’s butt-fuck them while they eat each other!” Brendan suggested. “Does Maggie do anal?”

		“Do ducks swim?” Jim answered with a wry smile, reaching for a tube of sex gel lying on the sheets.

		

		****

		

		So good, Margaret thought as Brendan began to really bang his long cock into her well-greased asshole while Dinah’s mouth went crazy on her clit, it feels so nice to get butt-fucked HARD while my pussy is being eaten so wonderfully! So damned good…these two are heaven to party with!

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirty-One

		

		Swingers

		

		“Are you excited about the party in two weeks?” Jim asked as he drove them home the next morning.

		“I am,” Margaret answered dreamily, as she gazed over at him fondly. “Are you?”

		“Well, I am a little nervous about it; all those famous people,” Jim said, his voice trailing off.

		Margaret laughed and said, “Both Brendan and Dinah are famous. And you sure partied with them all night!”

		“Me…what about you?” Jim answered her with a grin. “You fucked and sucked poor Brendan until he could barely walk! And you ate Dinah’s pussy so many times I was worried you were going to turn lezzy on me there for a while!”

		“Well, I wanted to make a good impression, after all,” Margaret said demurely, beaming back at her husband.

		“Oh, I don’t think you had to worry about that, kitten,” Jim said as he drove along. “Both Dinah and Brendan were falling all over themselves, making sure that we would be attending our first swinger big bash ever with them!”

		

		****

		

		The next two weeks seemed to fly by. Jim and Margaret were both busy with work schedules, and every night they wiled away their time in bed either by watching the video from their honeymoon, or by reliving some of Margaret’s previous hotwife experiences.

		The sex they shared was explosive. And they couldn’t seem to stop talking about the upcoming swinger party they were to attend with their new friends.

		“I was talking to Dinah on the phone today and she said Lance Talbot was planning on attending,” Margaret eagerly told him, naming a well established movie star with a world-wide following, who was almost as popular as Judd Walsh.

		“I wonder if we’ll get to meet him?” Jim asked pensively. Margaret knew Lance Talbot was one of her husband’s favorite film stars.

		“I probably will,” she whispered to Jim teasingly. “Dinah says he’s an inveterate pussyhound and he he’s always hot for the…new meat, as she so charmingly put it!”

		Jim laughed, saying, “Imagine that; my wife fucking Lance Talbot while I watch! I can hardly wait to see that!”

		“You big pervert!” Margaret giggled, reaching over to muss up his blonde hair playfully.

		“I wonder if old Lance has a big dick?” Jim chuckled, drawing his head back, out of her reach.

		“Dinah assures me it’s quite impressive…and that Lance really knows how to use it to please a girl!”

		“Well, we’ll just have to see if she’s right about that, I guess,” Jim mused, a happy smile on his face.

		“Oh, God, darling, I’m so excited!” Margaret confessed. “I can hardly wait for Saturday night to get here!”

		

		****

		

		It had been decided that they would leave from Dinah’s house in Beverly Hills. Jim and Margaret followed Dinah and Brendan the few blocks over to DeShawn Hastings’s mansion in their Mercedes, finding a spot to park out on the tree-lined street nearby.

		“This place is even bigger than the one Dinah bought,” Margaret whispered nervously to her husband as she eyed the impressive three-story mansion while they made their way up the driveway.

		Dinah and Brendan waited for them on the front porch. Brendan rang the bell as they joined them.

		“Hey, welcome to y’all,” a huge black man said with a huge, toothy grin as he opened the door.

		DeShawn Hastings had been one of the premier linebackers ever to play in the NFL. He was a recent first ballot hall of fame entrant and he didn’t appear to have gained a pound since he’d retired from football.

		He greeted Dinah and Brendan warmly, and then nodded to Margaret and Jim as they were introduced. His broad, handsome face broke into a leering smile as he gave Margaret a closer look.

		“I’ll definitely be claiming host’s privileges with you before the evening is over, Margaret,” the big man whispered in a sexy baritone. “You’re too hot not to fuck!”

		Margaret trembled beneath her gown when she thought of that! Dinah had shared with Margaret that DeShawn had the biggest black dick in the swingers’ club, and that its girth was just as impressive as its length!

		“I’ll be looking forward to that, Mr. Hastings,” she murmured, her eyes downcast. “Dinah has told me all about you!”

		“How about you, Jim?” He asked her husband, clapping him on the back. “Will it turn you on to see your hot little wife taking a huge black dick?”

		“S-Sure,” Jim croaked, clearly intimidated at meeting one of his all time sports idols and being on the receiving end of a question like that one!

		“Well, then; step inside and let’s get this party off the ground!” DeShawn said with a shark-like smile.

		There were a lot of people inside the house, both in the spacious living room and in the cavernous recreation room, standing at the main bar, drinking cocktails and chatting animatedly. Margaret’s breath froze in her throat as she recognized Judd Walsh and his stunning wife, Ally.

		They were standing next to DeShawn’s wife, Nadia Neal, the famous singer/songwriter, Lance Talbot and his gorgeous date for the evening, Suzy Curtis, the popular television star, and Colt Webster, the famous ex-NFL quarterback and multimillionaire land developer and owner of five car dealerships. Laughing along with them was Skylar Channing Webster, Colt’s wife, who was not only the pre-eminent sports-injury surgeon in Los Angeles; she was also a long-time supermodel/spokeswoman of some of the largest corporations in the world, and the woman long considered to be the most beautiful female on the planet!

		Skylar was a full five-ten without heels, but tonight she wore a pair of stiletto-heeled Jimmy Choos that brought her height up to well over six feet. She didn’t tower over everyone surrounding her because Colt, her husband, was six-five, DeShawn was six-six, and both Judd and Lance were over six feet as well.

		Margaret was still having trouble breathing normally! Like most women, she was in awe of Skylar, not only for her beauty and her career achievements, but because she and Colt were also prominent philanthropists who had raised hundreds of millions of dollars for the world’s downtrodden children!

		Skylar noticed them at that moment and came over, embracing Dinah and Brendan briefly, air-kissing them like a pair of old friends. Then she focused her stunning green eyes on Jim and Margaret, fixed them with one of her devastating smiles, and said simply, “Hi, I’m Skylar!”

		She gave DeShawn a withering little smile and added, “DeShawn, here, is the host of this little shindig, so he should be introducing you around. But he’s a hopeless lummox; I’m afraid, totally devoid of social graces.”

		Taking Margaret firmly by the arm, she turned and whispered, “He does have to most gorgeous foot-long black dick, however, as I’m sure you’ll see later. Now, what was your name, darling?”

		“M-Margaret….Margaret Steel, and this is my husband, Jim,” she managed to stammer as she was led up to Judd Walsh.”

		“Well, Margaret Steel, you’re a real beauty,” Skylar complimented her as she presented Judd. “This is another beauty, Judd Walsh, the washed up movie star.”

		“Washed up….me…washed up?” Judd sputtered defensively.

		Skylar winked at him and said, “You last movie didn’t gross as big as Lance’s, darling. I’m afraid you’re so over with!”

		Lance and Judd laughed and Judd said, “Fuck you, Sky! I’m bigger than ever, and you know it!”

		Everyone laughed and Skylar said, “I know you are, sweetie. I just like to see you squirm once in a while!”

		Margaret began to relax. All of these famous people seemed to be such good friends. And they all seemed as friendly as could be…

		

		****

		

		“All of us, Judd and Ally, Lance and Suzy, DeShawn and Nadia, Damon and Kathy Draper, and of course Colt and I, are going to go upstairs with Dinah and Brendan in a little while, to kind of kick things off, sex-wise,” Skylar shared with Margaret a few minutes later. “It’s sort of a tradition among our little group. We always do it at our place, when we host a big party, or at Judd’s beach house out in Malibu. Would you like to accompany us tonight?”

		Margaret stopped breathing again for a moment! Skylar had sort of taken her and Jim under her wing; seeing that they got a drink, shepherding them around the big party for the last twenty minutes or so, introducing them to everyone.

		She couldn’t believe how normal and down-to-earth Skylar was. Probably the most famous woman alive, with a face recognized in Beijing, Paris, and Rio—no doubt in Timbuktu as well!—Skylar Channing was as friendly and outgoing as a person as anyone she had ever met.

		And now she was inviting Margaret and Jim to a little mini-orgy upstairs in a few minutes, featuring some of her friends; world-famous athletes, recording stars, and movie stars it was a lot to take in! She found Jim schmoozing with another glamorous couple and motioned for to him to join her.

		He made his excuses and did so right away, saying, “This better be good! That was Damon Draper and his wife, Kathy, I was talking to!”

		“You’ll see them again soon enough, naked!” Margaret whispered excitedly. “Skylar Channing has invited us to go upstairs in a little while, to a sort of meet-and-greet, mini-orgy including the Drapers! Do you want to go?”

		Jim turned slightly ashen, but he said, “You bet I do!”

		After thinking about it for a moment, he grinned nervously and whispered, “I’m glad I brought along my Viagra it sounds as if I’m going to need it, at this party!”

		

		****

		

		She and Jim sidled up to the big bar in the recreation room and he ordered a white wine to down the pill with. She had the same, glancing nervously around the room, realizing how chuck-full it was of prominent local celebrities and people she had seen on movie screens.

		After a few minutes, while they were on their second glass of white wine, Skylar Channing Webster appeared, the crowd parting for her as if she were the Queen of the World.

		The devastatingly pretty brunette smiled at Margaret and said, “This must be your husband, Jim. I’m just dying to meet him; I’ve shopped in a few of his stores over the years, plus Dinah has told me so many good things about him!”

		Margaret thought for a moment that Jim was going to faint as the most gorgeous woman on earth put her hand familiarly on his arm and started speaking to him as if they were old friends. She smiled at that and just then, she felt a big hand on her shoulder as DeShawn Hastings whispered in her ear, “Are you ready to go upstairs, beautiful? I’m jonesing to claim those host privileges I mentioned earlier.”

		She shuddered when she thought of his reportedly huge black cock and turned to face him with a nervous smile on her face, saying; “I’m ready any time you are, Mr. Hastings.”

		“Please, call me DeShawn or Dee,” he said as he beamed down at her, a huge smile on his ebony face. “All my good friends call me Dee, and I get the feeling you and I are going to become…very good friends, if you know what I mean, Margaret.”

		She smiled and said, “Maggie…all my really…intimate friends call me Maggie…Dee!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, God, Dee; go slow,” she begged in a breathless voice, looking up at her husband, who was balls deep in Skylar Channing, “it’s the biggest one I’ve ever seen!”

		DeShawn Hastings, who was nude behind her, feeding his enormous black cock into her tight little pussy, murmured, “Relax, Maggie; it ain’t like I haven’t done this before!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I’ll just bet you have!” Margaret purred as he began to toy with her clit as he took her fully, while his other giant hand caressed her downward-hanging breasts.

		Beside her, Judd Walsh was fucking her friend Dinah, while at the head of the big bed, Dinah’s boyfriend, Brendan was banging Nadia Neal, DeShawn’s famous wife, while Damon Draper mounted up on the sumptuous ass of a striking blonde woman. Margaret vaguely recognized the blonde as Judd Walsh’s wife Allie, from the tabloid shots she’d seen of Judd and her out on the town.

		Lance Talbot burst into the room, accompanied by his date for the evening, Suzy Curtis, the TV star, and started stripping off his clothes, mumbling apologies about getting hung up in a political discussion with Abe Craft and some others down by the bar. Margaret smiled as Lance’s nude cock came into view he had a nice one; nowhere near the size of the big black one now fully berthed in her stretched-open pussy, but fat and long and as hard as it could be!

		“Hi, I’m Lance,” he told her as he scrambled onto the bed in front of her, his big dick waggling about in front of him.

		“This here is Maggie, and she’s one hot mama, Lance!” Dee told her, while gliding his dick in and out of Margaret’s juicing cunt. “She sucked me so fine, and now she’s giving me one of the tightest, hottest pussy rides I’ve had in a while!”

		The handsome young movie star beamed down at Margaret as he whispered suggestively, “Maybe you’d like to suck my dick, too, while Dee fucks you, babe?”

		Margaret glanced over at Jim, whose mouth was hanging open in awe, as she said, “Love to, Lance-darling; I’ve enjoyed your movies so much!”

		Lance’s prick slid into her sucking mouth all the way to his big nuts as Margaret began to lick it. She shuddered at how nasty…how delicious…how downright fabulous it felt to be a part of all this…celebrity debauchery!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yeah, Dee; do my pussy while Judd does my ass!” Margaret murmured deliriously, ready to come yet again on the two driving dicks.

		“Your wife is something else, Jim,” Colt Weber told Margaret’s husband approvingly as they stared at the spectacle of Margaret getting DP’d by the two famous men.

		All around the big bed, the beautiful people were petting and fondling one another, getting ready for round two of tonight’s fun and games. Margaret was out of her mind with excitement…Dee’s dick up her pussy and Judd Walsh’s in her ass felt divine…simply divine! And to be taking them in front of Jim and all these assembled celebrities…that felt finer than fine…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		A New Way of Life

		

		Margaret glanced down at the clock in the Jag, noting that it was only eleven-thirty. She was due to meet Nadia, Dinah, and Skylar at Spago at noon for lunch and then some shopping, but she thought she might have time if she hurried.

		She lucked out and found a parking spot right in front of the florist shop and whipped into it. Quickly picking out a very expensive bouquet of flowers, she wrote out a card that simply said, “Thanks a Million!”

		“Please see that these are delivered to this address right away,” Margaret told the clerk, presenting her American Express card.

		The address was that of Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Langston, in Whittier. Margaret was smiling a huge smile as she got back into her car and drove toward the fabled Beverly Hills restaurant to meet her new best girlfriends for lunch.

		She had so much to be thankful for, all due to Arthur and his new bride! If they hadn’t gotten together, Margaret might still be trapped in nearly sexless, dull marriage with Arthur, never suspecting that there was bright new world of excitement and fun and explosive sexual encounters out there, just waiting for her to discover!

		The party this month was out in Malibu, at dear Judd and Allie’s house. She and Jim could hardly wait…

		

		The End
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		The characters in the Beverly Hills Swingers Club have appeared in some of my previous books. If you want to learn more about them, I’d suggest titles like Hotwife Tales – Shannon; Swingers – Learning To Swing, and Swingers – Paid Partner.

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

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

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

		

		CKR
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