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		Prologue: Bristol

		

		This Can’t Be Happening!

		

		Everything has been going so beautifully tonight, right up until now, Bristol thought, her sense of despair deepening as Ronny’s big, throbbing fistful of cock began to soften in her hand.

		She resolved not to panic! Smiling up at him reassuringly, she licked all around the fat tip of the eight-inch tower of male meat she loved so much, which she now held in her fist, and sucked it back into her mouth.

		Ronny sighed in frustration as she began to bob her head once more as his cock slowly, inexorably, deflated in her grip, behaving as if it was some sort of erotic swimming pool toy which had sprung a tiny leak. She redoubled her efforts to suck it back to firmness, going up onto her elbows so that her husband could see her naked breasts in all their pink-nippled glory as they jiggled and shook while her head went up and down on his ever-softening dick.

		“It…it’s no use, babe,” he announced sadly after another minute or so of her frantic sucking, licking, and titty-teasing, his prick by now having grown downright floppy in her hand. “I don’t know what the fuck’s wrong with me, all of a sudden.”

		The wave of disappointment that had been slowly building up inside of Bristol for months suddenly broke over her. She released his limp dick, sat up between his legs, and whispered hotly, “It’s not all of a sudden! This has been happening for over a year now, and it’s just been getting worse!”

		She motioned in a frustrated manner toward the expensive new lingerie set strewn all over the bedroom; the lacey, see-through peignoir in the doorway, the transparent top half of the set at the foot of the bed, and the tiny wisp of bikini panties which completed the seductive outfit rested just behind her, atop the thrown-back covers.

		Bristol added, with rising annoyance, “I spent over a hundred bucks on that bit of lace and gauzy nonsense. I fussed with my hair and make up for well over an hour before you got home tonight; to make sure it was just so. I even got a bikini wax--which hurt like hell, I’ll have you know—a few days ago; and for what?”

		Ronny seemed to shrink before her eyes, the way his dick had moments ago, as she thundered on, “I’ve begged you until I’m blue in the face to see a doctor; get him to prescribe you some Viagra or one of those. Hell, I don’t know—see a psychiatrist if you have to!”

		“Damned if I’ll do any of that stuff!” He raged back defensively. “I’m only twenty-eight, not sixty-eight!”

		“Then why doesn’t this thing work anymore?” She demanded angrily, pointing toward his flaccid cock. “Is it me; am I not sexy enough to turn you on like I used to?”

		Bristol North sat nude on the bed with her husband. As she finished speaking, she’d thrown back her shoulders, the better to show off her perfect set of thirty-eight “D” tits, with their alluring expanse of firm white skin and those two tantalizingly pink nipples.

		Her tummy was flat too! No unsightly cellulite on her thighs; no “love-handles” marring her trim waistline; and not a hint of droop when you ogled those big chest puppies of hers, either!

		“No, no, it’s not that,” Ronny admitted, sounding as miserable as he looked at that moment, staring wistfully at his wife’s naked beauty.

		She looked her husband of five years over critically. He was a contractor by trade, meaning he performed lots of physical tasks on most days; lifting and carrying heavy sheetrock, bags of cement, sawing and hammering, and generally using that enviable body of his in ways that kept it tight and muscular without requiring visits to the gym.

		And he was a handsome devil, too! Ronny North had coal-black hair, tanned, unblemished skin, and eyes that were as blue as a cloudless summer sky.

		“Oh, Ronny, what the fuck is happening to us?” She asked plaintively, sighing out the words in frustration, leaning over and tenderly running her fingers through his wavy hair.

		“Damned if I know, babe,” he sighed back, still looking at her wistfully, “you’re one of the prettiest girls I’ve ever seen, bar none. Any man would count himself lucky to wake up and find himself in bed with you.”

		She looked down at his shriveled-up manhood and whispered, “Well, you’d never know it by…that!”

		He reached out for her and took her in his powerful arms, growling, “Come here; there’s more than one way to skin a cat, or to get a pussy off, for that matter!”

		Bristol let out a big breath as he kissed her, hot and passionate once more. Her nipples started to firm back up immediately, a development not lost on her husband.

		He rolled them between his thumbs and forefingers as the married couple made out, twisting the tiny pink nubs just right. Bristol moaned into his mouth and pushed her solid titties into his grasp eagerly, feeling her pussy beginning to get really wet again…

		

		****

		

		He’s eating me like a crazy man! Bristol told herself contentedly as she twisted and squirmed under her husband’s frenzied lips and delving tongue minutes later.

		It’s not as great as hot fuck—which is what I was really hoping for tonight—but it’s way better than nothing!

		She lovingly caressed Ronny’s hair as he noisily gobbled up her twat, licking and slurping down her hot outpouring as if he simply couldn’t get enough of it. Rolling her hips slightly, she worked her ready-to-explode clit against his insistent tongue and let out a long, satisfied sigh.

		Bristol tugged on her own nipples and mashed her pussy up against her husband’s wriggly tongue even harder as she felt the familiar spasms grip her taut tummy muscles and knew her orgasm was on its way.

		“Oh, eat it, baby,” she crooned as she started to climax. “Eat mama’s hot pussy and suck down her juice!”

		Wave after wave of hot, sharp tremors clutched at her pussy and she groaned and moved her hands downward from her own tits and into Ronny’s hair. She writhed beneath him in ecstasy and yanked at his clipped-short hair, moaning, “Oh, so good! Swallow all of my cunt oil, sweetie, and lick my clitty until I tell you to stop!”

		

		****

		

		This was fast becoming her least favorite part of their current sexual situation. Minutes later, she found herself back on her belly between his spread thighs, sucking at his semi-hard cock, tonguing it as if she couldn’t wait to taste his manly come.

		Ronny long prick was just firm enough so that she could bob her head up and down on it without it slipping free of her lips: it wasn’t nearly as hard as it would need to be to give her a decent fuck. But she knew from long experience that it was still firm enough to spurt out a large load of ball juice in a second or two, however.

		Haven’t I done enough of this in the last six months or so to qualify as an expert on the subject of semi-hard dicks being able to come in a girl’s mouth? She asked herself the question wryly as she saw her husband’s nice-sized balls start to seriously tightens up.

		Automatically, she teased them with her fingertips while she continued to suck his almost-stiff cock. Ronny sighed and murmured, “Oh, God, honey, I’m sorry, but here it comes!”

		It was ironic, Bristol thought as the first squirt of semen splashed against the roof of her mouth. Ronny could still manage to shoot a lot of come—clearly giving him enormous pleasure--even though his dick remained too limp to do her any good…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter One: Bristol

		

		Spying

		

		“How’d it go last night, between Ronny and you?” Mitzi asked expectantly the next morning as she fired up the professional-sized hair dryer surrounding her client of the day’s just shampooed and rinsed head.

		“Don’t ask,” Bristol replied, as she finished up with the lady she was working on and switched her own dryer on, “same old shit, different day.”

		“No kidding, even with that sexy new lingerie set you bought the other day?” Mitzi asked. “God, you looked hot in that, kid. I was even tempted and I’m not really into girls!”

		Bristol laughed and finished washing the chemicals off her hands in the sink. Mitzi was her closest friend at work and they shared nearly everything in their personal lives.

		At the first of last week, they had eaten lunch together outside of the beauty shop and had managed to get in some noon-time shopping during the same outing. Mitzi had thus been with her when she’d tried on the lingerie set before she’d purchased it and her friend had given Bristol her enthusiastic approval.

		“If that get up doesn’t get old Ronny’s dick hard, nothing will!” Mitzi had exclaimed when Bristol had pranced out of the changing room wearing the alluring outfit and had done a quick turn for her, showing off the sheerness of the sleepwear set.

		“Well, I guess even that sexy lingerie wasn’t enough to keep him…interested,” Bristol admitted now, with a big sigh.

		“War counsel at lunch today,” Mitzi whispered. “Something’s definitely not right here.”

		Bristol nodded and motioned for her ten o’clock appointment to come take her place in her beautician’s chair while the other lady finished drying…

		

		****

		

		“Listen, if a gal who looks the way you do in a see-though outfit like that one--with that gorgeous red hair of yours done up just right and your make up perfect—isn’t enough to get a man hard, he ain’t much of a man in the first place!” Mitzi offered authoritatively, taking a big bite of her sandwich.

		Bristol rolled her big brown eyes and said, “Ronny used to really nail me, at least a couple of times a week, when we first got married.”

		“Well, maybe he’s done met a boy he likes better than you,” Mitzi said derisively, after swallowing her food. “This is southern California and it’s just packed with cute guys who are into other guys!”

		Bristol giggled and shook her head negatively as she said, “Ronny’s not like that. He’s all man, believe me!”

		Mitzi looked at her friend and said somewhat warily, “All I know is if my George had been in that bedroom with you last night, seeing you all dressed in that sexy lingerie get up, he’d still be fucking you, girl!”

		Bristol laughed and suggested playfully, “Maybe I should borrow him from you for a few days!”

		Mitzi joined her in laughter, saying, “Oh, no, you don’t. George may not be much, but he’s all mine!”

		Bristol nodded. Mitzi’s husband George was big and bear-like, with a Duck Dynasty-style beard and huge pot gut. But Mitzi insisted that, despite his off-putting appearance, he was very attentive to her needs in the bedroom. At least he had that going for him!

		“Seriously,” Mitzi said just then, “if Ronny didn’t go queer on you but he can barely get it up around you anymore…somebody else must be draining his nuts for him on a regular basis!”

		Bristol’s ham sandwich suddenly seemed to lose all of its flavor. She absently returned it to her lunch bag and asked somewhat fearfully, “Do you really think that’s it? Do you think Ronny has a…girlfriend on the side?”

		Mitzi nodded sagely that she did and said, “If you’re sure he doesn’t have a boyfriend, that’s almost got to be it. What else could it be?”

		What else, indeed, Bristol asked herself despairingly, ignoring the rest of her lunch, not a bit hungry anymore.

		

		****

		

		This had better work, because it’s sure costing me a pretty penny! Bristol thought anxiously to herself the next morning, as she sat in her parked car down the block and just around the corner from her own house. Mitzi and the my other friends at the beauty parlor agreed to cover my ladies for me this morning, but I won’t be getting a dime out of the money my clients are paying the shop; not for sitting on my ass here at home!

		Still, this seemed to be working so far; at least sort of. She just had to have guessed right.

		Ronny had been acting a bit strangely this morning--hanging around the kitchen as if he’d been waiting for her to drive off to work--while on most days, he usually beat her out the door by a good twenty minutes or more. His job sites tended to be scattered all around southern California—and what with the traffic—he usually couldn’t wait to get on the road in the mornings.

		Remembering what she and Mitzi had talked about yesterday, Bristol had slipped into the other room and phoned her friend while Ronny had been busy in the bathroom, asking her to arrange for her and the other girls to handle her morning clients for her. Only then she had only pretended to drive off to work.

		Now, she sat watching their driveway and Ronny’s idle pick up truck. She was waiting for him to drive off and meet another woman, or for his mystery lover to show up at the house!

		

		****

		

		Ronny’s truck still sat unmoved in the driveway and it was now past nine in the morning. She knew he had that big wall-texturing job out in Woodland Hills scheduled to start today; so what was he doing sitting at home this long?

		Whatever’s happening has to be happening during the day, she reassured herself again as she sat watching the house. Ronny rarely came home much after dark, so he couldn’t very well be cheating on her in the evenings.

		As the digital clock in her car crept toward nine-fifteen, Bristol began to get antsy. She thought: where IS this broad?

		She brought herself up short. What if it was one of the neighbors Ronny was having his affair with? What if he was simply walking over to her house or she was sneaking over to theirs?

		Quickly, Bristol went through the list of all their close neighbors and eliminated them in her mind one by one. She didn’t know everyone in the neighborhood, of course, but she knew most of them, at least to nod in their direction as they passed each other in their cars.

		The ones that weren’t old as the hills and retired were all at work by now. And she couldn’t recall a real knockout among the lot of them—at least none she could think of--as she sat there reviewing them!

		Bristol glanced at the clock again and saw that it was now edging past nine-twenty in the morning. She had waited long enough!

		Getting out and locking her car, she slipped stealthily down her own street—feeling like the worst sort of fool as she skulked along the sidewalk—and went up her driveway, past Ronny’s pick up. She let herself in the front door, praying he wouldn’t hear the key turning in the lock or be standing in the living room when she entered the house.

		She breathed a sigh of relief: there was no one in the living room that she could see. However, she could hear Ronny moaning and carrying on something fierce in the nearby den!

		She tiptoed over to the cracked-open door and peered inside. Ronny was sitting at the laptop computer, staring raptly at the screen.

		But that wasn’t what caused her breath to catch in her throat! Her husband was nude from the waist down, his extremely-hard dick lubed up with sex gel. and he was enthusiastically jacking off as he gaped at the screen and groaned out his pleasure!

		“Holy fuck; take it,” he moaned loudly at that second, “take every inch of that huge fucker up your cheating ass, you hot cunt!”

		Bristol’s mouth hung open in astonishment. She had to crane her neck somewhat, but when she did; she could just make out a curvy, red-haired girl on the computer screen, all bent over and taking the biggest black cock she had ever seen up her cute little ass!

		She…she looks a lot like me! Bristol told herself in utter shock.

		Ronny screamed just then and the black man on screen joined him. Bristol saw a huge gout of pearly-white come rolling out of the redhead’s well-fucked ass, around the black guy’s plunging cock, only to drip down onto his balls as he continued reaming out her cute little butt!

		An enormous geyser of spunk shot out of Ronny’s dick at the same second, splashing down on his gliding fist and running down onto his exploding nuts as he continued to moan and shoot jism up into the air! Bristol gasped aloud at just how much of the glistening semen there was!

		If he’d have come that much the other night when I blew him, he’d have drowned me! She had that thought as she began backing away from the den…

		

		****

		

		…”that’s right, I want you girls to take my afternoon clients today, too,” Bristol whispered urgently into her cell phone minutes later. “Something’s come up that I have to check out. It’s important; believe me!””

		She listened to the torrent of questions from Mitzi for another couple of seconds and then cut her friend off with: “I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow. I promise.”

		Bristol broke the connection and put the cell phone back in her purse. She had moved her car further away from the house, so that Ronny wouldn’t see it when finally left for work. The street she was now parked on eventually ended in a cul-de-sac, so no one who knew this neighborhood was likely to drive down it.

		Sure enough, several minutes later, Ronny tore out of the house, vaulted into his truck and roared off. She waited a few more minutes, to make sure he wasn’t coming back, and then drove into her driveway and opened the garage door with her remote.

		After she had stowed her car away inside, she closed the door behind her and went into the house through the door leading in from the garage. Crossing her kitchen, she threw her purse and sweater on the sofa on her way through the living room and went into the den.

		She noticed that Ronny had done a good job of cleaning up the spunk. As she thought about it now, he had been sitting on towel when he’d jacked off, so there probably hadn’t been all that much to clean up.

		“Now, we’ll see,” she told herself grimly as she sat down in same desk chair her husband had recently occupied and fired up the laptop.

		She started with the history section. Bristol didn’t normally use the computer all that much, and Ronny knew it, so he hadn’t even bothered to delete his recent activity.

		The website he had been watching this morning appeared to be something called Hotwives In Action, specifically a video titled: Red-Headed Hotwife vs. Big Black Cock. Bristol certainly knew what a big black cock was, but she had no clue as to what a “hotwife” might be!

		Luckily, she knew just where to find the answer to that question. Opening another screen on the laptop, she quickly went to Google and typed in “hotwife”.

		She read the offered definition quickly and saw that the term referred to a married woman who fooled around on her husband with his complete knowledge and consent! She read further and discovered that in many instances, the husband even watched the action or, in some cases, joined in himself!

		“How weird; how downright…perverted that sounds,” Bristol whispered under her breath, returning to the other screen and glancing through the videos offered.

		Sure enough, there was one entitled Hubby Watches Wife with Two Studs. Glancing around nervously—to make sure she was still quite alone—Bristol clicked on it. The “hotwife” in this particular video couldn’t have been a day over nineteen!

		The little porn actress was a petite, pixie-like blonde, no more than five feet tall, with a slim body, cupcake-like tits, an almost boyish ass and a shaved pussy. Her two companions were both well over six feet tall: one was black and the other was white, but both had muscular bodies, covered in tattoo ink, and cocks that were utterly huge!

		“Holy moley, what’s that cute little thing going to do with those two monsters?” Bristol nervously asked herself as she watched the two nude musclemen approach the naked actress.

		She quickly had her question answered! The girl was now down on her knees in between the two men, sucking first one gigantic cock and then the other!

		“Man, she’s good,” Bristol admitted to herself, watching nearly all of the two gargantuan dicks slip between the girl’s lips as she turned her head to the left and then the right. “She’s taking nearly all of them!”

		The two porn actors didn’t waste time, once they were both hard. They threw the diminutive girl on the bed and one of them lubed up her anus while one of the other one licked her small pussy until it was positively juicy.

		The sound the actress made when both of the mammoth pricks were forced into her tiny holes at the same time was somewhere between a shriek of pain/fear, and howl of pleasure! The girl was either an Oscar-caliber actress or she was genuinely enjoying being penetrated by the two massive dicks!

		A heavy-lidded, I’m-such-a-bad-girl look came over the pretty little blonde’s face as she turned toward the camera and whispered, “Do you like this, honey? Am I being a hot enough hotwife for you?”

		The camera pulled back a few paces and the back of another nude actor came into view. He wasn’t as muscular and his hard cock wasn’t nearly as big as those of the two men hammering their dicks into the girl atop the nearby bed: he was seated on the edge of three-legged stool.

		“Oh, oh, God, I didn’t think you’d actually do it!” He gasped.

		The cameraman moved back another step and the audience now could see the seated actor had his seven inch dick in his fist and that he was jerking on it frantically as he watched his “wife” being claimed by the two musclemen! Bristol had a flash of Ronny sitting in the chair in their bedroom, watching her getting double-fucked by two enormous studs!

		A shudder of pure lust ran through the young hairdresser as she imagined that; it was obscene, and it could never happen. She knew that: she simply wasn’t that kind of girl!

		She had never been naked with two men in her entire life; never even thought about it…until now! But the spasms of illicit excitement that were coursing through her as she thought of Ronny, sitting in that chair, his cock once more rigid as it could be--as he watched her cavort shamelessly with the two naked hunks—were undeniable!

		“Oh, fuck, that would be so hot!” Bristol croaked aloud, clawing at the buttons holding her blouse closed…

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		He flew up onto the freeway, headed for Woodland Hills at fifteen miles an hour over the speed limit. Ronny switched on his Bluetooth and dialed up Mrs. McCarthy, his client, and assured her that her texturing job was going to go ahead as scheduled today and apologized profusely to her for being late; explaining that the battery in his truck had been dead this morning, so dead he’d had to buy a new one. That’s what had taken so long.

		His client still sounded pissed as she broke the connection. Ronny kicked himself mentally for sitting in front of the computer so long this morning, fantasizing about hotwives! He growled under his breath, “Stupid fucker: sprawled out in front of the computer, jacking your dick off like a twelve year old kid who has just discovered how cool it is to come!”

		This little “addiction” of his was getting worse: no doubt about it! The other night in bed with Bristol—when his dick had once more failed him by going soft when he really needed it--had been downright embarrassing!

		She’s so fuckin’ pretty…so red-hot, he chastised himself for the thousandth time. She deserves so much more than a limp-dicked, fantasizing asshole like you, Ronny North!

		He squared his shoulders and drove even faster, his eyes sweeping both the side mirrors and the rearview for highway patrolmen, telling himself that he just had to shape up. This hotwife shit was going to be the ruin of him, both financially and marriage-wise if he didn’t get a handle on it; he knew that and yet he couldn’t seem to break the grip it had on his imagination…

		The idea of my little Bristol with another guy’s big dick in her is just too hot, he admitted, too hot to ignore!

		Not that it could ever really happen. Bristol just wasn’t that kind of girl…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two: Bristol

		

		What Happens Now?

		

		It was almost two o’clock in the afternoon. Bristol sat completely naked in front of the computer screen.

		Her clothes were scattered all around the den. She now sat in the office chair perched atop on her own towel, her pussy an impossibly wet morass of girl lube and female come juice, as were the glistening fingers of both hands.

		She had orgasmed, like, a zillion times today already; sitting and watching video after video of women “cheating on their husbands” as she had jilled her pussy off frenziedly, imagining in each case that the husband involved was Ronny and that she was the “cheating” hotwife!

		It’s not really cheating, if the husband knows all about it, she reminded herself, parroting back one of the “hotwife” credos she had become familiar with today.

		What she had to do now was decide what to do about all of this. Ronny, she knew, was still able to get hard as a brick when he was looking at hotwife sites and imagining himself as a cuckold; he just couldn’t seem to get that way around her anymore!

		Did she want to confront him about that? Or did she want to keep her newfound knowledge a secret from her husband and instead figure out some way to use it to help get him hard for…her?

		She might be able to do that, she thought to herself; if she proved to be a skillful enough manipulator in the bedroom. Bristol smiled as she imagined herself whispering in her man’s ear that she suddenly found herself having nasty thoughts about another hot guy that she had just met!

		“I bet old Ronny would get hard as a tire iron, imagining me touching another guy’s cock…maybe even sucking it?” Bristol whispered aloud excitedly as she returned the computer to the condition she’d found it in, and then shut it down.

		But what if he didn’t react that way? She asked herself as she began to straighten up the den. What if he gets all pissed off at me for thinking about cheating on him with other guys? Then I’d have THAT to deal with, along with his porn addiction problem and his soft dick problem!

		She let out a big sigh of frustration. This was maddening!

		Two days ago, she would have bet she knew her Ronny as well as any woman had ever known any man. Now she wasn’t sure of anything!

		And she’d have to work this out all by herself; she knew that already. No doubt Mitzi and the girls at the shop would love to hear every lurid detail about the hot mess she currently found herself square in the middle of

		But Bristol was goddamned if she was going to tell them any of it!

		

		****

		

		She put the wet towel in the dirty clothes hamper—right on top of Ronny’s spunk-stiffened one—and took a long, hot shower. She shaved her legs and armpits especially close this afternoon, hoping against hope that this night might prove to be a hot one in bed between Ronny and her; then dried off and got dressed.

		She didn’t slip into clothing that was especially provocative that afternoon—not wanting to alert her husband that anything was different than usual—and took two frozen chicken breasts out of the freezer to thaw out for dinner. Bristol intended to make Chicken Parmesan tonight: it was one of Ronny’s favorites.

		I’ll serve it with garlic bread and a fresh salad, and lots of white wine, she told herself. There’s a romantic comedy on cable tonight that we’ve wanted to watch. And then we’ll just see what develops…

		

		****

		

		After thinking about it all afternoon, she had decided to tell her husband a modified version of the truth and see how that went over. The wine at dinner had relaxed him and the movie had been just as good as they’d hoped it would be; funny and poignant, and very sexy at the same time.

		They’d sat together on the couch in the front room and watched the film on the big screen, cuddling and laughing together. When it ended, Ronny had his arm around her shoulder as they started for the bedroom.

		All those were good signs! She quickly changed into one of her lightest sets of pajamas; this one wasn’t overtly sexy like her new lingerie outfit, but it was easy enough for her to remove, should the situation call for it.

		“That was a good movie,” she whispered into her husband’s ear after the lights were out. “I especially liked the part where she pretended to be interested in that other guy just to make her boyfriend jealous.”

		“Yeah, I thought he was gonna’ pop a blood vessel when he saw the two of them standing so close together, talking and laughing,” Ronny agreed, chuckling.

		“Hey, maybe I should try that,” Bristol murmured as if she’d just had the thought. “I bet that would put some lead in your pencil, mister!”

		She caressed his soft cock through his pajama bottoms, finding it to be limp as the proverbial noodle. But she continued to touch it, as she went on speaking in a low tone, “How would you feel about that, me suddenly taking an…interest in someone else?”

		Ronny shuddered as if a chill had passed through him. His cock, to her amazement, started to stiffen immediately beneath her caressing fingers.

		“Y-You’d never do that,” he stammered in protest, his prick continuing to throb fully to life in her fist, “would you? You’re not that kind of a girl!”

		“Oh, I don’t know,” she whispered, kissing his neck playfully and slipping his hardening cock out of the slit at the front of his pajamas. “If I saw some guy who was just too hot to resist…I might be…tempted. I’m only human, after all.”

		Ronny groaned as she began to fist him lightly. Encouraged by his reaction to her words, she murmured, “I wasn’t exactly a virgin when we met, you know. I’d had other boyfriends in the past. And we’d…done things with each other.”

		“Wha…What sort of things did you do with them?” Ronny gasped; his dick now harder in her fist than it had been in months.

		“You’ve got a nice cock,” his wife murmured in his ear, squeezing it for emphasis, “it’s pretty big. But it’s not the biggest one I’ve ever had to play with.”

		Which was an outright lie, but Ronny didn’t know that. They had never talked much about their respective sex lives before they’d met each other, so he didn’t know that his prick was the biggest one Bristol had ever fooled around with.

		“There was this one guy I used to date…he was on the football team,” she sighed, as if remembering all this, instead of spinning the tale completely out of her imagination. “He was huge!”

		She giggled theatrically, for Ronny’s benefit, and continued, “He really stretched my lips out, the first time I sucked him off!”

		A gurgle, which sounded a little like a death-rattle, came from her husband and Bristol felt his cock jump in her fist! The thing was like a billy club by now, all hard and jutting upward like wooden spike!

		“Did…did he shoot a lot when he… came in your mouth?” Ronny croaked; his super-excited voice barely audible in the darkened bedroom.

		“I nearly drowned the first time he went off between my lips,” Bristol whispered as Ronny began to flip-flop around atop the bed like a fish out of water. It was all she could do to keep his rigid prick in her fist!

		Her heart beating with excitement, she let go of it and eased down her husband’s pajama bottoms, his steely cock springing right back up into place as soon as the elastic waistband passed over it. Bristol got up on her knees and slipped off her top and then the bottoms to her own pajama set.

		“And the first time he fucked me,” she said as she lowered her very wet pussy down onto his pole-like dick, “I thought he was gonna’ kill me, it felt so big up inside my little pussy!”

		She was going to invent more to tell him, but she never got the chance! Ronny reached up and crushed her lips down onto his as he hammered his pelvis up into her, giving her the kind of fucking she had been dreaming about for the better part of a year…

		

		****

		

		Okay, that was worth waiting for, Bristol told herself reassuringly as she fought to regain her breath minutes later. I’m not sure it was worth waiting that long for, but it WAS pretty damned spectacular!

		She turned to Ronny and whispered, “That was incredible, babe. You really gave it to me. And that was just what I wanted!”

		He seemed almost bashful. Even in the darkness of their room, she could tell his face was turning red as he stammered, “I…I’ve wanted to do that for, like, forever. But I just couldn’t seem to…”

		Bristol didn’t know how to play this. She knew she wanted that kind of sex with Ronny back in her life on a permanent basis…she wanted that desperately!

		But she wasn’t sure how to proceed from here. One way for her to go would be to tell him that she had discovered his little treasure trove of hotwife sites on the computer today and to assure him that she was okay with his little fantasy.

		What she didn’t want to do was admit to her own jill-o-rama in front of the same computer this afternoon—that would just be too embarrassing! And she realized--in that moment—that he might find admitting something like that to her just as embarrassing. Acknowledging his own fascination with the idea of other men having sex with her, while he watched; might be a really hard thing for him to do!

		And yet she knew that she couldn’t keep making up mythical trysts with fictional boyfriends from her past forever, just to turn him on; not without Ronny eventually getting suspicious. She wasn’t that good a liar!

		Ronny saved her—and possibly their marriage—at that moment by asking her from out of the blue: “Did you mean it; what you said earlier? About you maybe taking an interest in a really hot guy?”

		“Of course I did,” she answered without thinking, praying that this was the opening she was looking for.

		“What…what would he have to look like for you to…notice him?” Ronny asked hesitantly, not sounding at all jealous but instead very…interested in the type of man she’d find attractive.

		“Well, he’d have to be handsome as all get out, of course,” she whispered mischievously, turning onto her side so that she could reach out and touch Ronny’s flaccid cock with her fingertips. “After all, I’m married to a real cutie.”

		“This is southern California, babe; there’s lots of guys around as good-looking as me,” Ronny pointed out with a tiny snort of laughter, nevertheless sounding pleased that she considered him handsome.

		“And he’d have to have a great cock,” she murmured, wrapping her fingers around his gooey prick and starting to pump it lightly. “It would have to be thick and long and…downright pretty…like yours is!”

		“How…how would you know what his…cock looked like?” Ronny wheezed in the darkness as he started to get hard again.

		“Well, I guess I’d have to be willing to get it out and have a look at it, now wouldn’t I?”

		Ronny gasped for breath and then lay back panting. She eased over towards him and whispered, “Would you mind if I did that, darling? I mean, if a guy really turned me on?”

		After what seemed like an eternity, he breathlessly admitted, “I-I might not mind.”

		His voice--when he spoke again--was low, and he was wriggling all over the bed in a frenzy of embarrassment and excitement, his dick having gone instantly rigid in her hand once more as he added: “if…if you agreed to tell me all about it afterward!”

		“What if his cock turned out to be really pretty, and I just couldn’t help sucking it a little for him?” Bristol realized that she was teasing him shamelessly, really surprising herself by thoroughly enjoying this naughty little game of make believe she was now playing with her voyeuristic husband.

		“I…I guess that would be okay, if you really liked the way it looked,” Ronny murmured hesitantly, obviously nervous about confessing this nastiest of male fantasies to her, “I mean…if you really liked him, too!”

		“And what if I did?” She cooed, leaning down to tantalize his cock head with her tongue. “What if this guy’s dick turned out to be delicious, and he was gorgeous, and I just couldn’t help wanting to…suck it a little more for him?”

		Ronny emitted what sounded like a groan of pure agony and his hips shot up off the bed, burying his stiff dick in his wife’s mouth. He moaned, “I might even be okay with you b-blowing him …if you really wanted to do that. And if you agreed to tell me about later!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Bristol sighed, lashing Ronny’s erect dick with her tongue mercilessly.

		“And what if I wanted to fuck him instead, darling?” She said at last, releasing his quivering cock from her mouth and looking up at him. “How would that be…if I came right home and told you all about it, I mean?”

		With a tiny growl of out-and-out lust, Ronny threw her onto her back and scrambled in between her legs. She felt his manhood piercing her in one needy lunge, his balls slapping up against her ass cheeks as he buried himself in her once more.

		Oh, God, two great fucks in one night! She thought as she wrapped her arms around her rutting husband and hung on for dear life. I could get to LOVE this; I really could!

		

		****

		

		“False alarm; I thought I was onto something yesterday, but it turned out to be nothing,” Bristol said to Mitzi as they bustled around the shop, getting ready for the first clients of the day the next morning.

		“Oh…you’re lookin’ mighty bright-eyed and bushy-tailed today,” Mitzi said, eyeing her friend suspiciously.

		“The result of a good night’s sleep,” Bristol lied, remembering all of the great sex she’d had yesterday.

		“Now, what all did I miss, when I was off on my wild-goose chase?” She asked Mitzi, neatly changing the subject.

		“Well, Cleo Newkirk was in and apparently her husband is up to his old tricks…”

		Mitzi rapidly brought her up to date on all the gossip swirling around the neighborhood that she’d missed when she’d been gone yesterday; and there was a lot of it! In addition to Cleo’s revelations, Marge Henson had been in, with tales of her latest philandering encounters with her well-hung pool boy, and Jamie Preston had shared with Mitzi the suspicion that her current boyfriend was no better than the last one had been, when it came to being true to one woman…

		

		****

		

		“I did some research on the web today, concerning what we were talking about last night,” Bristol told Ronny right after they turned out the bedroom lights that evening. “If I really went through with what we were talking about me doing, I’d be what’s referred to as a hotwife, did you know that?”

		“I think I read something about that somewhere,” Ronny admitted hesitantly.

		After a long silence, he asked, “What would you think about that… you becoming a hotwife, I mean?”

		Bristol answered truthfully when she said, “Well, to be honest, it’s not something I would have ever thought of doing on my own.”

		She slid closer to Ronny under the covers before she whispered, “But if you’re sure you want us to experiment with this…that you wouldn’t be jealous or feel betrayed if I did things with another guy…I might just be willing to give it a try!”

		It was amazing! She was lying on her side, spooning back against him, with his pelvis flush up against her butt cheeks.

		And almost instantly--when she said she’d consider cheating on him with another guy--she felt his cock begin to spring to life! She reached back and fondled his growing erection lovingly.

		Could it really be this easy?

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		He thought he had died and gone to Heaven! Bristol seemed so…into his favorite fantasy all of a sudden!

		Could this really be happening? Would she actually go through with it?

		As Ronny got ready to slip his very stiff dick into his wife again, a cold chill ran through him. What if she did go through with it…for real?

		How would he feel about it? Would it be as fantastic as he’d always dreamed it would be, or would he feel cheated on; like a total fool who had just given something away he never should have and which he could never get back again?

		Bristol sighed with delight as his hard cock sank into her super-wet pussy once more, and he pushed such thoughts out of his mind for the moment. There was only now; her hot little pussy surrounding his plunging prick…only the two of them, making love the way a happily married couple should!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three: Bristol

		

		Trying It

		

		Okay, this part is a lot hard than I thought it was going to be, Bristol admitted as she got ready to go out for a night of clubbing. It’s nothing but frightening, getting ready to…CHEAT on my husband!

		Ronny stood across the bedroom, getting dressed at the same time. It had taken better than an hour of research on the web to arrive at a club that seemed safe for them to try their little experiment in.

		They lived out in the San Fernando Valley, so they’d agreed that it couldn’t be anyplace close by. The idea of running into someone connected with the beauty shop or with his contracting business was too awkward even to contemplate.

		If they’d been going out as a couple, that would have been one thing. But tonight Ronny intended to slip into the club ahead of her, find a spot at the bar where he could observe the dance floor; and only then would she make her entrance.

		And once they were inside, they intended to act as if they were total strangers, with no prior knowledge of one another, so she could size up potential…playmates while he watched! There was the rub: if anyone they knew happened to see them acting like that…there’d be hell to pay: and they both knew it!

		Hence the need to go far afield for their little experiment in cheating; they’d picked a club clear over in Santa Monica, halfway across Los Angeles. And they’d be spending the night in a motel not far from the nightclub as a result, because Driving Under the Influence tickets in California were killers, and it was a long way back to the Valley from Santa Monica!

		“What if he wants me to spend the night with him?” She asked Ronny nervously as they finished getting ready. “And what if a…a…blowjob isn’t enough for whoever I meet? Should I go ahead and…and…fuck him?”

		Ronny looked so excited by the prospect of her sucking off some stranger or spending the entire night in bed with him that, for a moment, she was sure her husband was going to throw her down and screw her silly right then and there! But he was somehow able to restrain himself…barely.

		“We’ll just have to play this by ear, I guess,” Ronny finally said, after thinking it over for a long moment. “If you spend the night, you spend the night. Whatever happens…happens, I guess! We’ll hook up again in the morning. You’ve got your cell phone and I’ve got mine; and we’re taking separate cars.”

		“Are you sure you want me to go through with this?” She asked him in a quiet voice, right before they left for the club.

		She saw a moment of hesitation in his blue eyes; then it was gone, and he said, “It will all be worth it, once we get back together. You’ll see, angel!”

		“Okay; then I guess I’m ready,” she answered simply and left their bedroom arm and arm with him.

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		They were taking both cars, his work truck and her Chevy sedan. She was to follow him.

		Swinging up onto the 405 Freeway, he stayed on it until he saw the Santa Monica Boulevard exit, and then took that down into Santa Monica itself. The club they had picked out on the net was called Razzle-Dazzle and it played a mix of music designed to appeal to “partiers of all ages”, at least according to their web site.

		As they pulled up in front of the club and started into the city-block sized parking lot at the rear, Ronny’s cell phone rang and he saw it was Bristol. She waited for him to answer as they crawled through the busy parking lot, looking for available spaces, letting the phone keep on ringing.

		“Yeah, babe,” he said shortly when he finally answered, his voice sounding as nervous as she felt.

		“Final thoughts on this evening,” her words came over the Bluetooth set up in his truck. “Are black guys okay for me to consider?”

		There was a long pause. Her Ronny wasn’t exactly a redneck—lots of his favorite NFL football players were black and he was an avid Lakers fan and most of them were as black as they could be—but his wife had never had reason before to ask him about how he felt about her sucking off a big black dick, or taking one up her pussy, for that matter!

		He thought intently about that before answering. The idea of her fooling around with a black guy was had a taboo feel about it that was almost irresistible!

		Ronny thought about that recent video he’d watched on the hotwife website he favored; the one featuring the redheaded porn actress that reminded him so much of Bristol and the super-hung black guy who took her anally!

		He had to admit, he’d really been enthralled by that one!

		Bristol waited patiently for his answer as he found a parking space and pulled in to it. He finally spoke into the hidden microphone when he’d finished parking the truck.

		“Did you ever have a black boyfriend, back in high school?” He asked her.

		After a moment’s hesitation, she said, “Yeah, I dated not one but two black guys before I graduated, as a matter of fact.”

		“So…so you’ve already sampled some…black cock,” Ronny sighed, blurting out the last two words so fast he had his doubts that she could make them out.

		Bristol laughed and said, “Yeah, I admit I have at that. Does that make a difference?”

		He laughed too—somewhat stiffly--saying, “Well, I guess it’s too late now, even if it did!”

		There was another long silence before she said, “So black guys are okay for me to flirt with tonight?”

		“Sure; black, brown, white…as long as they’re hung and you like ‘em, babe!” He answered magnanimously.

		“Yeah, I guess that’s the important thing,” she agreed with a sigh of resignation, “since I’ll be the one doing the sucking and the fucking!”

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		Once inside the Razzle-Dazzle Bristol instantly felt like an old married lady. She and Ronny were not frequenters of the LA club scene; she hadn’t been all that active on the party circuit even back when she’d finished high school and been living with two girlfriends while attending Cosmetology School, before she’d hooked up with Ronny.

		The music in this particular club seemed to be too loud, somehow: it was more like a blare of noise than music! She thought wryly, shades of my parents and the way they used to talk about the music I listened to back in high school!

		The overhead lighting struck her as being too intense and strobe-like as well. And the other partiers seemed to be impossibly young, as far she was concerned; they looked too much like a bunch of recently-graduated high school kids.

		But then she found a tiny table and claimed it as her own, ordered a scotch and soda, and just kicked back. She began to relax as she looked around the big club; she saw Ronny over at the bar, nursing a beer and trying not to stare her way.

		He looked so cute! She had the thought that she’d better stay on her toes or some other girl was likely to snatch him up, take him out to that vast parking lot, and fuck his lights out for him!

		Ooh, now HE looks like he could be fun! She said to herself, shaking off her lewd thoughts about Ronny and another woman, and instead forcing herself to concentrate on the problem at hand: finding someone besides her husband who really turned her on!

		The guy she was eyeing was so intently was a tall, hunky-looking white dude in a sports coat sitting two stools down from Ronny. He was much bulkier than her husband, as well as being a half a head taller, but he didn’t look at all fat.

		This dude was a true muscleman. His knit shirt fit him like a second skin under that sports coat and even from this distance; she could see that his waist was absolutely tiny!

		I wonder how he’s hung, she asked herself impishly as she sipped at her recently-arrived cocktail. If his cock matches the rest of him, it must be a monster!

		“Hey, babe, care to trip the light fantastic with someone who knows how?” A low, sexy baritone voice—with just a hint of the black ghetto—asked her right at that moment.

		Turning toward the voice, she saw a tall, handsome black man about her own age beaming down at her. He wasn’t someone she’d normally have given a second glance to—a hip young player-type if there ever was one--but tonight wasn’t about meeting someone appropriate to start a long-term relationship with, she reminded herself; tonight was about meeting someone she’d like to be naughty with!

		And this cute young black guy was gorgeous, in a hip-hop, ‘street’ sort of way, when it came to that. She smiled up at him and said, “Sure, why not?”

		She’d lied to Ronny before, back in the parking lot, when he’d asked her if she’d ever had black boyfriend. She hadn’t!

		But she’d always wondered how it would be…dating a black guy: would a black cock be…different, somehow? She knew that this might be her chance to find out!

		

		****

		

		It feels so weird! Bristol thought as she and her dance partner, whose name was Rashaan, circled the dance floor during a slow number, her head on his shoulder, his pelvis grinding up against hers. She considered how different what she was doing tonight was from what she had done in the past, even when she’d been a single girl!

		Back then, the few times I went out to clubs to try and meet someone, she thought incredulously, it was to hook up with a guy who was a potential “keeper”! I can never remember just going out to meet someone to…to...fuck!

		Oh, sure, she’d ended up having a few of what turned out to be one-night stands along the way by mistake. What girl hadn’t?

		But they hadn’t started out that way! She had always told herself that the guy she ended up sleeping with was a possible “steady” when they first met, even if he hadn’t turned out to be worth seeing more than once!

		Tonight, I’m just interested in what they look like, how much I’m attracted to them, and how hung they are, she told herself disbelievingly, as she glanced over at Ronny.

		He was still lounging by the bar, pretending to ignore her. A cute little brunette was chatting him up enthusiastically and he was dutifully smiling back and nodding at her.

		But Bristol could tell she had nothing to worry about from the dark-haired girl. All of Ronny’s attention was focused on her current dance partner and the way his big black hand was working its way down her back as they danced, toward her ass cheeks!

		I should probably let him cop a feel at that, she thought mischievously. I bet old Ronny will nearly come in his jeans at the sight of a handsome black guy squeezing my buns out on the dance floor!

		“This is a mighty fine little ass,” Rashaan whispered just then, taking the plunge and claiming her right cheek with his big palm.

		“Glad you like it,” Bristol answered saucily, letting him enjoy squeezing and kneading her trim little butt to his heart’s content for several more seconds, before reaching back and moving the offending hand back up onto the small of her back, where it belonged. “Maybe later, you’ll get to see what you just squeezed …if you play your cards right.”

		Rashaan broke into a big smile. The song had ended and he escorted her back over to her table.

		“Not so fast,” she said as he stared to sit down across from her, “a couple of dances don’t mean we’re a couple.”

		“Aw, little mama, don’t be that way!” He said with a grin, easing the chair further out from the small table.

		“I told you…maybe later,” she answered resolutely, hooking the toe of her shoe into the slat at the front of the wooden chair, jerking it away from Rashaan’s grip and easing it back into place.

		She was still laughing at how easy it had been to shut down poor Rashaan just now, sipping her scotch and soda, when the hunky white guy she had been ogling earlier ambled over from the bar and suggested, “Let’s dance, okay?”

		He’s even taller than I thought, Bristol told herself, staring up at the handsome white dude in the sport coat, and that waist of his is even smaller than mine!

		

		****

		

		The blond-haired Adonis’s name turned out to be Bill, and he was definitely interested! She knew that from how close he held her during the slow dance they shared, and the way he was asking her all about herself as he nuzzled her ear with his lips.

		And she was definitely interested, God help her! Young Rashaan had been packing a stovepipe of a cock inside his slacks, but Bill’s felt even bigger, as he nestled it up against her very wet pussy lips through their clothes while they’d danced!

		Either one of them would be great for my purposes tonight, she thought almost smugly as she downed the last of her scotch, and I know they’d both be okay with Ronny, too!

		As if by magic, two more scotch and sodas appeared at her table just then, carried on her cocktail server’s tray. The girl winked at her and whispered; “from Rashaan and Bill. Be careful, honey, both of them are huge players!”

		“That’s okay….so am I!” Bristol told her with a confident grin.

		

		****

		

		Which one; which one do I choose, black or white? Bristol thought to herself, downing the last of this scotch and taking up a new one.

		It was nearing midnight and she had danced, flirted, and drunk with a number of attractive young men over the course of the last few hours. She had consumed so many scotch and sodas she had long ago lost count.

		She didn’t care! Her head was spinning but she felt absolutely wonderful! It seemed like every hot guy in the club wanted to fuck her: and there were Hell’s own amount of hot guys here tonight!

		Rashaan and Bill were still leading the pack, as far as she was concerned. She had texted Ronny several times so far, and she felt confident that he’d be okay with either of them as well!

		Me, too! Bristol thought, looking over at Bill and imagining him with his clothes off, that big dick of his in her fist!

		It’s so long; it might take BOTH fists to hold it! She giggled delightedly to herself at the very thought.

		And Rashaan…what a honey! Though not quite as muscular as Bill, he was so graceful and athletic out on the dance floor.

		She could just imagine what he’d be like in bed! And his cock was nearly as big as Bill’s; that was for sure!

		This is the most fun I’ve had in ages, she thought drunkenly. Ronny was so right, to want for us to give this lifestyle a try!

		She finished up her last scotch and thought to herself, why settle for just one of them? Why can’t I have both…maybe not tonight, but soon!

		Crooking her index finger at Bill, she motioned him over to her table. When he got there, she said--as she handed him a scrap of paper from her purse and a ball point pen--“Write down your cell number, why don’t you? I’m about to flip a coin, and if you lose, I’d still like to get to know you better in the near future!”

		Bill grinned and leaned over the table. He wrote down the number, saying, “I hate to lose out with a cutie like you over a coin toss, but at least that’s fair. I’d definitely like to hear from you sometime, doll.”

		She gave him a crooked, drunken smile and dismissed him, motioning to the other end of the bar where Rashaan was holding forth with a group of his homies. He smiled at her and came swaggering over to the table when she waved him over.

		When she explained that it was between him and Bill, his face fell. He said, “Bill, that big piece of whitebread can’t give you what I can give you, baby!”

		“I think both of you could give me what I need tonight,” Bristol told him provocatively, feeling a little like some sort of sex goddess!

		“He do have a big dick, or so I’ve heard,” Rashaan admitted as he scribbled down his cell number on the back of the scrap of paper. “But then, so do I!”

		“I intend to find that out for myself,” Bristol boldly promised him, reaching up and patting his cheek, “if not tonight…then real soon!”

		When Rashaan had swaggered back over to his friends, she took out a quarter and flipped it, letting it roll to a stop on the table top. Without another word, she rose unsteadily to her feet and stepped over to Bill, whispering, “Come on, big boy, you’re up. Why don’t you show me what you’ve got?”

		

		Ronny

		

		He had to fight to keep from coming in his jeans when he saw his wife get up from her table and take the massive white guy’s hand! Ronny quickly paid his bar bill, leaving the bartender a large tip, and followed the couple outside to the parking lot.

		He was careful not to seem too interested in them. Staying one row over from the pair, he acted as if he was so drunk he’d forgotten where he’d parked.

		The couple he was shadowing could have cared less about what he was doing, as it turned out! They acted as if he didn’t exist; they were so totally into each other!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four: Bristol

		

		Bill

		

		I can’t believe I’m actually doing this! Bristol told herself over and over again as she led Bill out to her parked car.

		She saw Ronny following them at a discreet distance, one row of cars over in the big lot. When she came to her Chevy Impala, she unlocked it with the key fob and got in the back seat with Bill.

		“Come here, hot stuff, and let’s see what you’re really all about!” He rasped at her, reaching for her as soon as the overhead light went off.

		Oh, fuck, oh, fuck; this is really happening! She thought in a slight panic as Bill kissed her, his big tongue mashing its way into her mouth even as his thick fingers started in on her blouse buttons.

		In what seemed like seconds, she had been stripped to the waist, her blouse and bra gone, her big, bare tits crushed up against his sport coat as they made out like a couple of high school kids whose hormones were running wild! After a while, he broke off the frantic tongue-kiss and went after her spiked nipples as if he’d never had any to play with before!

		“Oh, oh, God; just like that!” She moaned helplessly a few minutes later, as the scintillating thrill of his lips and his fingers gliding all over her throbbing nipples shot through her. “Suck ‘em hard, just like you’re doing!”

		Bristol felt her pussy contract and push out a giant gush of lubricant. She groaned and wriggled her hips, grinding her cunt against the panties and pantyhose still covering it.

		His cock, her frenzied mind spun out the thought, got to see if his cock’s as big as I thought it was!

		Clawing at his zipper, she undid it and unbuckled his belt. Bill sighed as she parted his trousers and found his prick with her fingertips, fishing it out through the front of his boxers.

		Holy fuck; this thing’s enormous! She told herself, trying to fist it like she did Ronny’s, only to discover it was so thick, she could barely close her fingers around it!

		And it was long, too! It jutted upward like a ten-inch tower of pulsating man meat above his lap and she knew, just from eyeing it, that it was as big around as coke can!

		“S-Suck it, baby; suck my big dick!” He urged her in a breathy whisper, breaking off his suction of her heaving tits.

		“I…I don’t know that I can,” she admitted to him, staring down in awe at his unbelievable girth and length. “I’ve never tried to suck one this big before!”

		“Just do your best, honey,” he growled, forcing her head downward, toward his lap. “I’ve just got to see that pretty face of yours split open by my thick cock!”

		As she bent over to try and suck him, Bristol felt her skirt being opened. She was amazed at how strong Bill was, holding her body up in one massive hand and skimming off her skirt, pantyhose, and panties in one smooth motion with the other as he bent her in half over his lap!

		Just as she started to go down on him, she caught a glimpse of Ronny peering in through the back window. She thought, I hope he can see this alright. This hotwife stuff is all for HIM, after all!

		Bristol knew she was lying to herself even as she had the thought. It may have started out that way, but she was now as into this steamy encounter with another man as her husband was!

		She found she couldn’t wait to lick Bill’s enormous horsecock and see just how much of it she could get inside her mouth! Another gush of pussy juice seeped out of her as she imagined it inside her: and she knew in that instant that she wanted tonight to happen as much as Ronny did!

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		Oh, holy fuck; she’s actually going to do it! He had the frenzied thought as his wife’s head disappeared down over the other guy’s lap!

		She’s sucking it for him! My little Bristol has really got another man’s dick inside her mouth!

		Ronny couldn’t wait a second longer! He yanked open his zipper and took out his ready-to-explode cock, jerking it frantically as he watched the back of Bristol’s head bobbing up and down in the car window!

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		“Oh, yeah, that’s the way to do it,” Bill sighed as Bristol’s stretched-open mouth slid up and down his hard on. “You’re one hot little cocksucker. I knew it as soon as I first laid eyes on you tonight.”

		I guess I am at that, Bristol thought to herself as she licked and sucked her way up and down the monumental column of male flesh. I’m sure sucking this one!

		Ronny was eight inches long and she could take all of him. She hadn’t been able to do that when they’d first started dating, but she could now.

		Bill was a couple of inches longer than her husband, so she’d figured that she could do most of him, if not all of him! She hadn’t allowed for his superior girth, but she was rapidly adjusting to that!

		Having your lips and throat forced open so wide isn’t really so scary, once you get used to it, she kept telling herself as her head flew up and down Bill’s ginormous prick. I can DO this…I really can!

		It didn’t hurt that Bill was finger-fucking her juicy cunt while she sucked, and that he was pinching her sensitive nipples with his other hand as he did that. The combination really helped turn her on!

		The big man’s finger wasn’t quite as thick as Ronny’s substantial cock, but it was close enough. And Bill was careful to glide his finger in and out of her lust-slickened twat right along her clit as he fingered her!

		I’m…I’m going to come! Bristol realized after another minute or so of the intense blowjob. This big ape’s finger feels so fine up against my clitty, and I just LOVE sucking his fat horsecock! It’s just so…WRONG! Who knew I’d get off on being a bad girl so much?

		“Heh, heh, Red, you’re a hot little woman,” Bill chortled just then, feeling her pussy sheath grab at his penetrating finger. “Let’s amp this up a little, while I treat you to a tonsil-bath; what do you say?”

		The big man adjusted the angle of his penetration of her pussy and suddenly his finger was dragging across her g-spot while it continued to roll in and out over her clit. Bristol stiffened underneath him, gasping for breath around his pistoning cock, her big tits jerking in unison.

		Bill twisted a little harder on her nipple and suddenly, all hell broke loose! Bristol felt as if her head was going to explode as her nipples, her g-spot, and her clit all spasmed at once and began to come in unison!

		“Oh, oh, yeah,” Bill groaned with delight, his mammoth dick jumping between her sucking lips, “and here’s a little something to remember me by, Red!”

		Gigantic was too small word to describe the gush of cock cream that erupted up into Bristol’s gullet at that exact moment. The blast of semen was so big and thick that it simply forced its way past her gag reflex and flowed down her throat!

		“Ummmmmmmmm, Mmmmmm,” Bristol croaked pitifully as another small river of male come rocketed out of the end of Bill’s dick and into her mouth.

		I’ll never complain about how much Ronny comes again, when I blow him! Bristol thought ruefully as gush number three—closely followed by geyser number four—shot into her throat and down into her tummy…

		

		****

		

		“Nooooooo, not so soooooooon!” Bristol whined as Bill stopped coming in her mouth and flipped her naked body over, forcing it tits-first against the rear seat.

		She saw Ronny standing in back of her car, hard dick in hand; as he watched his wife’s face being pressed toward the back window. It didn’t seem possible—not after the amount of come he’d deposited down her throat just now—but Bill’s big dick was already half hard once again and he was rubbing the fat head of it against her pussy lips from in back!

		“Oh, oh, Gaaawwwwwdddd!” She moaned a few minutes later as he started to feed inch after burning inch up into her sopping cunt, pressing her body against the back seat even harder as he took her completely.

		“So…so…fucking….muuuuuuucchhhh hot cock!”

		“Jesus, Red, you’re really tight,” Bill hissed into her ear as he bottomed out inside her, his huge nut sac coming to rest against her ass cheeks. “Get ready; ‘cause here it comes!”

		Ronny’s eyes met hers as the big man began to fuck her furiously. She wanted to scream, but Bill seemed to have simply fucked all the breath out of her lungs…

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		He’s…he’s…SPUNKING her mouth! The thought rang through Ronny’s mind as he saw Bristol’s naked body stiffen; then start to shake all over as she began swallowing as fast as she could!

		Ronny felt a similar shudder run through his body as he looked on! He was going to come, and come soon; but he couldn’t decide if it was safe to shoot his dick off where he stood!

		Bill might turn his head and see some strange man jacking off right next the car and coming storming out of it after him. That would ruin everything, and Ronny knew it.

		Reluctantly, he shuffled around to the rear of the car, just in time to see Bristol’s anguished face appear just above the rear window’s package tray. She was clearly being forced into that position by her burly lover, whose hulking body Ronny could just make out behind her in the darkness.

		N-Now he’s…FUCKING her! Ronny realized abruptly an amazingly short time later. He’s got his big dick in her and he’s fucking the shit out of her!

		Ronny felt his balls boil over as he imagined that. He groaned loudly after watching for a good ten minutes—as his wife took her new lover’s hot pounding—Ronny went up onto the balls of his feet, let out a muffled scream, and shot wad after wad of jism all over the back of Bristol’s Chevy…

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		She heard Ronny’s jets of spunk raining down on her car’s trunk as he watched her come yet again on Bill’s hammering dick! Bristol sighed and hunched her ass back to meet his assault, reveling in how deeply, how fully the big man got her pussy off!

		What is this…the second or third time he’s made me come? She asked herself as the huge man drilled her into the seat. And each one of them has been more intense than the last!

		But something was different about this one, she sensed just then. Bill was huffing and puffing a lot more than usual as he powered himself in and out of her stuffed-open slit: he was going to climax too, this time around.

		He’s…he’s going to come in my pussy! Bristol realized at that moment.

		She hadn’t intended for the night to go this way at all! Before the evening had started, she’d promised both herself and Ronny that—if she ended up fucking some stranger—she’d make him sheath up first; no bareback orgasms inside her pussy, that was to have been the rule!

		Bristol smiled a “live-and-learn” sort of smile. Her tummy sloshed with Bill’s deluge of semen from the first time he’d come in her--down her throat--every time he mashed his huge dick into her: and now he was about to come in her, unprotected, again!

		Do…do I want to try and ask him to stop…to pull out of me when he shoots off? She asked herself.

		She already sensed that he wouldn’t! Bill and his overpowering manhood were like a force of nature; unstoppable, beyond all reason and all pleading!

		“Oh, little Red, you’ve got such a great pussy,” Bill sighed from behind her just then. “I could fuck you all night long!”

		She whined and bit her lip, coming hard! Almost at the same instant, she felt him start to unload inside her!

		Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck; there’s just so MUCH of it! Bristol told herself, half in despair and half in ecstasy, as the fiery-hot jism began to jet up into her depths. And it feels so good to get creamed like this…so…MASSIVELY!

		

		****

		

		“I’ve got your phone number,” she told him in a sultry whisper as he climbed out of her car a few minutes later. “I just might call you for a second go-round, some night soon.”

		“Do that,” Bill answered with a broad smile. “I’d love some more of that tight pussy of yours. All night, next time we get together, though: I could do some real damage to a hot little number like you over a whole night, darlin’!”

		With that, he turned on his heel and swaggered away through the parking lot. Bristol felt her tummy gurgling around the mammoth load of semen he’d recently fed her. And her lower body was immersed in jism as it slowly began to seep out of her violated pussy mouth.

		Abruptly, Ronny was there, his dick now tucked away into his jeans. She looked up at him and whispered, “Oh, babe, he really creamed me! Did you see? I can’t wait to take a shower!”

		“N-No, don’t do that!” Ronny pleaded, bouncing anxiously from foot to foot in the empty parking lot. “I…I want to…see it first, before you wash it away!”

		She giggled and said, “You fucking pervert!”

		“Yeah, but I’m you’re pervert!” He announced proudly, shooting her a happy grin.

		He leaned down and started to tongue-kiss her, but stood back up again quickly, wiping his lips in disgust. Her husband said, “His…his come! You’re mouth still tastes of his spunk!”

		She got out of the car and sat back down in the driver’s seat, only her skirt and blouse back in place. Her discarded bra, plus her soaked-with-pussy juice panties and pantyhose lay in a wadded up ball on the floor in back.

		Just before she drove off, she said defiantly to her husband, “I know how my mouth tastes. And I intend make you soul-kiss me while you’re fucking my jizzy cunt, mister; just to make you realize how much spunk another man shot into me tonight!”

		Bristol drove off fast, so she couldn’t be sure. But she thought that she saw Ronny sprinting over to his truck to follow her over to the nearby motel…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five: Bristol

		

		Reclamation

		

		“Give it to me!” She sighed to her husband as he rutted down into her overflowing pussy. “Really give it to me; just the way you saw Bill do it earlier tonight, Ronny-baby!”

		Ronny gasped but made no moves to resist when her arms snaked up around his neck, drawing him down into another hot soul-kiss. Bristol shoved a big wad of the clinging residue from Bill’s come up into her husband’s mouth and a hot, forbidden thrill shot through her as she saw Ronny shudder when he realized what it was.

		Her husband shivered yet again as he dutifully gulped it down and Bristol started to come right at that moment! This was even hotter than when Bill had fucked her!

		This was hotter than anything she had ever done before!

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		Ronny didn’t like swallowing another man’s come—he really didn’t! But Bristol clearly liked to see him doing it!

		His wife got really turned on when she made him taste the slightly bitter, funky fluid. Her pussy went crazy around his gliding cock, milking at it like a hungry mouth, and that made Ronny more aroused than he’d ever been in his entire life!

		Bristol was fucking him like a wild woman right now; giving him as hot a sex as he’d ever had. He just hung on and rammed into her over and over again.

		He wondered if he was doing it as good as that Bill guy had earlier tonight! Ronny still couldn’t quite believe that his hitherto true-blue little Bristol had blown another man while he had watched tonight, and then fucked him!

		I should be jealous, he told himself as he banged down into her juicy quim, but I’m not…not really! It was just so fucking hot!

		He felt like a real perv as he admitted that to himself. But he’d loved it: he really had!

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		“So fucking much,” Ronny marveled, looking down at his wife’s oozing pussy lips.

		“Well, part of it’s yours, from just now,” Bristol reminded him, not shy at all about showing off her incredibly well-spunked pussy to her kinky husband.

		“How did it feel, getting it from one that big?” Ronny asked her.

		“It really stretched me open when he first shoved it inside me,” she confided in him. “I was wet as I could be, but he was so huge!”

		“Did…did you…like it?” Ronny whispered; still staring raptly at Bristol’s inundated little slit.

		“I did,” she admitted, deciding not to lie to him, “after I got used to how big he was.”

		Ronny’s whole muscular body quivered once more, as if there was a strong breeze blowing through the motel room. But she saw his cock stirring back to life already!

		“How, how about when you…sucked him off and swallowed it all for him,” Ronny wanted to know, his voice almost shy-sounding.

		“Did you see how much of it there was for me to gulp down?” She asked him teasingly, running her fingers over his smooth-shaven cheek as she spoke.

		“Not as clearly as I’d have liked,” Ronny confessed. “It was dark in that lot and dark inside your car. But I got the idea that there was a lot of it!”

		“A lot…Jesus, I guess there was a lot!” Bristol sighed. “I thought for a moment that I was going to drown in come!”

		Ronny just looked at her for long moments. Then he asked her again, “Did you like it, sucking a dick that big?”

		She grinned at her husband and whispered, “Yeah, I did, sort of; once I got used to how thick it was.”

		Bristol patted the mattress next to where she lay naked and said, “Why don’t you come over here, Ronny-darling, and let me show you what I learned tonight, from sucking off that huge cock?”

		Poor Ronny sighed and was instantly all over her. And she was all over him.

		She did suck his cock, but he ate her pussy as well! Bristol could barely believe it when her macho husband started lapping at her spunky pussy lips while she gobbled up his come-laden cock!

		The sheer nastiness of their actions seemed to fire both of them up to new heights of depravity, and soon the tiny motel bedroom reverberated with the sounds of ecstatic moans, lust-addled cries for “more” and “deeper”. Ronny wanted to fuck her in the ass—just like he always did when he really got turned on—but this time, Bristol surprised both of them by murmuring, “If you really want to…stuff it in there, why don’t you, you hot baby?”

		Her butt was slippery already with gobs of male semen and Ronny further lubed her tiny anus up by drilling his super-hard dick into her jizzy cunt several times, just before taking her anally for the first time ever. It really was Bristol’s initial try at this—a lot of guys over the years had coveted her well-turned butt cheeks, but she’d primly said “no” to every one of them, including Ronny—until tonight!

		“Oh, oh, go slow,” Bristol begged him as he hunched forward, driving his fat cock head past the stubborn ring of muscle at her nether entrance, “I’ve never done this before!”

		“I know you haven’t!” Ronny whispered in her ear as he slowly took her from behind, doggie style. “That’s what makes it so special!”

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, its so biiiiiiiiiig!” Bristol sighed as it filled her back entrance. “Your cock is so long, darling!”

		“Not as long as that guy’s tonight was!” Ronny grunted as he packed the last inch into her tight little sheath.

		“Nooooooo,” his wife moaned in agreement, “but then, I didn’t let him do this to me, either, now did I?”

		Ronny didn’t bother to answer. He just leaned over her and started squeezing one nipple as her big breasts swayed underneath her.

		He’d never done this before either—she knew that from his years of continual begging, tying to get her to let him fuck her in the ass; when they first began sleeping together and later during their five years of marriage—but he had clearly picked up a few pointers on the subject from watching countless anal sex porn videos on the net over the years.

		That much as obvious when he reached under her with his other hand and began toying with her clit while he fucked her butthole and squeezed her nipple! Bristol moaned at the rich combination of sensations her husband’s actions sent coursing through her whole body!

		“Oh, do that,” she implored him, “tweak my hot clitty and my nipple at the same time while you….while you…butt-fuck me, darling!”

		Ronny moaned and started to bang into her even faster. He teased her clitty relentlessly and tugged insistently at her nipple, as if he was trying for milk.

		Bristol nearly swooned! This was awesome; his big dick up her ass wasn’t all that painful after all, and it somehow felt so downright…nasty to be doing it this way with her sweet man! Especially after he’d watched her give her body so freely to a complete stranger earlier in the evening!

		That thought alone was nearly enough to make her come and Ronny’s cock flying in and out of her tight little ass chute was starting to feel…great, somehow. It was the friction, she realized, the way he felt sliding up and down inside of her “forbidden hole” was so stimulating she could barely believe it!

		“Oh, fuck me, baby,” she sighed, turned her head so that she could look back at him over her shoulder, “fuck me right in the ass and make me come for you!”

		Her husband shivered as if she had just “tasered” him and groaned, “Oh, holy fuck, Bristol; you’re such a hot little bitch, once you get going! I had no damned idea!”

		She started to come then and there as he redoubled his efforts in her butt. A deluge of hot jism sprayed out of his pistoning dick and coated her back there; some of it backwashing out of her bunghole and running down onto her well-pummeled clit.

		Bristol shrieked with pure joy as her orgasm went into high gear as he rubbed the hot ball juice into her exploding nubbin, ramping up her pleasure to a new level! She had never had sex this hot before in her life…and she wanted a whole lot more of it!

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		He couldn’t believe how this night had turned out! Bristol had not only sucked and fucked another guy for him, but she’d let him fuck her in the ass—something he’d been eager to do for six years now!—and she’d seemed to loved it all!

		Ronny would have never suspected his wife of five years could be this…hot…this kinky! She had always been great in bed, ever since he’d first gotten together with her—but there had always been a reserve there; a sense of Bristol being a good girl!

		That was gone now: vanished in a blaze of out-and-out naughtiness! There was no telling where the two of them would go now; just how far they’d go!

		And that thrilled Ronny North the way nothing in his life ever had before…

		

		*****

		

		Bristol

		

		“Tonight’s been incredible,” she whispered to him as they got back into bed together.

		They had just shared a shower. It had taken a long time and plenty of soap and water to wash all of the spunk out of both her holes, but Ronny hadn’t seemed to mind a bit!

		He had been so tender…so loving, as he patiently sluiced his own and a stranger’s slippery wads of jism out of her and watched the shower carry them away down the drain. And he had washed her hair so gently!

		It now hung in damp red curls down on her shoulders and her neck, and Ronny was lovingly toying with it as he stared deeply into her big brown eyes. He said, “You’re the hottest woman I ever imagined, babe! You were fantastic tonight!”

		She felt herself blushing as she asked, “Was I a good little hotwife for you, darling? Did I do everything you wanted me to do?”

		“Everything I ever dreamed of and more,” he sighed, still stroking her long, fiery red locks. “Here, let me show you this!”

		He reached past her to the nightstand and got hold of his cell phone. Her eyes widened as she saw a grainy picture of herself in her car’s back widow, a huge, shadowy figure on the seat behind her; her face looking at the same time stricken and blissful, somehow!

		“I think that’s when he first got it inside you,” Ronny murmured. “Look at how your face is happy and terrified at the same time.”

		“Do you have any others?” She inquired of him, staring at the photo.

		“No, I was too busy jacking off to take any more,” Ronny admitted sheepishly.

		“That’s okay, honey,” she said as she grinned over at him. “I’m glad you enjoyed the show as much as I enjoyed starring in it for you!”

		

		****

		

		Bristol looked at the cheap digital clock alarm on the nightstand. It was nearly four in the morning. Ronny had just finished fucking her again!

		She had been sleeping soundly in his arms when she’d become aware of his hard dick poking up against her ass cheeks. Not really waking up, but smiling nonetheless, she’d reached back to touch it.

		“I want you again, babe,” he’d whispered in her ear, and just like that, they’d been fucking like a pair of newlyweds once more!

		This is unbelievable! She told herself as she drifted off to sleep in her man’s arms once more. If this is what being a hotwife is like, then sign me up right away!

		****

		“Are we gonna’ do this again?” He shyly asked her the next morning, as they were packing up to go home.

		“What…fuck all night?” She answered him with a huge grin, throwing her arms around his neck joyously. “God, I hope so!”

		He laughed and said, “No, you know what I mean…are we gonna’…play again?”

		Bristol’s smile turned sexy. She murmured, “Oh, you liked me sucking that guy’s big cock off and then telling you all about it afterward, did you, sweetie?”

		Ronny’s face turned beet red, but he didn’t release her from his embrace. She ran her tongue all around his left ear lobe while she whispered, “And you liked me fucking him, too. Didn’t you?”

		Her voyeuristic hubby whispered, “You know I did! I loved it! I just wish I could have seen it!”

		Bristol chuckled and said softly, “Maybe next time, you’ll be able to watch, if there is a next time!”

		She disengaged herself from Ronny’s arms and sat down on the bed. Staring up at him, she asked, “Do you remember that other guy from last night; the one who came in second?”

		“The black dude,” Ronny sighed. “Sure I do. He was all over you, out on that dance floor, babe!”

		“His name was Rashaan, and he wanted to be all over me in a bed just like this one,” she informed him cheekily. “His cock, from what I could tell, is almost as big as Bill’s!”

		She reached into her purse and pulled out the scrap of paper from last night, showing it to Ronny, saying, “I have both of their cell numbers written down. I told Rashaan that I’d call him real soon…for a date; if he lost out to Bill.”

		Even though they’d fucked what seemed like a dozen times last night, Ronny’s cock started to harden just behind the zipper on his jeans. She grinned and reached for that zipper as she asked softly, “How would you like me to call him about a date next weekend…stud?”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, God, this is so unbelievably hot!” Bristol said as she drove home that morning. “This can’t really be happening to me!”

		But it was. She had called Rashaan, after she and Ronny had fucked like a pair of minks once more, and made a dinner date with the black cutie for this coming Friday night.

		It was going to be different this time, Ronny had assured her. Two of his hobbies were photography and electronics. He already had ideas about wiring up her motel room next Friday night with miniature video cameras which would then transmit pictures to Ronny’s truck, out in the parking lot!

		She’d have to ride herd on him, she knew, or her man would spend a small fortune on camera gear, electronics, and the like for his new “hobby” between now and Friday night. It might prove worth it, though!

		Bristol couldn’t believe how turned on that one cell phone snap had gotten her. What would a whole video of her and handsome Rashaan, naked in some motel room, do for her and Ronny’s love life?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six: Bristol

		

		Friday Night

		

		Bristol purposely hadn’t worn her wedding set when she’d first met Rashaan at Razzle-Dazzle. She and Ronny had both agreed that her pretending to be unattached would best for attracting potential lovers.

		But as she drove over to the restaurant where she was to meet her “date” that Friday night, she was wearing both her diamond engagement ring and her wedding band. Her cover story this time—they had decided--would be that she was married, and her husband knew all about her “hotwife” dates, but he wasn’t sure yet about her bringing her various conquests back to the house so that she could fuck them right in front of him.

		She could also use this story to explain why she had already rented a room at a nondescript motel, just in case Rashaan wanted her to go back over to his place instead or volunteered to rent a room of his own, at a different motel. The precise motel room where she had sex with Rashaan tonight was, in this case, vitally important!

		That was because Ronny had spent all afternoon slightly “modifying” the motel room they had already rented, installing the new miniature cameras and sound equipment he had purchased, and testing all of it. When she and Rashaan were done having sex, Ronny would remove them again and no one would be the wiser.

		If she’d read Rashaan right, he wouldn’t care a whit that she was married, or that she was a hotwife. As long as she sucked him and fucked him to within an inch of his life, he’d be happy!

		He might not have been nearly as pleased had he known their various sexual antics were being videoed, however. So it was important that the cameras and the microphones were undetectable.

		As she’d walked through the motel room late that afternoon, she had assured herself that they were just that! Even though she knew where they had been positioned and knew right where to look for them, she found she couldn’t spot them!

		“Am I coming through loud and clear?” She’d said, looking up at the overhead light fixture on the ceiling, which she knew to be wired for both video and sound, speaking into her cell phone. “Can you see me?”

		“Clear as a bell on both counts,” Ronny had answered proudly on his own cell from his truck outside in the parking lot. “Hadn’t you better get ready to meet our boy?”

		“They don’t appreciate being called ‘boys’ these days, darling,” Bristol had chided her husband with a big grin for the camera. “Don’t you know that?”

		He’d laughed and hung up the phone. She’d gone into the bathroom, shed the clothes she had worn to work that day, and started the shower…

		

		****

		

		“Damn, Bristol, I thought you looked all kinds of hot last Saturday night, at that club,” Rashaan said, getting up from the restaurant booth and bussing her lightly on the cheek.

		She was wearing the sexy new dress she had bought earlier in the week, with tonight in mind. It was black, with a plunging neckline, and it featured a slit up the left side, which showed off her legs.

		With it, she wore a simple strand of pearls, four-inch black patent leather heels, pantyhose, along with a pair of whisper-thin thong panties, and no bra! She had wanted to show off her titties for Rashaan, just to get him in the proper mood for tonight’s fun and games!

		This evening he was dressed in an elegant-looking but somewhat over-the-top black blazer made of faux velvet, which featured three shiny brass buttons down the front of it, plus two smaller ones on its sleeves. Rashaan wore it with along with an open-collared black shirt and two with gold neck chains—plus a pair of black slacks which showed off his trim waist.

		The restaurant where they met was located in Hollywood, just a few miles from the relatively inexpensive motel Ronny and Bristol had selected on West Sunset Boulevard; so that worked out well. The eatery was a steak and chop house, with a full cocktail bar, and it was named Emmett’s.

		Its clientele seemed to vary markedly, ranging from the geriatric set to the young and hip crowd which Rashaan obviously belonged to. As she slid in next to him, the cocktail waitress was right there to take her drink order.

		“Scotch and soda,” she told the girl, who hurried off to turn it in.

		“Whoa, that’s different from last week,” Rashaan said, noticing her diamond ring set as she put her hands on the table.

		“Yeah, I’m married,” she admitted casually. “Does it make a difference?”

		“Not to me,” he said, recovering quickly, “as long as your husband is either out of town or the understanding type.”

		She grinned and whispered, “Have you ever heard the term…’hotwife’?”

		

		****

		

		“Man, that sounds all kinds of cool,” Rashaan said admiringly as she finished explaining all about hotwifery and what it meant. “I mean, with that set up, you get to have it all!”

		“Well, I think it’s a way better deal for the wives than the husbands, to tell you the truth,” Bristol said, finishing her first scotch and soda of the night, “unless your old man is a pervert, which luckily, mine is!”

		“What do you mean…he’s a pervert?” Rashaan asked, his brown eyes suddenly coming alive with wariness.

		“Sometimes,” Bristol explained in a low voice, “he likes to join in the fun; with one or two other guys that I’m…entertaining for the evening.”

		Rashaan sat back and blinked, looking like some sort of slightly confused black owl. He asked, “You mean…he’s queer?”

		Bristol laughed and started in on her next drink as she said, “No, silly, but he gets off on sharing me with other men. He loves to watch me in action, so to speak!”

		Rashaan looked downright entranced by that notion! He said, “You mean…?”

		“I mean he likes to have me suck him off sometimes while another guy is fucking me,” she whispered, feeling so naughty as she said that, she thought she might come right then and there without anyone even touching her pussy!

		“Holy shit, that’s pervy, alright!” The black man sighed approvingly, clearly picturing it in his mind.

		“There’s nothing holy about it,” Bristol told him. “But it can be a lot of fun!”

		“I can see where it might be,” her date for the evening said, ordering them yet another round of cocktails.

		

		****

		

		They didn’t get to the motel until after nine, but that was okay. After all, they had all night if they needed it!

		Bristol led the way into the lot in her Chevy and Rashaan followed in his BMW. Ronny was already sitting in his pick up on a residential street that ran just behind the motel.

		He had all he would need in the cab of his truck, they hoped; a big empty gallon milk container in case he had to take a leak, his electronic tablet—so that he could monitor what was happening in the room as it took place and he recorded it—and a clean towel; just in case the action on his screen got too hot and felt the need to “relieve” himself in another way! He had eaten earlier and gone to the bathroom, so all was in readiness when Bristol and Rashaan arrived.

		

		****

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, those are just as fine as I knew they’d be,” Rashaan sighed, eyeing her naked breasts, as she unzipped her black dress and stepped free of it, leaving herself naked to the waist.

		Bristol now was dressed only in her pantyhose, skimpy thong panties, black high heels, and the string of pearls. She rolled the pantyhose—along with the panties—down her legs as Rashaan watched, turning her back to him as she stepped out of her shoes and discarded the pantyhose and panties, asking: “What about my ass? You seemed so interested in my ass, that night at the club!”

		It took all she could do to keep her voice steady and light—as if she stripped down to nothing in front of perfect strangers all the time—but her heart was beating so fast she thought for a moment it would leap right out of her chest! She straightened back up slowly, feeling his intense gaze running over her entire naked body.

		This wasn’t at all like her!

		At least, it never had been in the past. Back when she’d been a single girl, men had practically had to pry her clothes off. Unless she’d really been hot for a guy, stripping down and showing him her lush little body had been a totally forbidden notion to her!

		But now, here she was; completely nude with a gorgeous black man in a motel room, with her naked image being recorded by her husband! Rashaan motioned for her to turn around and face him: and, taking a deep breath for courage, she did just that!

		“Waxed pussy,” her black lover commented approvingly, “I love that; especially when a gal’s got a cute little pink slit like you do, honey!”

		He looked up from her pelvis, into her brown eyes and asked, “No, ink; none at all?”

		“I don’t like that look, for me,” she answered him demurely. “Tattoos might be okay for other people, but I’m scared of needles.”

		Rashaan grinned, pulling off his flashy sport coat and starting to unbutton his shirt. He said, “Well, I don’t have many tats myself—not compared to some brothers—but I’ve got a few. Want to see?”

		Feeling like the most brazen strumpet who had ever drawn breath, glancing up at the camera in the overhead light fixture she knew was recording her every move, she said, “I want to see it all! Mostly, I want to see that huge black cock of yours, baby!”

		The young man was out of his clothes in seconds after she said that, it seemed. He was soon clad in only his baggy boxer shorts as he stood before her, but she could already see that he had an awesome bulge behind the pleated material.

		“Sit right there, on the corner of the mattress, Bristol-honey,” he said, pointing to it, “and I’ll show you what I’ve got.”

		She took a seat on the corner of the bed, right in front of him, and he slowly doffed his shorts. Her heart just about stopped beating!

		Bill had been huge, but she thought Rashaan was even…bigger than her white lover had been! His ten-inch cock appeared to even thicker than Bill’s was!

		It hung there, half hard, like an obscene lump of ebony enchantment/destruction; something she lusted after desperately, but feared at the same time!

		“H-Holy shit,” Bristol wheezed, eyeing the fat monster, as it slowly grew fully erect--all a-throb with arousal and so satiny-black that the very color sent tremors down her white-girl spine—“I…I think…it’s too…big around for me to get in my mouth!”

		“Lick it a little first, before you try to suck it,” Rashaan advised her, his voice calm and reassuring. “That always seems to work best.”

		He bent forward a little, so he could claim one of her jutting nipples in each hand, and as his body moved toward hers, the onyx cock head brushed against her lips. She moaned and opened her mouth for him as he began to squeeze and toy with her twin pink nubbies, and he eased just the tip of his humongous prick into her open lips.

		So hot, Bristol marveled as she began to lick at the smooth dome of flesh; it feels so hot and slick and…NASTY in my mouth!

		A tear of pre-come oozed out of the tip on Rashaan’s fat cock and she lapped it up and swallowed it eagerly. The clear fluid was sweet, like honey, just the way Bill’s had been last weekend!

		Gradually, she lost her fear of the mammoth black tool and she began to lick it and suck it enthusiastically, as best she could. Using both hands to steady it, she ran her tongue all over it, all the way down to his hairy balls.

		Soon, she had it gleaming with a thick coating of her saliva and she popped the head back into her mouth and began to suck eagerly. Rashaan had been really going to town on her sensitive nipples and her breasts now were firm and solid in his hands as he hefted them and tugged at her nipples.

		“Oh, man, little girl, you sure know how to suck a cock!” Rashaan sighed blissfully as more and more of his lip-stretching hard on disappeared into her mouth.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she gurgled happily, licking and sucking for all she was worth now.

		Over half of his long, fat dong was buried in her mouth and throat at this point, and her tongue was all over it. He was leaking a steady stream of delicious pre-come into her mouth and she was swallowing it hungrily and sucking for still more.

		Her mind flashed back to that night in their bedroom when she had teased Ronny with the idea that a man’s cock could be so pretty and so delicious that she just had to suck it a little more! Well, this one was proving to be just that!

		She loosened her jaw as much as she could and tilted her head back, easing another inch of the mighty black python down into her throat as she licked. The overhead light was right above her, so she hoped Ronny was getting all of this on video!

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		He was beside himself with arousal as he watched his wife slobber over and gobble up the enormous black cock! Ronny knew it was a little bit dangerous, but he couldn’t resist freeing his own super-hard dick from his jeans.

		Moaning, he slowly jacked himself up and down, his eyes glued to his tablet as Bristol’s mouth went in and out on the gigantic black dick! He couldn’t quite believe he was seeing what he was seeing!

		This is so much better than any porno vid I ever watched, he chortled to himself. Because this is the real thing! This is my little Bristol being the bad girl of my dreams for me!

		He could hardly wait to see what happened next…

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		She would have been happy to keep on sucking the huge dick until it shot off in her mouth. But Rashaan clearly had other ideas.

		“Here, sweet mama, you need some of my fat black cock inside your little pussy,” he said as he eased his prick out of her avidly nursing mouth and pushed her over gently over onto her back on the mattress. “This poor little white-girl cunt of yours is just about weeping for some of my hard on!”

		He touched her clit and she moaned, opening her legs as wide as they would go for him, an electric jolt of sensation rocketing through her pussy. To illustrate what he was talking about, he eased a finger into her juicy opening and fingered her a few times.

		“Oh, oh, fuck; I’m so wet!” She cried out in surprise.

		Her pussy was like a river! It reminded her of how fluid it had gotten that day she’d “jilled off” over and over again while watching all that hotwife porn!

		“Now, my dick is wide, it’s true,” Rashaan whispered, setting the head of his gargantuan black cock against her sopping cunt lips, “but you’re really wet, baby. So here goes…”

		The biggest thing Bristol had ever felt in her life glided over her sensitive lips, splitting them open, slowly penetrating them. She moaned and whipped her long red hair from side to side as Rashaan took her fully, not stopping until his big nut sac bounced off her ass cheeks.

		“Oh….oh, fuck; there’s so much of it!” She gasped as he came to rest inside her.

		The overhead light fixture was now blocked by Rashaan’s back but Bristol knew that Ronny had wired up another camera in the light fixture mounted to the wall directly behind the bed. That camera was now catching every second of her and her black lover’s first fuck, she had no doubt!

		She just lay back and let it happen…

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		“He…he’s…fucking her!” Ronny told himself in a shocked whisper as he watched the unbelievably thick black cock violate his wife’s cute pink pussy again and again!

		Last week, he hadn’t really seen it, as he was seeing it now! The car’s interior had been dark and he hadn’t dared get too close, lest Bill see him skulking around outside in the shadows.

		But now it was as if he was in the room with the two illicit lovers! The screen on his tablet was lit up with glorious, full-color close-ups of his wife’s pussy being fucked hard and deep by an enormous black cock!

		“Oh, oh, God, she loves it!” Ronny croaked with the age-old agony/ecstasy of the cuckold. “My Bristol loves cheating on me with him!”

		He took his rigid dick in his hand and began to stroke it mindlessly as he watched his wife being despoiled by another man!

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		“Oh, oh, God, you’re killing meeeee!” She screamed as Rashaan nailed her to the mattress over and over again.

		Her legs were open as wide as she could get them and she was pointing her toes outward, at the corners of the room. She was still flat on her back and Rashaan was hammering down into her with all the fury of a steam drill breaking up pavement.

		All at once, she started to come furiously around the flying cock! She shrieked out her bliss and hammered her balled up fists against his back as he drove down into her, wailing, “Oh, fuck me, fuck me, you beast! Really give it to me…I’m coming! I’m coming so damned much!”

		“So am I, baby; I’m coming right in this tight little pussy of yours,” he groaned into her ear just then.

		Bristol felt an enormous jet of hot spunk inundate her pussy sheath and back up out of her cunt opening. She whimpered as it hit her sensitive little clit and ran down her ass crack in waves, coming and coming around the spurting cock!

		

		Ronny

		

		He screamed as if someone were crushing his nuts with a pair of vise grips as he saw the rich, white spunk pouring out of Bristol’s well-stuffed pussy lips. Ronny twisted about in the seat of his truck and grabbed at the towel lying beside him.

		“Oh, fuck, am I ever going to shoot?” He asked in the empty cab as he began to erupt into the towel, his eyes never leaving the tablet’s screen as Rashaan drained his balls into Bristol!

		“He…he…jizzed her!” Ronny all but sobbed as his heart pounded. “He really gave it to my little Bris!”

		And she seemed to welcome every drop of it, he thought as his dick finally quit spurting into the towel. She never suggested he pull out: she just took ALL of it…like the little COME-HO’ she is!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven: Bristol

		

		Saturday Morning

		

		“I should have made you wear a condom,” she teased Rashaan as she looked down at the clouds of spunk oozing out of her pussy as they showered together ten minutes later.

		“Why, aren’t you on the pill?” He asked her, soaping up her ass from behind.

		“I am, but there are so many diseases floating around out there these days, and there’s no telling where this big thing of yours has been!”

		He laughed and said, “I get tested all the time. Don’t you?”

		“Sure,” she lied, realizing that she should start doing that, if she and Ronny were going to keep playing this little hotwife game of theirs!

		“Come on, let’s get out of this shower,” Rashaan said. “We’re both squeaky clean and the night is still young. I haven’t even had a taste of this little thing yet, not to mention this fine booty of yours!”

		Bristol’s blood ran cold when he mentioned her…”booty”! Surely, he didn’t think that huge tool of his would fit up…there, did he?

		

		****

		

		Oh, God, this guy’s sure good with his mouth and tongue! She thought as she lay spread-eagled on the bed once more a few minutes later, with Rashaan between her legs again but this time on his stomach.

		I always thought Ronny was good at eating pussy. But this…this is FANTASTIC!

		She urged Rashaan to stay right where he was, her fingers gripping his short hair on both sides of his head, her hips coming up off the bed as she moaned, “Oh, God; eat me! Please lick me until I come! I’m almost there!”

		Rashaan’s pillowy lips seemed to suck in her whole twat as he knifed his tongue into her deeper and wriggled it against her pulsing clit. She gasped, feeling her pussy start to clench in that telltale way!

		“Oh…oh, fuck; so goooooooooooood!” She groaned as she started to orgasm.

		Whenever she came this deeply, there was a lot of pussy juice to deal with, and Rashaan proved he was more than up to the task! It turned her on even more to hear him swallowing her hot fluids again and again, his tongue never ceasing its caress of her exploding clit; his mouth still clamped tightly over her gushing slit…

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		F-Fuck, look at her come on that black dude’s tongue! Ronny thought nervously.

		“I always thought I was a good pussy-licker,” he sighed aloud, his spent dick starting to get hard once again as he watched his wife coo and moan, coming hard on his rival’s wriggly tongue. “But no way am I as good as this guy is!”

		On the tablet’s screen, Bristol looked as if she had seen God! There was a beatific smile on her face that just wouldn’t go away, and her orgasm seemed to last forever!

		I gotta’ get better at licking clit! Ronny chided himself uncomfortably. First he fucked her lights out; then he ate her like a lesbian! I better learn to compete, if I want to keep my little hotwife happy!

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		“Let me suck you off!” She hissed, as soon as her strength returned, once her blinding orgasm had slowly ebbed away. “I want to! I want to suck that huge cock of yours until it creams my mouth, baby!”

		And, to her surprise, she found that she really did! She’d said those words initially for Rashaan’s sake—and for Ronny’s cameras as he looked on—but she found now that she really meant them!

		There’s going to be a lot of come for me to swallow, she cautioned herself as she flipped over onto her tummy and got between Rashaan’s widespread legs. Bill’s big load nearly drowned me and Rashaan is sure to shoot just as much!

		But she knew somehow that she could handle it. She wanted to taste it; to swallow mouthful after mouthful of the super-hot goo for Rashaan…and for the cameras, so she and her naughty hubby could enjoy the steamy images from this night over and over again at home!

		It’s going to be so hot; watching this with Ronny! She told herself eagerly. My pervy husband is going to go crazy when he sees me sucking off this huge black dick and gobbling down this guy’s come!

		“Oh, Jesus, baby; you sure going after it,” Rashaan groaned as she started to deep-throat his massive dick moments later, her tongue lashing at it as her lips moved up and down the shaft, “that’s for fucking sure!”

		The only sound in the room when he stopped speaking was the slurpy noises her lips made on his enormous prick and the soft moans of pure pleasure emanating from his throat as she sucked. Bristol cupped his huge nuts in her palms and rolled them together as she blew him.

		Rashaan sighed and said, “Fuck, little mama, you sure must want a mouthful; the way you suckin’!”

		After a few more minutes of her intense blowjob, the black man began to scoot around on the bed under her, his fingers toying with her long red locks, guiding her lips up and down. She was totally “in the zone” now; taking every inch he had to offer, lapping hungrily at that monster cock, jonesing for a blast of his heavy cock cream!

		She didn’t have to wait long. Rashaan gasped and moaned: and his fingers tightened around her hair.

		He was soon pulling her head down as far as it would go on his throbbing cock meat, feeling her lips kiss his pubic hair with every downward stroke. Rashaan sighed, “Oh, fuck, Red; get ready…’cause here it cooooooommmmme!”

		A jet of spunk so powerful it filled her mouth in an instant hit the roof of her mouth. She tried to swallow all of it, but there was just too much!

		Twin streamers of jism shot out her nose and dripped back down onto his geysering cock, only to be swallowed by Bristol again. She kept her throat open and her lips moving, milking Rashaan’s thick cock for all the come she could get!

		There proved to be a small ocean of it! She ended up with her lower face covered in shiny spunk and dripping down onto the bed as she licked the last of the thick semen from his dwindling cock head. Bristol was proud of herself: she had gotten most of it inside her tummy!

		“Did you like that?” She asked him breathlessly, her mouth tasting heavily of male come; her chest heaving.

		“That was hot!” Rashaan said with a grin. “You quite the little cocksucker, babe; give me a minute to rest up, and we’ll see how you like taking my big old black dick…doggie style!”

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		He had come again just now, as he had watched Bristol blow Rashaan! He hadn’t been able to help it!

		The whole thing was just too hot. He had gasped aloud when the black man had exploded into his wife’s sucking mouth and he had seen those twin jets of spunk rocket out her nose.

		Ronny had been toying with his once again hard cock, moaning and rocking back and forth in the seat of his truck, watching her pretty face impaling itself endlessly on that fat black cock! He couldn’t believe what a slut she was being for his cameras tonight: and he found that he reveled in it!

		When Rashaan had started to spunk her mouth, Ronny hadn’t been able to hold back. He whipped his dick off like there was no tomorrow, filling his towel once again with gobs of hot jizz, grunting about what an utter ho’ his wife was being, grinning like a maniac…

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		She found herself eager to fuck Rashaan again! She didn’t care which way they did it—the position they had used before, with her on her flat on her back, or doggie, or with her on top, riding that magnificent hunk of dark meat—she just wanted to feel it inside her again!

		She felt a little guilty about that. Ronny had a bigger than average cock: it should have been more than enough for her and she knew it!

		But not every girl got to…experiment the way she did, now that she was a hotwife, she told herself as she finished repairing her make up in the bathroom mirror—it had taken both small washcloths this cheap motel provided to clean away the spunk from her face—and she had briefly fooled with her hair a little also.

		I don’t know how long we’re going to keep doing this…HOTWIFE stuff, she told herself. So I’m going to take full advantage of it while it’s happening, in case it goes away tomorrow!

		She didn’t think it would end that abruptly. Ronny seemed even more hooked on it than ever, and she wasn’t going to stop anytime soon if she didn’t have to; that was for sure!

		After Ronny had seen her sucking that fat black cock tonight and swallowing all of Rashaan’s come, she bet he would be hotter than ever to see her…in action, in the future! She switched off the bathroom light and sauntered, still fully nude, back into the bedroom, her big breasts rolling around provocatively on her chest as she moved out into the room.

		And I’m going to give him a great fuck to record right now, she thought proudly to herself as she got back on the bed and crawled toward her black lover. Or at least I’m going to try…

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		Just look at her, he thought, staring down at his tablet in prideful disbelief; she can’t wait to fuck him again!

		Bristol was really strutting her stuff as she approached the bed, rolling her bare tits around alluringly, flaunting her ass and her naked pussy! She was smiling down at Rashaan like he was an especially tasty treat and she hadn’t eaten in days!

		And his big cock was almost hard already, just from the sight of her. Ronny shivered as she got onto the bed on her hands and knees with the black dude and presented her pussy for his inspection, and his penetration.

		His wife waggled her butt at him, spreading her legs a little, like a bitch in heat, waiting for her stud doggie to mount her! Rashaan got up onto his knees and approached her, his hard prick in his fist.

		She sighed as he rubbed the thick cock head up and down her weeping slit and centered it in her offered pussy mouth. Bristol looked up at the overhead camera and shot him a little smile as Rashaan took her fully once again, all the way up to his big balls!

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		“It…it goes in so deeeeeeep this way!” Bristol crooned as the mammoth cock finally nudged past the entrance to her pussy and began to slide inside her once again.

		She was on her knees and elbows on the bed, her ass cocked up into the air to give Rashaan even better access to her pussy. Her big breasts were puddled beneath her, into the bedcovers, and her black lover had a hold of each ass cheek, steadying her as he slid into her.

		“Oh, fuuuuuccckkkkk!” She moaned as the huge cock bottomed out in her.

		It had just seemed to keep going and going! By the time she felt Rashaan’s nut sac bounce off her ass, she was wondering if there was any end to his cunt-stretching hardness!

		“Man, you tight, girl,” he sighed as he berthed himself balls-deep in her pussy; “don’t that old man of yours ever fuck this snug little hole for you?”

		“Not as much as I’d like,” she admitted truthfully in a whisper, regretting what she’d just said almost as soon as the words had passed her lips.

		She hoped the microphone hadn’t picked that up! Bristol realized it had been wrong of her to disparage Ronny to another man, especially one who was fucking her!

		“Oh, oh, don’t do it too hard,” she begged as Rashaan began to withdraw and then plunge back into her, “not yet; let me get used to how…thick you are!”

		“However you like it, little mama,” her lover laughed. “Fast, slow, deep, hard…it don’t matter to me; just as long as I get to fuck this hot little pussy of yours!”

		Bristol moaned and shook her ass for him as he drove in and out of her. She knew that Ronny was capturing every thrust, every lunge on video, and that thrilled her almost as much as what Rashaan was doing to her mashed-open cunt!

		It must look so….NASTY, she thought, his big old black cock forcing my pink little lips open so wide, burying itself in me over and over again!

		Rashaan was picking up speed as he fucked her. The sound of his thighs slapping against hers increased in both intensity and frequency.

		Oh, man, he’s really giving it to me now! She thought a minute later, reveling in how good it felt to be so bad!

		Her lover moved his right hand off her ass and down her ribcage as he banged down into her. Prying her right tit out of the covers, he began to knead her nipple as he fucked her, and that felt so nice!

		“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah,” she whined pleadingly, “touch my nippies while you give it to me!”

		His left hand vanished from her bottom for a moment, only to return, his finger moistened with saliva so he could start to work it into her ass! She groaned and said, “No, don’t play with me…back there! I…I don’t like it!”

		But Rashaan paid her no mind, gradually easing the slick finger in knuckle-deep into her asshole. Bristol shivered all over but made no further protest as he began to finger-fuck her ass while he tugged at her nipple and ravaged her pussy!

		It just felt too good to stop him! Her pussy was on fire with the need to come around his plunging cock, and her nipple was about to explode with sensation as well.

		And his finger up her butt felt so right! She just gave herself over to the feeling and let him do whatever he wanted to her body, realizing that she was about to come. And that it was going to be a huge one!

		“Doooooooooo meeeeeeeeeee,” she pleaded deliriously, shaking all over as her climax rushed down upon her. “Oh, fuck, I neeeeeeeeeed it!”

		Rashaan hammered away in her pussy, his big finger all the way up her clenching ass now; her tit jerking beneath his tweaking fingertips. His breath had grown ragged, and she knew he was about to come right along with her!

		“Flood me,” she begged, all but out of control with lust, “give me all of your hot spunk…right up my tight pussy!”

		“Oh, shit, but you a hot little bitch!” Rashaan roared, his cock bucking deep inside her, spewing out its deluge of hot cream.

		“Aggghhhhhhhh!” She moaned as the super-heated goo hit her clit and she started to orgasm too.

		This is the best one EVER! Bristol thought as both her holes and her tits began to spasm at once.

		She thought about being inundated with a black man’s fiery ball juice and knowing that her husband was catching every second of it on camera--she just KNEW he was—and began to come even harder…

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		He gritted his teeth and willed himself not to come for a third time tonight, wanting to save some nut juice for his cheating wife once he was back inside the motel room with her. He quit stroking his dick and just stared at the volume of come Rashaan was gushing into Bristol’s pussy while the cameras recorded it all.

		Fuck, this guy is really spunking her again! He thought half in despair/ half in ecstasy. My poor little Bris’s cunt is flooded with his jizz!

		Ronny watched the thick white fluid roll out of Bristol’s over-filled pussy in shiny, pearlescent waves. It ran down her and dripped down onto the bedspread, forming a small lake of semen.

		“So much,” Ronny wheezed, straining to keep his hand off his dick, “that black fucker is shooting so fucking much of that white goo of his into my baby’s pussy!

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		“You don’t have to go, you know,” she told him teasingly. “I rented the room for the whole night; and my husband knows where I am.”

		“It’s mighty tempting,” Rashaan told her with a big grin, staring at her luscious bare tits and come-laden pussy lips. “But I got to be someplace early in the morning. And I gotta’ go home and change first.”

		He reached around her and swatted her on her naked ass as he prepared to leave, saying, “Otherwise, I’d stay here in bed with you and have me some of this. And that’s for sure!”

		She shivered with fear…the fear tinged with lust, as she pictured his big black dick sliding up her bottom! It was probably too big to fit, but if he had stayed…she knew she’d have let him at least try to put it up her ass!

		“Maybe next time,” he said, getting up off the bed.

		“Oh, is there going to be a next time?” She asked him saucily, her brown eyes flashing with amusement.

		“There’s always a next time, after a girl has sampled what I’m packing, pretty mama,” he said confidently. “Call me.”

		He kissed her on the forehead and then stepped over to open the door. She lay back on the bed showing him her spunky pussy and smiling at him invitingly.

		But he opened the door and then he was gone!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight: Bristol

		

		I Can’t Believe You Did That!

		

		Bristol arranged herself carefully on the messed up bed. She knew Ronny would be along any minute, now that Rashaan had left, and she wanted to stage herself just so for him!

		She opened her legs wide, so her man could see the massive flow of pearly-white come still oozing out of her recently-violated pussy mouth. It was flowing like a small river and it was so thick and unrelenting, she just knew it would drive Ronny half crazy when he saw it!

		There was a light knock on the door just then. She arranged the pillows under her head and smiled over at the doorway, whispering, “Use your key to let yourself in, darling. I’ve got something to show you!”

		The door eased open and Ronny stepped inside, closing and locking it behind him. He started to speak excitedly, saying, “I got it all, babe! I got every second of it, and you should see it…”

		His voice trailed off as he caught sight of his wife sprawled out on the bed, her pussy leaking a steady outflow of another man’s jism, her breasts red and puffy from being mauled by her lover! His jaw dropped open and stayed that way!

		“He…he really cut loose in me, darling,” she sighed, opening her legs still more, to better show off her massive creampie. “There was just so much! Did you see?”

		Ronny made a sound like a wild beast and started ripping at his clothes as he stumbled toward the bed…

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		It’s like a small river! Ronny thought as he stared down unbelievingly at Bristol’s red, slightly puffy pussy mouth with Rashaan’s come leaking out of it. There’s just so fucking MUCH of it!

		He knew he shouldn’t! This was beyond pervy…the sudden impulse gripping him was downright…skeevy!

		What sort of man tongues another guy’s come out of his wife pussy and swallows it? He asked himself guiltily as he licked his lips.

		He had done it last time, when Bristol had fucked that Bill guy. But that had been part of a wild sixty-nine; his cheating wife had been sucking his cock at the time!

		He knew some guys did it, from the cuckold websites he’d browsed. It had always disgusted him; the idea of a man “cleaning up” his wife’s cunt after another guy had “soiled” it!

		But he now found himself drawn to Bristol’s steamy snatch as a chunk of metal is attracted by a magnet. He eased down onto the bed.

		He knew what male come tasted like—he’d swallowed enough of that Bill fucker’s after that night at the club last weekend, when Bristol had fed it to him—and she’d gotten super turned on when he’d done it! He somehow sensed she’d react the same way if he…if he…was to go down on her flooded pussy right now!

		Inexorably, his mouth seemed to seek her gleaming-with-spunk lower lips. He shuddered and stopped himself just as his tongue was about to shoot out and harvest a big mouthful of Rashaan’s jism!

		I’m NOT a queer! He told himself as he stared down longingly at his wife’s well-spunked pussy slit. I can’t let myself DO that! What would Bristol think?

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		“Oh, you naughty, naughty baby,” she sighed in ecstasy as she watched her kinky husband struggle not to eat her sloppy pussy as if Rashaan’s spunk was the cream filling in an obscene pastry. “Don’t you want eat mama’s pussy just a little bit, when it’s full of another man’s come, before you fuck me?”

		She hadn’t been surprised by his reaction at all! From perusing hotwife websites, she knew some cuckolded men reveled in “cleaning up” after their wife’s lovers. Based on their experience with Bill, she had all but expected her manly husband to behave like one of them!

		It was a shocking idea in some ways, but in another way, she found it to be oh, so sexy as well. She murmured with delight and worked her spunk-filled pussy up off the bed, offering it to her husband’s tongue.

		All of a sudden, Ronny straightened up and thrust his steely-hard dick all the way into her juicy depths while uttering a guttural growl. He was now fucking her like a maniac—as if to prove to her and to himself that he was still all man—even though both him and his wife were still imagining his handsome face shiny with another guy’s semen! She pulled him down for a hot tongue-kiss instead as she wrapped her slender arms around his chest and began to fuck him back.

		God, this is so…kinky! She thought, already on the edge of coming, even though he had just started to ravage her with his ultra-stiff cock. And I love it! I just LOVE it!

		Her husband felt her pussy contract around his gliding dick and moaned into her mouth. She felt his hot jism spurting into her, to mesh with her black lover’s.

		There was nothing else like this…nothing at all!

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		I think that was the best orgasm I’ve ever had! Ronny told himself as he pulled his spent dick out of Bristol’s creamy pussy.

		I thought for a moment that I’d never stop coming! It was so spectacular…so HOT…so utterly depraved!

		He was also thoroughly ashamed of himself. He still could almost feel the thick coating of another man’s jism on his cheeks and chin, and he could taste the acrid tang of Rashaan’s spunk on his tongue as if he hadn’t stopped himself from doing “clean up duty” just now!

		He knew Bristol had imaging that too! She had gone absolutely crazy just now when he’d fucked her!

		And he’d never seen his dick so pumped up as it had been when he’d entered her; and her tongue had seemed to go wild in his mouth while they were screwing so passionately!

		He stared down at his wife’s serene brown eyes and she smiled back up at him as if to say: everything’s okay between us, darling. You can be as pervy as you want with me…and I won’t care!

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		“Wait until you see this,” Ronny said excitedly, as they stared down at his tablet’s screen together. “It’s spectacular!”

		Bristol saw the image of herself on her tummy, in this very bed, sucking Rashaan’s unbelievably wide black dick. She marveled at how raunchy she looked, her lips stretched as far open as they would go; the swirl of her tongue around the shiny ebony shaft as it made a big bulge in her hollowed-with-suction cheeks.

		Rashaan groaned and announced he was coming on the screen, and she watched, fascinated, as his cock exploded up into her mouth and she began to swallow! A gasp left her lips when she saw the two streams of come exit her nose and gush down onto his cock shaft, only to be sucked in and swallowed by her nursing lips!

		“He really jizzed me, baby,” she moaned to her husband as she watched, “there was just so fucking…much of it for me to swallow!”

		Ronny shivered as if he had been left outside in a full gale with no clothes on! He croaked, “I can’t believe you gobbled down almost all of that guy’s come! I just can’t believe it!”

		“Pictures don’t lie,” she whispered to him, reaching over for his rapidly-stiffening cock, “do they?”

		Her husband gasped for breath, too turned on to speak. She licked his cock head briefly; then asked him, “Did you like it? Did you like watching me swallow a black man’s big load?”

		Ronny whined and managed to pant, “It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen!”

		She grinned up at him and asked, “Even hotter than all of those hotwife sites on your computer?”

		At first, he stiffened, ashamed at being busted by his wife for watching porn behind her back. But then he slowly broke into relieved-looking smile and whispered, “You put all of those bitches to shame, babe. You’re the real thing…they’re only actresses!”

		Bristol felt so relieved: everything was all out in the open between them now! He knew that she knew all about his dark fantasies and—rather than being appalled by them--she was openly embracing them …

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		“Do…Doooooooooo it!” She crooned as his big cock knifed into her well-lubed anus.

		She looked back at him over her shoulder and whispered, “You know Rashaan wanted my ass tonight too, don’t you?”

		Ronny grinned and fucked her even harder. He panted, “He could never get that monster of his up this tiny little hole! I can barely do that, and I’m a lot thinner than he is!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she sighed, as he began to caress her pussy with his fingertips while he fucked her ass. “You’re big enough, baby! You really stretch my little ass out!”

		“Not as much as that black guy would have,” Ronny grunted, fucking hard.

		He palmed her dangling right tit was his free hand and began to squeeze it as he murmured, “Still…it would be hot to see you try to take that big black dick of his up this tiny little asshole!”

		“Dream on,” she giggled, shaking her bottom for him as he banged into it, “that’s never going to happen! He’s just too damned thick!”

		He didn’t say anything further; he just let his thoughts run wild, imagining himself in her pussy while Rashaan’s huge black cock was up her trim little ass! It couldn’t happen: he realized that on one level.

		Rashaan was just too big!

		Still, fantasizing about it was nothing but hot! He thought about how small that young porn actress he had watched on that website was, and concentrated on the image of those two huge cocks splitting her front and rear at the same time!

		Oh, oh, FUCK; that would be so great to see! He told herself. It would probably kill my poor little Bris if she actually tried it…but it’s such a turn on to daydream about!

		

		****

		

		Ronny couldn’t seem to let go of the image. As they lay in each other’s arms--resting after the shower they had taken together at the conclusion of their torrid round of butt-sex—he reached for his tablet and fast-forwarded to the last fuck his wife and Rashaan had shared.

		“Look; just look how hot you got when he fingered your asshole while he fucked you with that donkey-dick of his!” Ronny said triumphantly as he showed her the visual evidence of her lewd arousal.

		Bristol admitted, “I do look totally turned on at having my black lover’s thick finger jammed up my asshole and his huge dick in my pussy!”

		The image of her onscreen started to come furiously and her tits jerked right along with her clit spasms as she watched Rashaan flood her pussy with jizz!

		“Yeah, that was hot,” she reluctantly confessed. “But his cock is, like, ten times as big around as his finger! It would never fit, I keep telling you!”

		Ronny was suddenly sulky, like a six year old boy whose parents have just informed him that he couldn’t have a pony for Christmas. Bristol reached out and ruffled his wet hair and said, “I’d do it for you if I could, darling. You know that. But I just don’t think I can manage it.”

		“I’d love to see you at least try,” he told her hopefully.

		“We’ll see,” she said, with a tiny hand wave of dismissal.

		She stared at him and then flashed him a wanton smile as she murmured, “Would you like to be inside the room with us, the next time I see him?”

		Ronny looked startled out his funk by that idea. He said, “You mean you want that big black dick of his again?”

		She giggled with embarrassment as she admitted, “Sure I do, if you don’t mind, that is! What’s the matter, are you jealous, all of a sudden?”

		He grinned back boyishly and said, “No, I’m just surprised, is all. You kind of shut him down tonight, when he was leaving.”

		Sliding into her husband’s arms, she whispered, “I was just playing hard to get; that’s all. I didn’t want him to think I was all gaga over his big dick.”

		“Well, aren’t you?” He asked her playfully, his big smile still in place.

		“Of course I am,” she answered truthfully, “but I didn’t want him to know that! Don’t you know anything about the art of seduction?”

		“You women are evil,” Ronny said with a sigh. “I’ve always suspected it.”

		“That’s part of what makes us so alluring,” she whispered, running her tongue along his left earlobe as she spoke. “Wouldn’t you like to see me fuck him again, darling? Wouldn’t you like to be in the room with us, when it was happening?”

		Ronny shivered in her arms and murmured, “More than anything!”

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		“Did you call him today?” Ronny demanded as he burst into the kitchen from the garage later that week.

		“Of course not,” she told him, turning the frying pan down a notch. “It’s still too soon.”

		Clearly disappointed by her answer, Ronny went over to the refrigerator and pulled out a can of beer. He snapped open the top and took several large swallows before saying, “Too soon; hell, it’s been almost a week already!”

		Bristol smiled at him and answered, “We don’t want him to think I’m too anxious, now do we?”

		Her husband let out a big sigh of frustration and asked instead, “When are you going to call him?”

		She chuckled at his impatience. He was so cute, when he got this horny!

		“Soon; I promise, darling,” she told Ronny, patting him on the cheek. “Now finish your beer and get washed up for dinner. I’ll call Rashaan tomorrow night or the night after that.”

		He brightened at that, asking, “Do you think he’ll go for it?”

		Bristol smiled at her husband confidently and said, “I’m almost sure he will. Rashaan acted very intrigued at the idea of you sharing me with other guys, when I told him about it at the restaurant that night.”

		Ronny started for the bathroom, but she took his elbow and halted him in mid-step, saying, “Remember, he thinks we’ve already done this a few times before, with other men. So don’t let on that it’s our first ever threesome when it happens, okay?”

		“Got it,” he assured her with a grin, “you can count on me!”

		

		****

		

		“Hey, there, Rashaan; it’s me…Bristol,” she breathed into her cell phone. “It’s around seven o’clock on Tuesday night. Call me back, won’t you?”

		She broke the connection and looked over at Ronny. He was nervously nursing a beer at the kitchen table while she sat on a stool at the counter across the room.

		The phone rang almost immediately. She grinned at him and answered, saying, “Hi, yourself, handsome; I wasn’t sure you’d call back, especially so soon.”

		She winked at Ronny as she said into the phone, “Oh, you’re so sweet!”

		Waiting a few beats, she continued with, “You remember the last time we got together; when I told you my husband likes to share me?”

		She took a sip of her scotch and soda as she waited for Rashaan to finish speaking, looking over at Ronny all the while. Bristol nodded affirmatively and then said: “He was very excited when I told him all about my night with you. He wants to see us together; you know, join in on the fun? What would you think about the three of us getting together this weekend; maybe at that same motel?”

		Taking another big pull of her cocktail, she answered, “Because we don’t want you to know where we live yet…until we get to know you a little better, that is.”

		Bristol giggled and then said, “No, it’s not because you’re black. Very few people we’ve partied with know where we live.”

		Winking at Ronny again, she said, “Either Friday night or Saturday night is good with us. Make it easy on yourself.”

		After a moment, she said, “Okay, Saturday night it is. How about eight o’clock?”

		Bristol nodded at her husband and finished with: “We’ll be there. We can’t wait!”

		She ended the conversation and dropped her cell phone into her purse on the counter, finishing her scotch in two big swallows. It looked as if Ronny was about to pass out from excitement as she proudly announced, “It’s on!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine: Bristol

		

		Three

		

		“This is going to be a lot trickier than last time,” Ronny groused as he finished installing the last camera and microphone set up. “With me being in the room with you two, I’m just going to have to let both the cameras run and edit the feed later.”

		“Aw, you poor baby,” Bristol replied teasingly, “if it’s too much work for you, I guess you could always sit out in the truck again and watch, while Rashaan and I party!”

		“No one likes a smart ass,” Ronny replied good-naturedly, making sure the cover to the light fixture went back on straight.

		“Then quit complaining and pour me a drink, why don’t you?” His wife told him with a big grin. “It’s almost time for our guest to arrive.”

		“I don’t know how you can be so calm,” Ronny said as he mixed her the scotch and soda; then hid his tools away in a satchel that he tossed halfway under the bed. “I’m nervous as a cat.”

		“Hush and run out to the truck and check on the feed one more time,” she cautioned him, taking a sip of her drink. “We don’t want you to be coming in from outside when he gets here. It might make him suspicious.”

		Ronny nodded, finished his beer in three big swallows, and tossed the empty can into the waste basket with the three others he’d rapidly downed this evening already. He hurried out the motel door to his truck, ran through a quick audio and video check on his tablet; shoved the valuable tablet out of sight under the seat, then locked the truck and rushed back inside the room.

		“Want another beer?” Bristol asked him, sliding the cover off the ice chest.

		“God, do I ever?” Ronny sighed, accepting the frosty Bud with shaking fingers.

		“Hey, go easy on that stuff,” she cautioned him. “We want you relaxed but still able to function. It would be all kinds of embarrassing if you couldn’t get hard tonight.”

		Ronny laughed and guzzled his beer. He assured her, “I don’t think that’s going to be a problem, babe. I’ve been half hard all day, just from imagining you naked with this Rashaan dude, and both of you being in the same room with me!”

		She smiled at his obvious confidence, finished her drink, and went into the small bathroom to change into her sexy lingerie. It was fifteen till eight; the hour Rashaan was set to arrive…

		

		****

		

		“Rashaan, this is my husband, Ronny,” she said as the tall black man stepped into the motel room.

		She closed and locked the door behind him. Ronny and Rashaan shook hands awkwardly.

		“Would you like a cocktail?” She asked her black lover. “We brought along scotch and Canadian whiskey and vodka, just in case. And there’s some beer in that ice chest. Ronny favors beer.”

		“I’d like some of that whiskey, if you don’t mind,” Rashaan told her with a smile, “just ice, no water, if you please.”

		There was an awkward silence in the room as Bristol quickly fixed his drink of choice. The black man looked at Ronny and asked, “You’re sure you’re okay with this, man?”

		Ronny looked as if he was about to jump out of his skin from nervousness, but he managed to croak, “S-Sure I am. Why wouldn’t I be? We’ve done it before, you know?”

		“That’s what Bristol said,” Rashaan nodded, accepting the glass of whiskey and taking a sip of it.

		He looked over at his hostess, dressed in the all-but-transparent lingerie outfit and smiled as he said, “I don’t know that I’d be up for sharing a woman this fine, if she was mine.”

		“It…it’s a little kinky, I’ll have to admit,” Ronny stammered, draining his beer and tossing it into the trash.

		Rashaan turned back to him and asked, “Have you got a descent-sized cock, Ronny-boy? I can see you wanting to call in reinforcements, if you’ve got a tiny little white pecker.”

		He glanced over at Bristol again and finished with, “She might be too much for one man to handle at that. She’s a hot one!”

		“My Ronny has a great cock,” she told Rashaan defensively, slipping an arm around her husband’s neck. “Show him, Ronny; show him your big dick!”

		Ronny blushed crimson, but slowly reached down for the zipper at the front of his jeans as both of them watched. His fingers shook with nervousness as he unzipped his pants and then undid both them and his belt.

		Bristol breathed easier as the jeans parted and Ronny’s jockey shorts came into view. He was as hard as he could be, even with two sets of eyes on him, as he wriggled out of the tight jeans and pulled down his underwear.

		“That is a nice cock, for a white boy,” Rashaan said, clearly impressed by Ronny’s thick hard on, “It’s not nearly as big as mine, but it’s not small, either.”

		“B-Bristol said you had a huge one,” Ronny blurted nervously, leaning over and fishing a new beer out of the cooler. His face colored as he admitted: “She likes guys who are really hung.”

		Rashaan smiled as he took this as his signal to get undressed. He stood up, chugalugged the rest of his drink and placed the empty glass on the nearby nightstand, slipping out of his sport coat and starting in on his shirt buttons.

		Ronny watched him, his eyes growing large as their black visitor stripped to the waist first, and then undid both his belt and his trousers, unzipping them and letting them fall to the floor. Rashaan kicked off his loafers and stepped out of both them and his discarded pants, now dressed only in his baggy boxer shorts.

		“Holy fuck,” Ronny said as his rival’s huge black dick came into view when Rashaan doffed the boxers.

		Bristol knew her husband had seen it over a dozen times by now in that video he had shot but she was the first of admit that seeing it on film and seeing it in person were obviously two different things! Her nipples immediately began to stiffen up inside the barely-there lingerie and she could feel her pussy getting very moist as she stared at the mammoth cock and balls alongside her husband.

		Suddenly feeling the need to seize control in the bedroom, she said, as she shrugged out of her peignoir and lifted off her top, “I want to start off the evening by sucking both those big cocks until they’re as hard as they can be.”

		The two men leered at her approvingly as she proceeded to slip out of the thong accompanying her outfit—leaving herself totally naked in front of them—and sat down on the edge of the mattress, about halfway down the king-size bed. Her two lovers came over to her at once, Ronny whipping off his knit shirt and kicking out of his shoes as he crossed the room.

		All of them were now completely bare and her husband and her lover stood in front of her, their cocks almost fully erect. She smiled up at them as she hefted each of the substantial pricks in her palms; bring their cock heads up even with her lips.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, so much yummy dick for me to suck,” she sighed theatrically, licking first the head of Ronny’s and then Rashaan’s prick until they both shone with a gleaming coat of her slick saliva.

		Ronny moaned as his wife’s lips enveloped all of his cock in one head bob. His knees trembled as she began to suck, her tongue all over him as she did so.

		“Man, she’s quite the cocksucker, isn’t she?” Rashaan commented admiringly as he watched her at work on her husband’s dick.

		Bristol’s man didn’t reply. He was clearly too busy trying not to shoot off already inside his sexy wife’s nursing mouth.

		“Now it’s your turn, handsome,” she said, looking up at Rashaan as she let Ronny’s hard cock slip from her saliva-glistening lips.

		“Oh, oh, man, that’s so nice,” Rashaan groaned as she sucked in the head and about six inches of his girth, her tongue lashing at him.

		“L-Look at her swallow it all!” Ronny gasped, watching his wife gobble up the hefty black cock until it was nearly all in her mouth!

		“Oh, man; she’s a real hottie,” Rashaan sighed as she began to bob her head in and out, looking over at Ronny, “you’re one lucky dude, to have a woman like her in your bed every night!”

		Bristol almost swooned from sheer excitement when she heard Rashaan say that to Ronny! She looked up at her husband and thought to herself that she had never seen him this turned on before…not ever!

		His dick stood out like a crowbar from his body, all hard and throbbing and ready for sex. And his eyes!

		Ronny’s blue eyes were bugged out so far she thought they might pop right out of his head as he watched her suck another man’s cock in person for the first time! When she winked at him and brought her right hand up to tenderly toy with Rashaan’s heavy ball sac as she nursed at his fat dick; she thought Ronny was going to lose it then and there!

		This…this is so much…FUN! Bristol told herself, her nipples straining with arousal; they felt so thoroughly plumped out…so full! And my pussy…my pussy is leaking so much juice that the bedspread underneath me is getting positively DRENCHED with lubricant!

		She glanced up at Ronny again and saw he was in seventh heaven. He was sighing and his chest was heaving as he watched her being the baddest of bad girls for him!

		He’s seen me do this on that video countless times by now, she thought.

		Bristol had watched it with him several times—each time with spectacular results: they had fucked like a pair of maniacs!—but she suspected he had watched it by himself a lot more; jacking off to her antics with the studly Rashaan! She hadn’t begrudged Ronny that pleasure; not really: not as long as he was still able to get good and hard for her when she needed it. And that had seemed to no longer be a problem, as of late!

		“Got to fuck that hot little pussy of yours, Bristol,” Rashaan grunted at that moment, moving his hips back slightly, dragging his pulsing dick from her lips.

		The black man looked over at Ronny and said, “That is, if you don’t mind? I ain’t sure how this is supposed to work tonight, man.”

		“N-No, go right ahead,” Ronny assured him breathlessly.

		Then he seemed to remember his wife and looked down at her in a mild panic and asked, “If that’s okay with you, honey?”

		“It’s more than okay,” Bristol assured him, sighing up at the two men and reaching for Rashaan’s cock as she lay back on the bed, “I want this huge thing inside me…and I want you to see me taking it; taking it deep!”

		Ronny groaned aloud as he watched his cheating wife scoot over into the middle of the big bed and Rashaan kneel his way onto it. They were now acting as if they were alone in the motel bedroom; like two lovers sharing an illicit liaison; and that was clearly alright with the eager cuckold!

		Bristol moaned as Rashaan took a big breast in each hand and began to tweak her up-thrust nipples. She squirmed about impatiently underneath him and reached out for his cock once more.

		I really don’t need anymore foreplay, she thought to herself. I’m about to come already, without either of their cocks even touching me!

		Rashaan seemed to sense that as well. He toyed with her sensitive nipples for only a few seconds longer, then centered his huge dick in her juicy pink folds and pushed forward with his hips.

		Her gleaming pink petals parted for him and his big black dick sank slowly inside her, an inch at a time. It felt so great to Bristol to be taken this way—by a mammoth black prick while her husband watched—that she nearly came right then!

		“He…he’s…fucking you!” Ronny gasped incredulously as Rashaan bottomed out in his wife. “He’s really doing it!”

		“Oh, God, is he ever?” She sighed contentedly as she smiled up at her husband when Rashaan began to really hammer her. “Is this what you wanted to see, baby? Is it?”

		Ronny didn’t answer. He merely groaned, long and hard, like a man in distress as he watched wife getting fucked silly by another guy.

		But there was no mistaking the look in his eyes: Bristol could see that her husband was as keyed up as he had ever been in his life! His hard dick looked ready to explode and his breath was coming in gasps as he watched the girthy black prick spit her open again and again.

		“Ooh, it feels so good,” she murmured theatrically for her husband’s benefit, wrapping her arms around Rashaan’s hunching body and drawing herself closer to him, her eyes never leaving Ronny’s.

		Poor Ronny quivered as if he’d been caught in an icy blast and his cock jerked up and down. Bristol was sure if anyone had touched it just then, it would have spewed a rich load of cream all over the bed and its two occupants.

		“Oh, fuck, his prick is so wide, darling!” She breathed in gathering ecstasy, grinding her clit against the gliding hardness. “It goes into me so deeeeeeeeep!”

		She purred out the last word, getting ready to come already, her brown eyes glittering with arousal; her whole being entranced by the cheap thrill of putting on this lewd show for her hubby! Ronny groaned as if she were crushing his nuts under her heel, but she could see that he loved this….he absolutely loved it…nearly as much as she did!

		“Oh, babe, I got a big load for you tonight,” Rashaan warned just then. “Gotta’ cream you! Gotta’ cream this hot little pussy of yours with old Ronny watching!”

		Bristol started to orgasm! She wailed out her own bliss under Rashaan, tossing her hips up to meet his hungry thrusts.

		“Oh, yeah; here it comes!” Rashaan sighed and began to spunk her.

		A deluge of his hot goo bathed her insides, ramping up her own orgasm’s heat immediately. She just hung on and came and came around her lover’s gushing cock…

		

		****

		

		“Can…can you feel me at all,” Ronny breathed into her ear as he began to fuck her as soon as Rashaan had pulled out, “after…him?”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I sure can, baby,” she moaned as he rode her deep and hard, his engorged dick gliding in and out over her throbbing clitty on a huge cushion of his rival’s hot spunk! “You feel wonderful…just like he did!”

		Ronny reacted as if she had just shoved a huge vibrator up his asshole and switched it on! He threw back his head and roared, as his cock began to spew inside her as well.

		Another hot load of jism seemed just right to her at that moment, with Rashaan smiling down, sipping his whiskey and watching her and Ronny fuck. She started to climax again—not a big one, like she’d shared with her black lover a few minutes before—but it felt good anyway, to feel those familiar spasms clenching their way through her as Rashaan looked on approvingly…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten: Bristol

		

		Exploring New Ground

		

		“Man, you sure got a lot of jism inside that tiny little pussy of yours,” Rashaan observed, as he watched a steady stream of pearly-white goo leaking out of Bristol’s slightly gapped-open twat.

		She smiled at him and murmured, ‘You ought to know. You were responsible for a lot of it.”

		Looking over at Ronny, who was lying on the other side of her in the bed, she found that he, too, was enraptured by the sight of all that spunk running out of her. A taboo thrill ran though her as she imagined her kinky man easing over between her spread legs as licking out a huge tongue-full of it and swallowing, right before Rashaan’s incredulous eyes.

		Normally, that would have struck her as being so hot! But now she realized that she might be embarrassed by her cuckold husband’s mostly unheeded “clean up” impulses.

		Rashaan might not find Ronny’s preoccupation with another man’s jizz as sexy as she did! He might think her guy was queer—which she knew he wasn’t—and that might have started a fistfight in the small motel room!

		“Hey, let’s all take a shower together,” she suggested—just to head off any potential trouble--starting to get up off the bed.

		“Sounds like fun at that,” Rashaan said, scooting out of her way so that she could exit the bed more easily.

		“Yeah, count me in, “Ronny said, eagerly following them into the small bathroom.

		

		****

		

		“You boys are not being helpful!” Bristol chided them with mock disapproval, pushing their soapy hands off her breasts and away from her pussy slit. “At this rate, it will take all night to finish this shower.”

		“That’s true,” Rashaan said with a wolfish grin, going after her titties again, “but it might be fun.”

		“Let’s stay in until the hot water starts to run out,” Ronny suggested, reaching for his wife’s waxed-bare pussy once more.

		“I have a better idea,” Bristol said, grabbing a rigid cock in each hand. “Let’s put these bad boys to a better use, after we dry off!”

		

		Ronny cut off the shower while Rashaan opened the glass door and reached for the towels. Because it was an inexpensive motel room, the towels proved woefully inadequate for the task at hand.

		But they used them anyway, because they had no choice; other than to let themselves drip dry. After another minute or two of futile swiping with the miniscule, threadbare towels, all three of them stepped back into the bedroom, eager to resume their fun and games.

		They were still a little damp, but none of them cared. First Ronny kissed her, and then he sucked her nipples while Rashaan took over the tongue-kissing duties.

		He looked up at them as he nursed at her tender little nubs, his blue eyes wide as he watched his wife suck at Rashaan’s tongue as if it was his big black cock! Bristol noted that Ronny’s dick was hard enough to break glass with as he ogled her antics!

		

		****

		

		“J-Just like that!” Bristol begged, spitting out Rashaan’s big cock for a moment so she could urge Ronny on. “Oh, God, baby; fuck me just like that!”

		“She sure is a hot little girl,” Rashaan gasped as she went back to work on his cock with her lips and tongue. “I believe she’s even hotter when you’re here, watching her, man!”

		Bristol agreed with that. Her body felt as if it were on fire as her sweet Ronny fucked her while she sucked this magnificent black cock!

		Ronny, to her surprise, joined in the conversation as he began to tease her anus with just his fingertip while rutting his hard prick in and out of her super-wet pussy slit. He murmured, “I believe you’re right. I don’t think there’s anything my little Bristol wouldn’t try, when she’s this turned on!”

		Bristol felt his fingertip desert her for a moment, but then it was back, holding a tube of sex gel! She moaned in mild protest around Rashaan’s gliding cock as Ronny proceeded to squirt the slippery gel up into her asshole and then began to finger-fuck her bottom while he screwed her pussy!

		“Oh, man, she’s got fine little ass,” Rashaan breathed heavily as Ronny really began to go after it, adding a second finger. “You ever tap that, my man?”

		Oh, God, I should stop him! Bristol told herself as her bunghole heated up around her husband’s caressing, stroking fingers. I know what he wants me to do next, and I WON’T…not with a cock as big as Rashaan’s!

		But her ardent black lover was lightly touching her cheeks with just his fingertips, before moving them down onto her breasts. And then he was twisting and pulling at the two sensitive little nubs so tenderly as he fed his massive cock in and out her sucking lips!

		And Ronny…that devil of a husband of hers was mashing his flying dick against her slippery clit. And he was still doing her ass just the way she liked it done all the while.

		Almost before she knew it, he was sliding his dick out of her pussy and replacing the two fingers in her bottom with it; now touching her clit just right as he began to butt-fuck her!

		“Oh, yeah, that’s the way to do it!” Rashaan encouraged him. “Give her your hot dick, right up her little ass, dude!”

		She looked up at him and he was grinning from ear to ear. Bristol knew he was envisioning his wide cock where Ronny’s now was.

		And the bad part about it was…she was starting to see that too, in her mind’s eye!

		

		****

		

		Bristol came like a house afire as Ronny went off inside her ass. She wriggled and groaned around Rashaan’s fat dick and twerked her bottom back onto its assailant as if she couldn’t get enough of it.

		Her pussy just seemed to detonate under Ronny’s hot stroking and her butt was sucking at his gooey cock, seeking more and more of his searing nut cream. She shivered and shook and murmured mindlessly around Rashaan’s delicious shaft, until it disappeared from her lips.

		“M-More,” she begged him, “I…I want to suck it some more!”

		But Rashaan was taking Ronny’s place on the bed behind her. She felt her husband’s spent cock easing out of her stretched-open asshole, only to be replaced by Rashaan’s much thicker one!

		“Nooooooooooooo,” she moaned as the incredibly wide cock head entered her “forbidden” hole, “not back…there!”

		She glanced up at Ronny, who had moved around in front of her and was holding both her hands as Rashaan claimed her ass for the first time ever. His blue eyes were aglitter with excitement, and she knew he wasn’t going to say a word about what was happening to her!

		Hell, he wants this as much as Rashaan does! She told herself as the big head popped inside her spunky, well-lubed opening, only to be followed by inch after inch of hot, hard cock!

		Rashaan was rubbing her clitty—just the way her husband had--and Ronny had released one of her hands so that he could massage her titties. Bristol moaned and felt Rashaan bottom out in her ass just then.

		She gave up. This was happening—there was no stopping it now--so she told herself that she may as well relax and try to enjoy it!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck; it’s starting to feel so good,” she groaned a few minutes later as the big black cock flew up and down in her stretched-open sphincter.

		Ronny, who was down on his knees in front of the bed now, still holding her hand reassuringly as he toyed with her nipples, leaned forward until his lips were inches from hers. He sighed out the question, “It…it doesn’t hurt anymore, does it?”

		“No,” she gasped, “it’s starting to feel so fucking good I can barely stand it! Squeeze my nippies, darling! I…I’m going to come!”

		Ronny leaned forward excitedly and kissed her, shoving his tongue into her mouth. He seemed to have forgotten that Rashaan’s dick had been in there just minutes ago, or maybe—knowing Ronny—he hadn’t forgotten about that at all; the knowledge just made the kiss all that more exciting for him!

		She knew it did for her! Bristol hadn’t been kidding about coming: Rashaan’s huge cock up her ass was creating a building friction that had to be felt to be believed! And his fingers on her clitty felt just right; as did Ronny’s on her titties. And her husband’s tongue halfway down her throat meant that he was very turned on by what was happening to her!

		Oh, fuck, but these guys are nothing but NASTY, she thought just before her climax hit her. And it turns out I’m just as pervy as they are!

		The orgasm broke over her like an avalanche thundering down a mountainside. She shuddered as all of her erotic zones went off at once—her ass, her pussy, and her tits—and she sucked so hard on Ronny’s tongue that she threatened to tear it out by the roots!

		“F-Fuck,” Rashaan gasped, his dick giving a mighty lurch inside her spasming butt sheath, “I’m creamin’ her! I’m coming right up your wife’s asshole, dude!”

		Ronny whined in obvious ecstasy and Bristol looked down. Through a haze of red-tinged come-fury, she saw her husband’s hard dick buck twice and then fire jet after jet of spunk onto the bedspread in front of him as he squeezed her nipples and lashed at the inside of her mouth with his tongue!

		Bristol nearly passed out from excitement as she realized that her red-hot, perverted, voyeuristic hubby was orgasming right along with her and Rashaan! There was nothing to compare to hotwife sex in the entire world…nothing at all!

		

		****

		

		“You two are a couple of kinky customers; I’ll give you that,” Rashaan said as he re-emerged from the bathroom into the bedroom, “man, that was intense!”

		Bristol was stretched out languidly on the big bed, cuddling and kissing with Ronny. A big deposit of jism rolled out of her ass opening and down onto the bedspread as she said, “Come over here and play with us some more…if you dare! We’ve got a lot more to show you, Rashaan-baby!”

		The big black man hesitated a moment, and then broke out into a grin, saying, “I’ll just be you do, honey. That wouldn’t surprise me a bit!”

		She was bluffing, of course; the things they had done so far were well beyond anything in her or Ronny’s past sexual experience. But Rashaan didn’t know that.

		The big black stud still believed—now more than ever—that she and Ronny were old hands at multiple-partner sex. And that was more than okay with them.

		She now knew Ronny to be a total fan of kinky, unusual sex. And she had watched a number of wild porn videos online herself recently, since launching her career as a hotwife!

		Bristol felt sure that between them, they’d think of any number of things to keep the handsome, well-hung Rashaan amused until morning came…

		

		****

		

		“I…I’m not sure I can do this!” Bristol sighed. “You guys are just too…thick!”

		Rashaan was already deep in her pussy and Ronny was trying to wedge his big hard on into her greased-up bottom! She had reluctantly agreed to try a “DP” –meaning a double-penetration—after downing a few more cocktails and after a long, hot foreplay session with her two honeys.

		But now that it was about to happen, she wasn’t so sure! Ronny felt as big around as Rashaan as he strained to enter her asshole!

		The two men clearly didn’t want to give up. Rashaan’s dark eyes were aglitter with lust as he urged Ronny, “Push, man, push a little harder!”

		“I…I don’t want to hurt her,” Ronny answered, keeping up the pressure as he spoke.

		“Shit, dude, pussies were made to be stretched, and so were assholes!” Rashaan told his partner in crime impatiently.

		She saw Ronny start to answer, but all at once, Bristol felt her bottom ease open a little further and her husband’s fat cock head slid inside her ass! Moaning, she said in a breathy whisper, “It’s okay, baby. You’re in me now. Just be gentle!”

		Ronny didn’t bother to answer. He just nudged his cock further forward, spearing into her forbidden opening slowly, filling her with more hard dick than she had ever imagined!

		“Oh, oh, God; so muuuuuuucchhhh,” she sighed as she felt her husband’s balls bounce off her pussy and Rashaan’s cock buried within it, “so much hard cock…all at once!”

		Her two grinning lovers began to move inside her. Bristol dug her fingernails into the bedspread and gritted her teeth to keep from crying out in pain.

		She was sitting on Rashaan’s cock as he lay on his back underneath her. And Ronny was behind her, fucking her ass while her black lover’s cock went up and down in her pussy!

		It thought this would feel better than it does! She told herself despairingly. Those porn sluts seem to really get off on it. They must be a lot better actresses than I thought they were!

		Still…she had to admit; Rashaan’s dick didn’t feel bad in her pussy. He was so big that his cock constantly glided against her clit as it slid back and forth, just as it usually did.

		And Ronny’s prick wasn’t as painful as it originally had up her ass. The steady friction was starting to feel like it normally did when he butt-fucked her, as if having a cock up your bottom could ever feel “normal”!

		“Man, she really gettin’ into it now,” Rashaan chortled just at that moment. “Look at her move that righteous little ass for you, Ronny, my man!”

		All at once, Bristol realized that he was right! She was moaning and groaning just like before, but her tits were swaying up and back as she gyrated her bottom back to meet her husband’s anal thrusts!

		“Suck ‘em; suck my hot nipples!” She sighed to Rashaan. “It…it’s starting to feel okay!”

		Her black lover’s pillowy lips surrounded her left nipple instantly and a hot thrill shot through her upper body. It vibrated right down her spine to her clit, and from there to her impaled asshole!

		“Oh, oh, God, you hot fuckers,” she murmured, feeling her pussy spasm right along with her tits and ass. “Fuck me…fuck me in both my hot holes at once!”

		Ronny and Rashaan chuckled triumphantly and really started to nail her. She whined with pure pleasure--it suddenly felt so sweet to be skewered on the two lunging cocks—and began to twerk her ass for them as they double-fucked her!

		The next few minutes were a blur of butt-banging, pussy-screwing, wailing, and coming! All three of them rutted together in mindless bliss, both of the men emptying their nuts into her at almost the same instant, with Bristol screaming and shivering all over as she came in a way she had never come before…

		

		****

		

		“Man, this was some party!” Rashaan told Ronny at sunrise, when the still nude white man opened the motel door for his now fully dressed black visitor.

		He clapped Ronny on his naked shoulder and said, “Don’t lose my phone number, dude; in case you ever want to do this again!”

		Ronny assured him that they wouldn’t as the door closed behind Rashaan. He turned to his wife who was lying on the bed with semen dribbling out of both holes and said, “That was the single greatest night of my life, babe! Thanks so much!”

		Bristol cocked her head and looked at him sheepishly, saying in mock despair: “I’m ruined! My pussy and my ass are so stretched out of shape; I doubt they’ll ever be the same!”

		Ronny padded over to the bed and turned her over onto her back. His blue eyes were gleaming as he whispered, “Oh, I wouldn’t say that, honey. Here, let me see!”

		She sucked in her breath as Ronny bent at the knees and began to stare intently at her jizz-smeared pussy! Bristol moaned as she imagined him gobbling up her clit and starting to suck it!

		He’s…he’s such a perv, she thought as she felt her tired body start to respond to his imaginary licking and sucking. But then so am I…and I love him so…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven: Bristol

		

		Never Again…Maybe

		

		“Here it is Tuesday already and I have to go back to work today and my bottom is still sore!” Bristol told her husband with faux sternness as she bustled around the kitchen. “We’re never doing anything like Saturday night again and that’s final!”

		Ronny just laughed as he packed the lunch she had just made him into his lunch pail and closed it. He sidled down the kitchen counter until he was right next to Bristol and, as he wrapped his arms around wife, he whispered in her ear: “Never again…that doesn’t sound much like the hottest girl in LA to me!”

		She tried to shrug off his embrace, but it was obvious she wasn’t trying very hard. He went on to murmur, “You sure seemed to get off last night, when the two of us watched that video from Saturday night together again, babe.”

		“That…that was different,” Bristol insisted teasingly, “you were playing with my clit while we watched that; sucking my nipples!”

		“Not all the time,” Ronny pointed out. “Sometimes, you were sucking my cock and playing with my balls.”

		Ronny had found a way to make the video on his tablet play on the big screen in their bedroom. So they had spent all of Sunday night and most of last night—Monday—watching her and Rashaan’s video, plus the second featuring all three of them in the small motel room that Ronny had made from editing the feed from both the cameras in the room together.

		She had come, like, a zillion times while they’d watched the lewd scenes unfold, and Ronny had fucked her everywhere! Bristol—in a weak moment--had relented and even let him fuck her in the ass once; though it was still a bit sore from Saturday night and Rashaan’s huge cock!

		“Never is a long time, babe,” he told her now, kissing her earlobe playfully as he spoke.

		Bristol shuddered in his arms and then relented a bit, saying, and “Well, then…not right away, how’s that?”

		Ronny let go of her with a laugh, grabbing up his lunch pail and flashing her a devilish smile as he sprinted for the door leading out to the garage. Over his shoulder, he assured her, “That’s better; much better!”

		

		****

		

		For the first time since she had started working at this shop--right out of beauty school four years ago--Bristol felt like a fish out of water as she went about her daily chores that Tuesday morning. Everything was the same, yet she felt different!

		Mitzi and the other girls laughed and gossiped with their ladies as usual. They seemed all atwitter about the latest stories concerning hunky young pool boys and cheating husbands. But all of it seemed flat and downright stale to Bristol somehow; she felt as if she’d heard it all before, dozens of times.

		I was naked in a cheap motel room with my husband and gorgeous young black guy Saturday night! She found herself wanting to scream to the rest of them. I let them both fuck me in every hole I had, clear up until morning came: I even let them DP me, with Ronny’s big cock up my ass while Rashaan pounded into my pussy!

		But she didn’t say a word about what had happened, of course. She just set and rinsed, dried and combed out; did all of the things she normally did without mentioning a word about her unbelievably exciting new life as a practicing hotwife!

		

		****

		

		“What did you do this weekend, kid?” Mitzi asked her casually at lunch that day.

		And she almost jumped out of her skin! Bristol had been daydreaming about Rashaan’s unbelievable black dick pumping in and out of her pussy, fucking her straight up to heaven as Ronny watched; hard dick in hand!

		“Did old Ronny finally develop some lead in his pencil?”

		Bristol felt her face reddening as she said, “I guess you could say he did at that.”

		Mitzi pressed her for the lurid details and so she made up some appropriate ones out of thin air; something about a candlelight steak dinner, a few bottles of wine, and some new lingerie that was even hotter than the set Mitzi had seen her trying on. The slightly older woman cocked her head and commented, “That must have been some outfit! That other one was hot as hell!”

		“Oh, it was,” Bristol lied, taking a bite of her sandwich. “Ronny got really hard for me, right away. We seem to have no problems in that department anymore, thank God!”

		

		****

		

		The afternoon proved to be a lot like the morning. Bristol was able to sort of get back into the swing of things, but she still found herself thinking from time to time about her and Ronny and Rashaan in that motel room, and all of the incredibly sexy, super-arousing things they’d done together!

		Just before her last appointment of the day, she caught herself looking around the shop and thinking: I’m not really like any of these girls anymore; not after this weekend! What’s a blowjob for the pool boy to a gal who has taken a huge black cock while her husband was looking on and jacking off at the very sight her being so naughty? What’s a cheating husband to a woman who’s cheated on her husband openly, with his approval?

		“You seemed to be, I don’t know…preoccupied today, sweetie,” Mitzi commented as they cleaned up their work stations at the end of the day. “Is anything wrong?”

		“I guess I’m just not used to getting laid anymore,” Bristol answered her friend with a wry little grin.

		

		****

		

		“What do you want to do tonight?” Ronny asked her as they concluded dinner that night. “Do you want to go in the front room and watch some TV, or would you prefer to go into the bedroom and watch a…’special feature’, starring the two of us, plus old Rashaan and his horsecock?”

		“My bottom isn’t sore at all anymore,” Bristol told him with an anticipatory grin, getting up and starting to clear away the left overs.

		“That’s good to hear,” Ronny said with a big answering smile, springing up to help her…

		

		****

		

		“F-Fuck, I can’t get over how…thick he is!” Ronny gasped, lying in the dark, staring raptly at Bristol and Rashaan on the big screen in front of them. “How do you get all of that thing in that cute little mouth of yours?”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, practice, darling,” she sighed, licking up one side of her husband’s towering hard on and down the other, her eyes focused primarily on the screen across the bedroom, “practice and determination; that’s the key to success, when it comes to sucking a big black cock.”

		Ronny groaned loudly as she slipped her mouth over his rampant prick head and let her lips glide downward on his shaft, teasing him with her tongue as she went. Bristol didn’t stop until her lips were pressed tightly up against his curly pubic hair.

		“Oh, oh, God, that feels so damn good, honey,” Ronny sighed, toying with her long red hair, his eyes never straying from the screen as that Bristol sucked off Rashaan just was wonderfully as this Bristol was blowing him at that very moment!

		She chuckled around his buried cock; then slowly moved her head back up. When she reached the top, she let the gleaming tool escape her lips for a moment as she murmured, “That’s funny. That’s just what he said…right before he came in my mouth for the first time!”

		Ronny moaned as her lips reclaimed him…

		

		****

		

		“Harder, oh, God, harder,” Bristol whined, about to come on his driving dick. “Give it to me the way Bill gave it to me in the car that night! Give it to me the way Rashaan always fucks me!”

		Ronny groaned in the agony/ecstasy of the confirmed cuckold as he clamped his grip down on her heaving tits, feeling as if he was about to yank the nipples from loose from both of her breasts. He looked up at her as he hammered up into her and sighed, “Both of them…both of them fucked my little Bristol!”

		“You bet they did,” she growled down at him proudly, her pussy starting to grab at his impaling cock. “They came right inside me, lots of times! Don’t you want to do what they both did, baby?”

		Ronny looked stricken as he realized that she was telling him nothing but the truth when she said that. Then his expression changed to one of bliss as he began to fire blast after blast of his semen deep into his cheating wife’s pussy!

		“Oh, you little slut; fucking both those other guys,” he grunted as he unloaded in her.

		“Yeah…but I’m your slut!” Bristol beamed down at him happily as she came around his gushing cock.

		She leaned down and soul-kissed him as they shared the exquisite orgasm together, fantasizing about huge cocks ravaging her over and over again, both in the past and in the future!

		

		****

		

		“That was unbelievably hot, babe,” he murmured in contentment as she slid her way off his torso, his limp dick slipping out of her well-spunked pussy.

		“It was at that,” she complimented him, snuggling up against her man, pressing her naked breasts into his side and nuzzling her cheek into his hairy chest.

		They lay in familiar silence for a while, each of them contemplating just how hot a fuck that had been. Bristol had no illusions about the sex being much more intense between them now, as a result of them watching those steamy videos of her being a hotwife. And she knew Ronny didn’t either.

		“I feel like I’m just getting to know the real you,” Ronny told her from out of the blue.

		She went up on one elbow so she could stare into his eyes and asked, “What do you mean?”

		He grinned and said, “You sounded pretty serious when you said ‘never again’ this morning. I hoped you were just teasing me, but I wasn’t really sure about that.”

		“Oh, and just what makes you think I’ve changed my mind?” Bristol asked coyly, trying to get a rise out of him.

		“B-But…but you got so hot, watching that video just now!” Ronnie protested, again suddenly not sure what was happening with his wife.

		She smiled enigmatically and asked, “So? Just because I got turned on by a hot video doesn’t mean I want to star in a bunch more of them. Isn’t what we’ve already done so far enough for you?”

		Ronny looked thoroughly nonplussed. He frowned, then asked in disbelief, “You…you mean you’re really all through with being a hotwife?”

		Bristol let him twist in the wind for a few more seconds. Then she gave out with an evil-sounding giggle and admitted, “I just may want to try it again…sometime in the future!”

		He was laughing with relief as he grabbed her up in his embrace, saying, “You really had me going there for a minute there, honey. You ought to be ashamed of yourself, teasing me like that!”

		She said, “That’s half the fun of being a hotwife—don’t you know that by now?--keeping your man guessing.”

		They just stared into one another’s eyes for a long moment. At last he asked, “When are we going to…to…play again?”

		“I guess that’s up to Rashaan,” she told him, “unless you want to go out hunting for someone new. I still have Bill’s number, but he didn’t strike me as a good candidate for a threesome, the way Rashaan did. He was too aggressive; that’s the way I read him.”

		Ronny thought about that for a while. Finally he said, “Well, Rashaan said to call him if we wanted to party some more. Why don’t we?”

		After thinking about it for a moment, Bristol told him, “Maybe we will; but we need to wait a while. We don’t want to come across as too eager, now do we?”

		Her husband looked a little disappointed by her answer but gave in readily enough. He told her with a sigh, “Whatever you say. After all, this is your show: you’re the hotwife, I’m just the cuckold!”

		

		****

		

		Bristol did some more research on the web and discovered that it was, indeed, her show! As she read more about the hotwife lifestyle, she learned that it was really all about the wife, not the husband!

		The whole hotwife thing, she read, may have been his fantasy in the first place. But as soon as it moved beyond the fantasy stage and into reality, it ceased being controlled by the man in the relationship anymore.

		In almost all instances, the woman always picked the guys she slept with. She chose when she would see them; how much she would agree to do with her “dates” when she did see them, and how much of what she had done she would then share with her husband.

		Some hotwives, she was astonished to learn, elected not to disclose anything! They just did what they pleased, with whomever they pleased, whenever they pleased; while hubby sat at home and waited for her to return!

		That doesn’t sound like as much fun to me, Bristol thought to herself. Some of my best memories about my two times with Rashaan and my one time with Bill, came from knowing Ronny was right there, watching as best he could, while it all happened!

		But attitude was okay too, she learned as she read on. There was no “right” or “wrong” way to do this hotwife thing!

		Each couple was different: that was part of the beauty of the whole lifestyle. They could set any rules they wanted for their particular relationship. Or they could decide to set no rules at all!

		All of this is way cool, Bristol told herself, very cool indeed!

		

		****

		

		And the neatest thing of all was how at ease Ronny proved to be with the whole thing! When she told him about what she had learned from studying the hotwife web sites one night after dinner, he’d merely shrugged and said simply, “Whatever you want to do is okay with me, babe.”

		When she’d pressed him for more details about why he felt that way, he’d looked sheepish as he’d admitted, “Hell, I’m just glad you’re into it at all! I never even dreamed you would be!”

		She looked at him as if she was expecting more, so he’d added, “I started having hotwife fantasies about you more than two years ago, when I first heard about the lifestyle. I did just what you did; researched it on the web.”

		He’d looked down at his shoes as he’d admitted, “You were so hot in bed in some ways, Bris, so it was really for me easy to fantasize about you being with other guys. But you were so conservative in other ways.”

		Ronny looked up at her as he’d added, “No anal back then, not even a hint of it, and you weren’t crazy about me coming on your titties either. You’d blow me once in a while, but not like you do it now!”

		He laughed and said, “God, the first time I saw Rashaan’s big black dick in your mouth and you going wild on it, I nearly came in my shorts!”

		Bristol blushed and said with a snicker, “It was fun, sucking that huge thing, knowing that you were watching the camera feed as I did it; seeing it all!”

		He stepped over to her and took her in his arms, whispering, “That first night with Bill, I couldn’t really see much; so it was mostly imagination and hearing you tell me all about it afterward. But it was still so hot I thought I’d die!”

		Ronny went on to say, “When I saw that video of you and Rashaan, I knew I was married to the hottest little hotwife of them all! I couldn’t believe my luck: I used to tell myself all the time that you could never become a hotwife, because you just weren’t that kind of a girl!”

		She grinned and confessed, “I’ll admit I wasn’t sure about this at first. But now I am. I’m all in baby: let’s party!”

		He fucked her right on top of the kitchen table that night! They couldn’t even wait to get as far as the couch in the living room…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve: Bristol

		

		Four

		

		She and Ronny had finally agreed to wait until the middle of the following week before calling Rashaan. That weekend had seemed to go by a little slowly, compared to their recent ones--it was hard to get through--but re-watching the two videos together and discussing their plans for next weekend helped them pass the time.

		Bristol and Ronny wanted to use the same motel this time, because rigging the cameras and microphones would be relatively for him easy now, after doing it twice before. They had both decided that they didn’t want to invite Rashaan home with them just yet: that was still a bridge too far.

		“Hey, baby; it’s Bristol,” she breathed into the phone when she finally called and left a message for him on his voice mail. “It’s Tuesday night, and Ronny and I thought about partying with you again next weekend. Call me if you’re interested.”

		She broke the connection and glanced excitedly over at her husband, asking, “Was that okay? I didn’t sound too nervous, did I?”

		Ronny chortled and finished his beer. He said: “No, babe; that was perfect! You were great; all sexy and provocative-sounding, not nervous at all!”

		She grinned back at him and her cell phone rang just then, startling them both. Glancing down, she saw it was Rashaan and whispered to Ronny before she answered it, “I’m putting it on the speaker, so we can both hear what he says.”

		“Hey, little mama; so you decided you just can’t live without some more of Rashaan’s big dick, huh?” The black man opened, with a confident swagger to his voice.

		“Oh, I guess I could live without it,” she answered him playfully, “but I don’t want to if I don’t have to. Is Friday or Saturday night better for you this weekend?”

		“Well, there’s a slight problem with both of them, to tell you the truth,” Rashaan admitted reluctantly. “My nephew is visiting from Atlanta this week and it wouldn’t be right for me to just cut him loose for the night. My sis, his mom, would kill me; if she ever found out I did that.”

		There was a long, awkward silence and then Rashaan suggested hopefully, “Maybe I could bring him along with me. You and Ronny said you liked to party with two other dudes sometimes.”

		Bristol looked completely taken aback by this suggestion. She glanced at Ronny and shrugged, totally surprised by Rashaan’s idea, asking: “Just how old is your nephew?”

		“DeVante is eighteen, and a cool young dude in his own right,” Rashaan replied hastily. “It’s not like he’s a baby or anything. He’s had girlfriends, back in high school, from what my sis has told me. He knows how to party!”

		“Eighteen,” Bristol mimed to Ronny in a growing panic; “he’s only eighteen?”

		Her husband just snickered and threw up his hands as if to say, “It’s your call!”

		She asked Rashaan, “He’s not still in high school, is he?”

		“Naw, he’s all graduated and everything,” the black man assured her.

		There was a long pause. Bristol was still clearly reluctant to party with such a young boy!

		“I saw him naked yesterday, when he was showering up in the guest bathroom. He didn’t bother shutting the door,” Rashaan added. “Boy’s got a…substantial dick on him. I’ll tell you that; must run in the family!”

		Two huge black cocks, Bristol thought breathlessly, overwhelmed by the images that brought forth in her mind. Ronny would go absolutely crazy!

		She chided herself mentally as she thought, Hell, who am I kidding? I’D go absolutely crazy!

		Still, the kid was only eighteen! And she was nearing twenty-six: talk about “robbing the cradle”!

		“Is he…nice-looking?” She found herself sighing into the phone.

		“Sheeeeit, baby,” Rashaan snorted with a laugh, “he’s my nephew! What do you think?”

		

		****

		

		“This is crazy!” Bristol said, pacing nervously up and down the small motel bedroom. “He’s only eighteen…a baby! I should never have agreed to this!”

		Ronny made sure the light fixture cover over the bed was on straight before stepping down off the bed and answering her. He said, “Have another cocktail and calm the fuck down! It’s going to be okay.”

		“That’s easy for you to say,” she answered with a pout. “You don’t have to seduce a baby tonight!”

		Ronny stepped past her and quickly splashed a whole lot of scotch and a little soda into a motel water glass filled with half-melted ice cubes and handed it to her. She nursed at it pensively, staring at the door.

		“They’re not going to be here for twenty minutes yet, babe,” he told her softly, comfortingly. “Just finish that scotch and have another one, while I tidy up the room and check the video feed once more from out in my truck, okay?”

		“’Kay,” Bristol said, still a little sullen, taking a bigger cut of her cocktail as Ronny gathered up his tools, put them away in his bag, and headed for the door.

		She was really uptight! If it had just been Rashaan by himself, that would have been one thing!

		But this kid, DeVante, was a whole other matter. He was only eighteen years old, for God’s sake!

		Bristol guzzled down her strong scotch. She quickly made herself another, as Ronny had suggested she do, adding only ice; no soda at all this time, and she began to sip at it.

		Almost before she knew it, Ronny was back in the room with her, opening himself another beer and toasting her with it; saying: “Here’s to you, Bris. You’re the best!”

		She accepted his toast reluctantly. She didn’t feel much like the best; bedding a kid who was barely out of high school!

		Stepping into the bathroom, Bristol quickly checked her hair and her light make up in the mirror, decided that they would do, and moved her eyes downward, to her lingerie. At Ronny’s insistence, she was again wearing the same sheer, provocative sleep set she had bought with Mitzi that day at lunch.

		Bristol shuddered as she realized you could see right through it! Her nipples easily visible though the gossamer material, not to mention her waxed bare pussy lips: this kid was in for a treat, if he liked naked white women!

		There was a light knock on the outside door just then. Sighing, Bristol snapped off the bathroom light and stepped into the bedroom, not knowing just what to expect…

		

		****

		

		“Dee, this here is Ronny, and that’s his lovely wife, Bristol,” Rashaan introduced both of them, sounding somewhat stiff and ill at ease; not at all like his usual, confident self.

		DeVante turned out to be well over six feet tall; a muscular, handsome boy who was already sporting a short goatee and mustache. He stared at Ronny and Bristol shyly, however, as if he was totally out of his depth, attending this sort of adult “party”.

		“You’re too young to drink, or I’d offer you a beer or something,” Ronny said awkwardly, after shaking the large young man’s offered hand.

		“Oh, uh, that’s okay, Mr. Ronny,” DeVante answered softly, “I…uh…like whiskey real well.”

		Ronny looked over at his uncle inquisitively. Rashaan shrugged and said, “Maybe just this once, since this is the kind of party it is; to help him relax.”

		He gave DeVante a steely glare and went on to add, “He’s already promised me that my sis ain’t gonna’ hear a word about anything that happens tonight when he gets home!”

		“Thaaas for sure,” DeVante murmured, raptly staring at Bristol’s big breasts through the all but transparent lingerie set.

		She shifted her weight, causing her boobs to roll around gently upon her chest and the boy’s eyes grew bigger. Bristol felt her pussy getting wet and knew her nipples were standing out very prominently against the sheer material covering them.

		He may be just a kid, but he’s gorgeous! She told herself, refraining from licking her lips as she glanced over at him. And he’s as horny as any eighteen year old; that’s obvious!

		DeVante wore an old pair of jeans and a pull over knit shirt. There was a big bulge behind the zipper of the jeans that couldn’t be denied as he stared at her all-but-naked body.

		“Here you go,” Ronny said, handing the kid his drink and giving Rashaan his as well.

		The two black men downed the whiskey right away, as if they were really thirsty, and Ronny put down his beer and took their empty glasses over to fill them up again. Bristol finished her scotch and soda and put the glass down on the writing desk where the rest of the booze and ice sat.

		“Do…do you have a lot of experience with girls, DeVante?” Bristol said, her voice cracking with excitement as she spoke to the young man.

		“Some…but none of them were anything like you, Miss Bristol!” He blurted out the words bashfully, his eyes never leaving her nipples.

		“Oh, you mean they were black?” She inquired.

		“No, not all of them,” DeVante managed to croak through his obvious nervousness. “Some of them were white…but none of them were downright…babelicious, the way you are!”

		Bristol knew she was blushing; know that “babelicious” was the current slang term for a real honey of a girl. She said softly, “Why, thank you, DeVante, for that nice compliment.”

		She’d had at least five scotch and sodas so far this afternoon and this evening, so she was already feeling light-headed and giddy with excitement. Bristol sauntered over to the boy and his uncle and put a hand on each of their shoulders, saying, “I think it’s about time to get this little party started. Don’t you?”

		When they both nodded their eager agreement, she whispered, “I bet Ronny would get naked if you boys did too. I’m going to do that right now.”

		With that, she eased her hands off their shoulders and shucked out of her peignoir. All three sets of male eyes grew bigger as she stripped off her top and wriggled out of her thong.

		She said pointedly, as she stood before them completely nude, “Hey, no fair, me being the only naked person in this room!”

		The three men shared shit-eating grins and began pawing at their clothes. Soon all of them were as nude as Bristol, their cocks stiffening up as they continued to ogle her naked body.

		She was ogling them back shamelessly! Rashaan hadn’t been lying about his nephew’s prick: it wasn’t quite as big as his uncle’s but it was bigger than Ronny’s substantial dick.

		And he took after Rashaan in another way. His cock was as thick as an uncut salami!

		“Mmmmmm, lucky me,” Bristol sighed aloud as she studied the three hardening pricks. “Two big chocolate ones and a fat white one to choose from!”

		She elected to do just what she had done last time. Bristol sauntered over to the bed and sat down, facing the men.

		“I’ll suck them for you,” she announced breathily, “and then you can all fuck me…in whatever hole you’d like!”

		Young DeVante looked as if he’d suffered an unexpected electric shock as he turned toward his uncle and whispered, “Is she serious? Can we really…?”

		Rashaan smiled and picked up the big tube of sex gel from the nightstand, taping it against his palm as he answered softly, “She got a mighty fine little ass, boy. Take it from me!”

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		Oh, damn, this is even better than I dreamed it would be! Ronny told himself that as he watched his wife heft DeVante’s wide cock in her palm, then pop it into her mouth and begin to suck. No beating around the bush; no begging her for some of her tight little ass! Bristol came right out and said anything goes tonight!

		“Oh, oh, man, she’s good at this!” DeVante moaned as the hot redhead’s sucking lips engulfed more and more of his rigid prick shaft with each head bob.

		Rashaan looked over at Ronny and smiled, saying, “The boy’s right about that, partner! I can hardly wait!”

		“I can’t either, dude, and she sucks mine all the time,” Ronny sighed, watching Bristol deep-throat DeVante’s long dick all the way up to his balls now.

		His horny wife’s tongue was making tiny bulges in her hollowed-with-suction cheeks as it swirled around and around the young black man’s dick. For a minute, Ronny thought the boy was going to lose it and come in Bristol’s mouth right then, but she let his prick slip from her lips at that moment and instead went after Rashaan’s.

		“Ohhhhhhhh, man; that feels so fine!” Rashaan gasped as she really started to work on him.

		“That’s it, Bris,” Ronny couldn’t help but murmur as he looked on eagerly. “Suck those big black cocks!”

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		Beside herself with arousal already, Bristol sucked and licked like a wild woman. On both sides of her face now, there was a throbbing, ready-to-fuck black cock!

		Ronny’s prick was deep in her throat as she reached out and took DeVante’s dick in one fist and Rashaan’s in the other. They shone like twin towers of obsidian as she began to work the skin of the two mighty cocks up and down, drawing groans of pleasure from each of her black lovers.

		She looked up lovingly at her husband and then at the two other men, seeing Ronny’s knees quiver with excitement as she did so. He was really into this, just like she was!

		Her pussy was even wetter than it had been last time, when it had been just Ronny and Rashaan. Bristol could barely wait to fuck all three of the men.

		She wondered if the boy, DeVante, would have a lot of spunk for her! The mental image of Ronny perhaps licking it out of her pussy later--after DeVante and Rashaan had left--nearly caused her to orgasm then and there!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen: Bristol

		

		Nonstop!

		

		“Do it,” she gasped, “fuck my hot pussy like you really want it, you young…stud!”

		DeVante sighed and began to ball her even harder. Bristol was on her hands and knees in front of him, sucking first Rashaan’s dick and then Ronny’s as the teenager fucked her from behind, doggie style.

		I don’t care if he IS nothing but a baby, she told herself as she spit out Ronny’s hard on and went after Rashaan’s once again, he’s got a big cock and he really knows how to USE it!

		“Oh, man, what a great piece of ass she is!” DeVante moaned, fucking her even harder. “I ain’t ever had a girl—black or white—whose pussy could hold a candle to hers!”

		Rashaan laughed approvingly and said, “You for sure right about that, boy! Our little Bristol is one of a kind, right Ronny?”

		He stared down at his luscious wife and sighed happily, “You can say that again, partner. She’s the best there is!”

		Bristol started to come when she heard her voyeuristic husband praising her so fervently in front of her two black lovers. Her pussy grabbed at DeVante’s hammering dick and held it tight, sucking it like a constricting throat.

		“Oh, fuck; what a hot bitch she is!” DeVante panted, trying valiantly to hold back from coming inside her clutching pussy already.

		But it proved to be a losing battle! Bristol’s tight little snatch sucked at him like hungry mouth, nursing the come right out of his young balls!

		She was shivering with joy as she felt him explode into her just then. Bristol whined up at Ronny as the boy spunked her, “Oh, baby, he’s jizzing me! And there’s so much of it!”

		Ronny pulled his dick away from her hand, clearly not wanting to come just yet. But Rashaan was more than happy to shove his in between her lips.

		“Suck it, pretty mama,” he sighed, “suck my long cock for me while junior gets off inside your pussy!”

		Bristol went crazy on the black cock impaling her mouth. Her tongue flew over it as she nursed at it, her pussy still clenching around DeVante’s spewing prick…

		

		****

		

		“Already…you naughty boys want to double me already?” Bristol smiled up at Ronny and Rashaan as they arranged her languid body just the way they wanted it on the mattress. “Whatever will we do with the rest of the night?”

		“We got plenty more ideas about what to do with a hot little mama like you, Bris,” Rashaan chuckled, squirting a large jet of sex gel into her asshole. “Don’t you worry about that!”

		She moaned by way of an answer as Ronny slid into her spunk-filled pussy clear up to his balls. He was on his back underneath her, and she began to enthusiastically work her twat up and down on his rampant dick.

		After a few more passes, she felt Rashaan urging her forward, pressing her big tits up against hers husband’s chest, bringing her well-lubed asshole even with his cock. She sighed as the huge prick slowly opened her bottom and disappeared inside, all the way up to her black lover’s nut sac.

		“Holy shit,” DeVante breathed, “I ain’t never seen nothin’ like that outside of a porn film!

		Being only eighteen, the boy’s big dick started to stiffen up right away as he watched Ronny and his uncle double penetrate a woman he clearly thought of as being a moaning, redheaded sex goddess! By the time they were really nailing her in both holes at once, DeVante was as stiff as a fencepost once again!

		“B-Bring that thing over here and let me suck it for you!” Bristol stammered, looking up and seeing the thick cock all hard and throbbing with its owner’s desire for her once more.

		Awkwardly, the boy shuffled forward until his prick was within reach as she leaned forward and began to suck. He grinned and murmured, “Three at once; I ain’t ever seen that done—not even in a porn film!”

		I have, Bristol admitted to herself, but I’ve sure as hell never done it before myself!

		She felt like the biggest slut on earth as she stared up into the boy’s excited chocolate-colored eyes and sucked his cock, swirling her tongue all around it! Ronny’s prick felt like heaven up against her clit. And Rashaan’s big dick was starting to feel so…right up her ass…

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		Look at her, Ronny thought ecstatically, my little Bristol with a cock up her pussy, one up her ass, and another in her mouth—all at the same time!

		He groaned deeply and fought the sudden urge to come in her grasping pussy sheath. She was so hot: he couldn’t believe what a bad girl he was married to!

		Bristol was everything he’d ever fantasized about, come to life! She was perfection…she was pure sexual magic!

		And she was all his: that was the unbelievable part. When all of this was over, she’d be going home with him.

		He couldn’t believe the life they shared together now! It was the most exciting thing he’d ever daydreamed about; but it was for real!

		Ronny just hung on and fucked, hoping against hope his cameras caught all of this so that he and Bristol could watch it together again and again…

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		“Oh…oh, fuck; I can’t hold back!” DeVante screamed a few minutes later.

		Ummmmmmmmm, you hot black baby, you’d better not hold back! Bristol thought fiercely as the first spurts of hot come hit the roof of her mouth. Give it all to me! Feed me every drop of your delicious spunk!

		She felt herself slipping into orgasm once more and began to shiver all over. Ronny felt it, too; the way her cunt grabbed at his sliding dick, entrapping it in mid-stroke.

		“Oh, oh, it’s too much, Bris!” He screamed, jetting up into her just as hard as DeVante was gushing into her mouth.

		Only a few seconds later, Rashaan gasped, “This hot little ass of yours is suckin’ the come right out of my balls, baby!”

		Bristol felt an enormous geyser of spunk blow deep into her bowels just at that moment. She was already coming so hard by then it was all she could do to remember to swallow, so as not to drown!

		All three of them, she realized, all three of them are creaming me at the same time! What a lot of come for me to handle!

		But handle it she did. She sucked and swallowed and twerked her ass up and down on Ronny and Rashaan’s buried cocks until each of them was all done shooting.

		Out of breath from ecstasy and exertion, Bristol finally rolled away from the three satisfied men and sprawled out on her back on the bedspread. She could feel that she had jism on her chin and it was leaking out of both holes.

		“Well, that was fun,” she gasped for breath, smiling up at them as she licked the spunk off her chin and swallowed it while they watched. “What do you want to do now?”

		

		****

		

		“Man, oh, man; there ain’t no bitches this hot in Atlanta!” DeVante huffed and puffed minutes later, drilling his once again hard cock relentlessly into Bristol’s ass. “I’m movin’ out to LA as soon as I can!”

		Ronny and Rashaan both chuckled, sipping at their drinks and watching the show, their own dicks half hard at the sight of the boy hunching his big-bore cock eagerly in and out of Bristol’s snug little ass. Rashaan said, “Oh, they’re there, if you know where to look, boy.”

		“Maybe not as hot as my wife,” Ronny observed, “or as pretty; but I bet there are some hot women in Atlanta too, alright.”

		“I’ve sure yet to meet any,” DeVante sighed, clearly reveling in how tight and slick and wonderful Bristol ass sheath felt around his plunging cock. “This fine little ass makes every other girl I’ve ever been with seem all sloppy and fucked-out by comparison!”

		Bristol shuddered with excitement as the young boy said that! She’d never thought of herself as being a…”sex diva” before, but she realized she was just that in that instant!

		I love that this cute boy thinks I’m hotter than any girl he’s ever been with before, she told herself proudly. I just LOVE it!

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		“You too, sweetie,” Bristol sighed, looking behind her over her shoulder and seeing her husband taking DeVante’s place behind her well-spunked butt, “you want a turn inside my bottom also?”

		“Always,” Ronny breathed out as he sunk his rigid dick all the way into her.

		He’d never felt his wife’s ass so full of jism before! First, Rashaan had unloaded in her, then his nephew: and both of them came a lot when they came!

		“You’re really slippery,” he whispered into Bristol’s ear as he began to fuck her slightly stretched-out backdoor.

		“That’s what two big wads of cock cream will do to a girl,” she murmured, grinding her clit against her husband’s finger as he toyed with it.

		“Want another one?” He asked her, rutting hard.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that sounds wonderful, darling!” She cooed as pried one of her tits out of the bedspread and began to tweak her nipple. “Give it to me, Ronny! Give me all the spunk you’ve got…anywhere you want to put it!”

		Ronny normally would have come when she said that. He’d have been unable to help himself!

		But he had already gone off more than once tonight, so he was able to give Bristol’s hot little ass a long, gooey ride. He twisted her nipple with one hand and diddled her clit with the other until his wife was moaning constantly.

		“Oh, Ronny, it feels so nice!” Bristol whined at that moment. “Oh, fuck me; fuck my hot ass and make me come again!”

		Ronny gritted his teeth and did just that. The lengthy, torrid butt-fuck seemed to go on and on!

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		She came, shaking all over with the power of her release, when Ronny finally cut loose inside her ass! Bristol squealed with excitement and shook her bottom for him as he flooded it with his hot come!

		God, I’m going to be so sore in the morning, letting these guys fuck me in the ass so much tonight! She told herself ruefully. But I can’t help it! It’s so…so NASTY to let them all butt-bang me, one right after the other! And it feels so great to just come and come like this…

		Ronny finished up in her ass and pulled out slowly, patting her bottom affectionately as he did so. She sighed and sunk down onto the bed, trying to catch her breath.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, how about giving a man seconds in this fine little thing, Bristol-honey?” Rashaan murmured, rubbing his fully erect cock head all up and down her ass crack; coasting on a thick cushion of oozing semen.

		“Nooooooo, not so soon,” Bristol protested weakly. “How about a blowjob instead; how would that be? I promise to do a great job!”

		“Maybe later,” Rashaan sighed, easing his cock head into her gooey little opening, moaning at how hot it felt around his hard flesh.

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, God,” Bristol moaned as he filled her once more with pulsing, rigid male meat and began to butt-fuck her…

		

		****

		

		“Don’t touch me back there!” Bristol admonished DeVante, who was tenderly soaping up her throbbing asshole in the shower. “You three were real ass-beasts tonight! I didn’t think you were ever going to stop fucking my little bottom!”

		“Too good to resist,” Rashaan whispered, soaping up her tits and toying with her nipples, “we just couldn’t seem to keep our dicks out of that cute little butt of yours, Bris!”

		“He’s right,” Ronny chimed in, doing her back and shoulders. “Your butt just felt too tight…too hot tonight not to fuck, dear!”

		“What about my pussy?” She asked the three men coyly. “What’s wrong with it tonight, you animals?”

		“Not a thing,” Rashaan assured her, dropping his fingers to her vaginal entrance. “We intend to concentrate on it next, right Ronny, my man?”

		Ronny just grinned at Rashaan and winked. Bristol sighed and got ready to be fucked some more!

		DeVante washed all the suds from her body and then Rashaan turned the water off. It had been a real squeeze, getting four adult bodies in that small shower, so all of them were happy enough to step outside it when Ronny opened the glass door seconds later.

		She and Ronny had asked management for more towels this time and they had obliged. But the towels were just as small and threadbare as the other ones had been—even though there were more of them—and they still did a woeful job of drying off four people.

		But she and the boys didn’t mind! All three of the men took turns kissing her and sucking her nipples as they got dried off as best they could and went back into the bedroom.

		Rashaan was the first to fuck her, taking her missionary style while Ronny and DeVante knelt on either side of her head, feeding her their hard cocks as they watched Rashaan really giving it to her with his huge black dick! She came hard for him as he filled her once again with his pearly-white goo minutes later.

		DeVante was on her almost as soon as his uncle’s cock left her spunky pussy lips. She moaned as he thrust into her and threw her arms around the young man as he began to fuck down into her.

		Gangbanged…I’m being gangbanged for the first time ever! Bristol thought as DeVante rode her hard and deep. Ronny’s going to do me next, after DeVante comes inside me. And then I wouldn’t be surprised if Rashaan is hard again by then…

		

		****

		

		The sun was just rising when DeVante and Rashaan finally took their leave. Bristol was very tired and her well-pummeled body ached slightly in all the increasingly-familiar spots.

		She was full of spunk; bursting with the semen of three virile, lusty men! And she was both happy and thoroughly ashamed of herself as her naked husband rejoined her in bed!

		“I was so utterly slutty last night!” She sighed to Ronny. “I’m surprised you don’t want a divorce!

		“Not so’s you’d notice,” Ronny whispered contentedly, his blue eyes shiny with pride and horniness as he stared down at her.

		“These are a little red and puffy this morning,” he observed as he kissed her mauled nipples lightly.

		“You boys were so rough with them at times last night,” she told him, ruffling his hair fondly as he licked and sucked them for her until he had her nipples fully erect and throbbing with excitement once again!

		Ronny’s tongue traced a line down her tummy and right to her overflowing snatch. She opened her legs wide for him, showing off her mammoth creampie.

		Her husband’s eyes glittered with unholy arousal as he stared down at the evidence of her night spent as the worst sort of cheating wife. It was clearly on his mind to settle in on his tummy between her legs and ease his tongue inside her flooded slit and to “clean her up” as she watched.

		“You’re such a perv,” Bristol sighed, observing her husband struggling with his cuckold demons. “Go ahead and lick me, if you want to, darling. I won’t think any less of you; you know that!”

		“I’m tempted, I’ll admit,” Ronny sighed deeply and moved up her body again until his lips were even with hers. “But I guess I’m not that big a perv, after all.”

		“I love you so!” She whispered just before they shared a sweet kiss that became hotter and hotter, with each passing moment…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen: Bristol

		

		Normal

		

		“This is far and away the sexiest one yet,” Ronny sighed as they watched his final edit of all the video they’d shot last Friday night.

		“That’s because there were not one but two other guys in bed with me besides you,” Bristol observed, her eyes never leaving the big screen in their bedroom.

		Her naked breasts were as firm as they could be as she witnessed her own debauchery, her nipples crinkled up with excitement as she watched Ronny fucking her while Rashaan did her ass and she eagerly sucked young DeVante’s dick at the same time! Bristol realized without even touching it that her pussy was overflowing with lubricant as well as she stared at herself acting like a totally depraved slut up on the big screen.

		Something Ronny had just said finally registered and she turned to her naked husband and stopped gently stroking his aroused dick for a moment. Eyes glittering with mischievousness, she asked him, “what do you mean…’yet’? Are we going to try and top last weekend in the future? Do you want me to try six men at once…or would a dozen be more to your liking?”

		Ronny laughed softly and said, “Make it easy on yourself, Bris! You sure struck me on Friday night as being a girl who could handle a dozen horny guys—just look at yourself in this video!”

		She was going to say something back in her own defense but when she glanced at the screen, she saw her neck working to swallow DeVante’s big load at the same time Rashaan and Ronny were noisily creaming her pussy and ass! The breath caught in her throat as she watched herself being so completely lascivious; so unrestrainedly wild on the screen, like some sort of porn goddess!

		Maybe I COULD do a dozen guys at that, if I was in the mood, she admitted wryly to herself, grabbing Ronny’s hard cock once more. That sounds like it might be kind of fun to try, actually!

		Bristol shuddered as she realized she wasn’t really repelled at the idea of fucking and sucking a big group of strange men; not at all! She thought, God, what a huge ho’ I’m getting to be!

		The really frightening part of it was that the whole idea of it excited her as much as it disgusted her as she began to eagerly suck Ronny’s cock…

		

		****

		

		!”

		She kissed him passionately, thrusting her tongue deep in his mouth as they made out. She realized that he could taste his own semen on her tongue but she knew by now that wouldn’t bother her Ronny a bit!

		“I’s love it if you cleaned me up afterward,” she whispered to him, breaking off the searing kiss. “It’s one of the kinkiest, sexiest parts of being a cuckold, you know!”

		“I…I sort of like the idea of doing it, too,” Ronny admitted sheepishly. “I know I shouldn’t; but I do!”

		“You’re not queer!” Bristol quickly reassured him. “You love fucking me too much to ever be a homo!”

		She grinned at her deviant husband and murmured, “You’re just a little…different; that’s all! And I love it!”

		Ronny seemed to relax in her arms as she said that. They kissed again and she could feel his dick getting very hard against her bell once more.

		Maybe I’ll let him fuck me in the ass this time, she told herself. I’m still a little sore back there from all the pounding I took Friday night. But if my Ronny wants my bottom…I’m more than ready to please him!

		

		****

		

		“So, how was your weekend?” Mitzi asked her on Tuesday morning as they got ready for their first customers of the day.

		Bristol almost laughed out loud when she thought of mentioning how DeVante and Rashaan had joined her and Ronny in that cramped motel room last Friday night. But somehow, she restrained herself.

		As the day wore on, she realized that she was gradually becoming more used to being a hotwife. It didn’t seem nearly as strange to her now as it recently had.

		On the contrary, it was beginning to feel almost…normal! It was now a part of her life, just like working at the shop, or grocery shopping.

		It was a lot more exciting than either of those two, she had to admit. But it was beginning to feel like it was nothing out of the ordinary!

		As she looked around the shop, she realized that everything seemed normal in her life once more; she seemed normal again! Having hot sex with strangers, in front of Ronny, was like a hobby to her; not so different, really, than Mitzi and her hubby going fishing on the weekends, or Flo and her guy going to drag races and watching the hot cars scream down the strip.

		Bristol knew she would have found fishing boring and the loud sounds of the race track deafening; just as Mitzi would have thought the idea of sucking a big black cock in front of her bear-like husband nothing but strange. And Flo would have run screaming from the room if anyone had even suggested such behavior to her!

		It’s like the old song, I guess, Bristol told herself as her first lady of the day took a seat in her chair, different strokes for different folks…

		

		****

		

		“You know, I found myself having strange thoughts at work today,” Bristol shared with Ronny at dinner that night.

		“Oh, what were you thinking about?” Ronny asked her, devouring the lamb chop she had cooked for him.

		“I was thinking about how being a hotwife is becoming normal for me,” she answered. “If Mitzi or the other girls heard about it, they’d be so shocked they couldn’t talk about anything else.”

		Ronny snorted and drank some of his beer, saying, “That’s for damned sure! All of our friends would be downright amazed to learn about our little…hobby, I guess.”

		“But it doesn’t make us bad people, does it?” Bristol asked quietly. “I mean, what we like to do in our spare time is pretty…unusual, I guess. But it isn’t like we’re criminals or something!”

		“No, we’re both consenting adults and we do enjoy what we do, don’t we?” He asked her.

		She grinned back at him and said, “Well, I sure do! Don’t you?”

		He laughed and nodded that he did. They ate in contented silence for a few seconds, and then Bristol said, “If you ever wanted me to stop; I could do that.”

		She looked across the table at him and admitted, “I’m not saying that I want to; not yet, anyway.”

		Bristol shrugged and went on to explain, “I wouldn’t have ever thought in a million years that I’d like…cheating on you. But I’ve got to admit that I do like it a lot; at least the way we do it!”

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		He felt his breathing returning to normal. His heart had really started racing when Bristol had brought up the whole idea of them quitting the hotwife lifestyle!

		I’m walking on air at the way things are between us now, Ronny admitted to himself. It’s all so perfect, I wouldn’t change a thing!

		Sure, he still wanted to have kids with Bristol someday; a more normal sort of home life life. But they were still young!

		All that could wait a few years, as far as he was concerned. There was nothing as exciting as what his wife and he were now doing for kicks; nothing he could imagine!

		And he found that he wanted a lot more of it before they finally settled down!

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		I never thought I’d hear myself say this, but I’m GLAD Ronny doesn’t want to stop this hotwife thing just yet! Bristol admitted to herself as she drove in to work the next morning.

		She didn’t think of herself as being a greedy woman or and out-and-out slut—despite some of the things she’d done on those videos—but she found she didn’t want to give up this bold new life she and Ronny now shared; at least not yet! There was something about the illicit thrill of being bad with another man, while her beloved Ronny looked on, that turned her on the way nothing else ever had before!

		The excited gleam in Ronny’s eye as she sucked another man’s cock; there was nothing else like it! And she loved fucking another guy while he watched, too!

		And what about the way he fantasizes about eating my pussy, after it has been freshly spunked by someone else? She asked herself as she got to the shop and pulled into her reserved parking space, shivering slightly in her car’s seat as she imagined that!

		It’s almost too delicious a fantasy to give up! And watching those naughty videos with him after it’s all over—that’s just the BEST! She thought as she got out and locked up her Chevy.

		She certainly never had to worry about her Ronny being super-hard and ready to perform in bed anymore—now that she had become a hotwife--she told herself smugly as she walked inside the shop and put her purse away at the rear of her work station. That was for damn sure!

		

		****

		

		Bristol beat Ronny home that night as usual. While she was fixing dinner, her cell phone rang and she saw from the caller ID that it was Rashaan.

		Smiling, she answered it, wondering what that black rascal wanted. She said, “Hi, handsome, what’s up?”

		“Uh, it’s me, DeVante,” the unexpected young voice said. “I’m borrowing Uncle Rashaan’s cell while he’s in the shower, so this has got to be quick.”

		Bristol’s heart accelerated as she asked, “And what can I do for you, sweetie?”

		“Well, I’m flying back to Atlanta in the morning and my uncle has to work tonight,” DeVante explained hastily. “I was kind of hoping that the two of us could get together for a while, before he gets home.”

		Bristol’s thoughts instantly ran wild. If she agreed to this, it would be her first ever hotwife “date” which didn’t include Ronny!

		Do I really WANT to do it? She asked herself.

		After thinking about it long and hard for several more seconds, she somewhat reluctantly concluded that she didn’t; at least not this time. While it was true that DeVante was a honey—and that he had a super-nice cock and really knew how to use it—she found that she really didn’t want to get together with him tonight as part of a solo affair.

		I might want to try that in the future sometime, just to see if I like it, she told herself, but then maybe I won’t decide to do that, either.

		As she had told herself earlier in the day, half of the fun in cheating on Ronny was having him there--looking on, hard dick in hand, knowing that her naughty antics were really turning him on—not just telling him all about it when she eventually got home. That might prove to be okay.

		But then again, it might not! She didn’t want to risk the great relationship she and Ronny had now by doing something like this; at least not until she and her pervy husband had talked it over thoroughly first!

		“No, I’m sorry, DeVante,” she said into the phone. “Ronny and I are having another couple over to dinner tonight, so what you’re proposing is impossible, I’m afraid.”

		“Oh, I see,” the boy said, sounding crushed by disappointment.

		“Call me the next time you’re out from Atlanta and we’ll get together for sure,” Bristol promised him on the spur of the moment, without even thinking about it. The eighteen year old had just sounded so damned…hurt, just now by her refusal.

		“Hey, Miss Bristol,” he said, sounding a hundred percent happier, “I’ll be sure to do that. And it might be sooner than you think. I’m serious about moving out here!”

		She laughed and told him good bye and to have a safe flight home. Bristol never expected to hear from him again.

		Getting back to her dinner preparations, she thought about a separate hotwife experience more closely. It might be a fun to try; she had to admit, as long as Ronny was on board with it.

		A big part of the whole hotwife thing was being able to do naughty things with someone totally new. Even a night with Rashaan held few surprises for her anymore; he had already fucked her every way a man could fuck a woman, and they’d done most of them more than once!

		Last weekend had seemed new and different only because of young DeVante’s presence in the motel room. He’d been the “unknown” element!

		“Maybe I could get into a solitary date with a brand new guy,” she told herself as she put the casserole she’d just made into the oven to bake. “That does sound sort of exciting at that!”

		

		****

		

		She decided to take Ronny’s temperature on the subject by telling him all about DeVante’s call from earlier this evening while the two of them ate dinner. She told the tale straight up, with no mention of her thoughts on the matter; just that she’d ended up turning her younger, would-be lover down.

		Ronny seemed to be nothing but intrigued by the idea of her and DeVante getting together again on their own. As he finished up his meal, he said, “You could have agreed to over there and meet him, you know. I wouldn’t have had a problem with it; not if you’d come right home and told me all about what you two did together.”

		She smiled across the table at her horny husband and said, “Would you have been satisfied with just that; no video this time, no peeking in the car window?”

		He laughed and said, “Well, I wouldn’t want it to happen that way all of the time—I’ve gotten too used to seeing you in action on those videos or in person—but once in a while, just for variety’s sake…I guess it would be okay.”

		Finishing his beer, he added rapidly, “If you wanted it to happen, that is. I don’t want to force you into anything, babe; you know that.”

		Reaching across the table for his hand, she said, “I do. Now, let’s go to bed and watch some hot video together. Thinking about DeVante’s big black cock has got me all horny, I’ll have to admit!”

		They both laughed, hurriedly put away the left overs, and cleaned up the kitchen in record time…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen: Bristol

		

		Solo

		

		Now that she knew her husband would be okay with it, the idea of doing something on her own tantalized Bristol over the next week. Ronny was clearly still all for, too, bringing up the idea of a cheating night out on the town for her several times, unprompted by his wife, from out of nowhere.

		That left Bristol asking herself how to best go about making this solo “date” of hers happen. Should she get all dressed up again and go “hunting”, this time by herself?

		Or should she just call Bill? She still had the big man’s number in the bottom of her purse.

		She thought back on her night with him and shivered with the delicious, naughty memory of all the lewd things he had done to her in the back seat of her car. As a lover, he’d been aggressive, almost bull-like; there was no disputing that!

		But she had to admit at the same time that Bill was hung. And he had some skills as well.

		She remembered vividly how he had fingered her pussy and stroked her g-spot at the same time while he was coming in her mouth! That had been an awesome climax for both of them, she remembered!

		Still, Bill had been sort of rough with her. He had really manhandled her into giving him head in the first place; then he had practically torn the rest of her clothes off while she’d sucked his cock!

		Bristol found her pussy getting wet, just at the thought of being with big, strong…slightly rough Bill again! She recalled that she hadn’t been ready for his huge cock yet that first time—when he’d thrust it into her from behind—but he’d made her come a couple of times once it was deep inside her, with his hungry, hard fucking!

		“I guess rough is okay…once in a while; as a kind of change of pace,” she confessed to herself aloud as she thought about hunting for that scrap of paper in the bottom her purse.

		She intended to clear it with Ronny first, of course. But if it was okay with her voyeuristic-husband—which she was all but sure that it would be—she had all but made up her mind she was going to cheat on him with Bill again as soon as possible!

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		“But why couldn’t we at least try to get him to use our favorite motel when you see him?” Ronny persisted when she told him that she had decided to let Bill pick the place for their proposed second date.

		Ronny didn’t seem to mind the idea of his wife fucking the hulking Bill again; not really. But he did want video of it, if that was possible!

		“No, that might queer the whole deal, as far as a take-charge brute like Bill is concerned, me forcing him to meet me in a motel room he didn’t pick out himself,” Bristol insisted at dinner that night. “Better to let him name the time and place the two of us…uh…get together!”

		Ronny didn’t want to push it. After all, Bristol was the hotwife and he was merely her very willing cuckold!

		He experienced a slight thrill of anticipation at the thought that his wife would soon be cheating on him with another man again; especially a hulking beast like Bill! That guy would no doubt force her do any depraved thing he wanted, once he had his little Bristol all alone!

		Ronny almost creamed his jeans at the very thought of that! He looked across the dinner table at his naughty wife and said softly, “Whatever you think best, babe!”

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		She wasn’t sure why she had insisted on letting Bill pick the place for their little get-together. He probably would have agreed to meet her at the motel.

		But she had insisted! As she finished clearing off the dinner dishes and joined Ronny in the living room, she realized that she’d wanted this time with Bill to be…private; something just between her and him!

		This is for ME, she acknowledged to herself defiantly. I’ll be happy to tell Ronny all about it later, when I get home. But while it’s happening…I want it to be all mine!

		She realized that this was very unlike her, even while she was imagining it. But she found that she wanted at least one hotwife experience to be hers and hers alone!

		Maybe I won’t tell Ronny EVERYTHING, after all! She had the further deliciously risqué thought as she got out her cell phone and punched in Bill’s number, smiling across the living room at her husband all the while. Maybe she’d be really nasty with Bill, and then keep a few of the raunchier details all to herself, to re-play over and over again in her imagination, whenever she wanted to!

		“Who the fuck is Bristol North?” Bill growled by way of a greeting as he answered the phone on the third ring, bringing her wandering thoughts back to the here-and-now.

		“This is the gal from the parking lot at Razzle-Dazzle,” she replied in the sexiest voice she could muster. “I thought maybe you might like to get together with me again?”

		He laughed shortly and said, “I’d sure like to fuck you again, if this is really the hot redhead I’m thinking of!”

		Bristol felt her face coloring. He sounded even less polished and ruder than she remembered him being: she suddenly wasn’t so sure she wanted to go through with this after all!

		“We get to spend all night together this time, right, beautiful?” He reminded her just then of what he’d said when they’d taken their leave of one another.

		“Uh…maybe, if we get together this weekend,” she answered, knowing she couldn’t fuck Bill all night and go in to work the next morning as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. She wasn’t eighteen anymore!

		“Next weekend is no good, Red,” he told her. “I’ve got a…thing planned that I don’t want to miss out on; how about tomorrow night instead?”

		She shuddered. Tomorrow night was Wednesday.

		“Well, maybe, but it can’t be for all night. I have to work the next day.”

		“Okay, you can leave anytime you want, doll,” he agreed magnanimously. “Let me give you my address. Shall we say seven o’clock?”

		

		****

		

		“His place is located in a pretty upscale part of Hollywood,” Ronny commented as he watched his wife primp and fuss over her make up and hair in front of the dresser mirror the next night; all to please another man.

		“Yeah, it is,” she said, finishing up her hair. “I guess Bill must do okay for himself.”

		“That looked like an expensive sport coat he was wearing that night at the club, now that I think back on it,” Ronny said.

		“It did,” Bristol agreed nervously, reaching for her purse on the bed.

		She faced Ronny guiltily and whispered, “I don’t know how late I’ll be, so don’t wait up for me. You’ve got that job starting out in Thousand Oaks tomorrow. You’ll need your sleep.”

		“You know I won’t sleep a wink until you’re back home safe and sound, babe,” he told her, just before they tenderly kissed good bye.

		“I’ll try to be back early,” she said as she prepared to leave their bedroom.

		Ronny looked half-stricken as he said, “No rush; take your time…enjoy yourself tonight, Bris!”

		

		****

		

		Bristol was wound as tightly as she could get as she drove toward Hollywood that night. There was a lot of traffic—there always was in LA, no matter where you were going or what time it was—and she did her best to concentrate on that and not to think about Bill and his massive cock!

		She felt guilty as hell as she drove off to meet another man; to fuck him! There was no getting around that.

		“It’s not like I don’t have Ronny’s blessing,” she reassured herself aloud as she drove along, “but still…”

		There was something about a supposedly happily married woman going out to meet another man--knowing she was going to let him do whatever he pleased with her body--that just wasn’t normal; no matter how much your husband approved of it! She knew that.

		But she also knew that she was going to do it anyway! Her nipples were already half hard behind the skimpy bra she had chosen for tonight and she could feel her pussy getting really wet as she thought about Bill’s monster cock!

		Bristol got off the four-oh-five freeway at one-oh-one and took it into Hollywood. The GPS system in her new car told her when to exit and directed her right to Bill’s ritzy apartment building.

		She glanced at the dashboard clock and saw it was coming up on seven; she was right on time. Finding a place to park in the visitor’s section, she got out of her Chevy and started for the elevator.

		

		****

		

		“Hey, you’re looking even hotter tonight than you did last time, at the club,” Bill said as he opened his door at a few minutes after seven and looked her up and down.

		He was just as she remembered him; big and buffed and handsome, with a weightlifter’s physique. His face featured blue eyes with a slightly cruel cast to them and bright-blond hair which had been cut short.

		“Come on in,” he said, opening the door wider. “Can I get you a drink?”

		“Sure, I’m still drinking scotch and soda, if you’ve got it,” she said as she entered the apartment and he closed and locked the front door behind her.

		“Baby, I’ve got everything you need; believe me,” he said, grabbing the crotch of his expensively-tailored dark slacks crudely, for emphasis.

		What an arrogant asshole, she told herself, do I really want to do this?

		But part of her knew it was already too late to back out now. Bill wasn’t the kind of guy who took “no” for an answer; not after a girl had driven halfway across town to his apartment!

		She was going to experience that fat white dick of his tonight, whether she got cold feet or not. That was all part of the danger/charm surrounding the hunky, hulky Bill!

		

		****

		

		“Get it out and suck it for me, you hot bitch!” Bill rasped, breaking off the passionate tongue-kiss a few minutes later.

		So far, tonight was turning out to be an instant replay of what had happened in the back seat of her Impala. Only this time, the two of them were seated on the black leather couch in his front room.

		Bristol’s light bra and blouse lay on the cranberry-colored carpet a few feet away and Bill’s sport coat and shirt were right next to them. Her bare tits were crushed up against his waxed-clean pecs and he had one big paw buried in her red hair as they made out.

		He forced her head downward, even as she was undoing his belt, slacks, and slipping her hand inside the elastic waistband of his boxers. Bill leveraged himself up off the couch so she could finish stripping away his clothes, leaving his huge boner waggling up above that impressive nut sac of his as he sat back down on the couch.

		God, this thing is even bigger than I remembered it being, now that I see it in better light! That was Bristol’s heart pounding thought as she stared down at the monster cock. I always told myself that Rashaan’s was thicker…but I don’t know about that anymore!

		Bill’s fully engorged dick was as big around as coffee cup and he was at least ten inches long, if not more! She gasped as she thought of taking this thick python of a cock up inside her tiny pussy in a few minutes!

		I…I did it before, she reassured herself comfortingly, remembering how that had felt, so I guess I can do it again; especially after having Rashaan and DeVante both inside me last weekend!

		“Suck it,” Bill repeated, urging her head down onto his prick tip.

		Bristol opened her lips as wide as they would go and began to lick all around the burgeoning cock head. Bill groaned at how nice that felt and tugged insistently at her hair, forcing her lips further open and down on his prick a little more.

		Oh, God, it’s fucking HUGE! Bristol thought as more and more of the ultra-thick cock slid into her mouth and throat. How on earth did I ever manage to suck this thing off last time?

		“Oh, yeah, that’s the way to lick me, Red!” Bill’s satisfied-sounding voice sighed at that moment.

		She was moving her tongue all over his dick, as best she could. Bristol’s mouth was stuffed so full of cock that there wasn’t a lot of room left to maneuver!

		Bill moved his hips upward, berthing the last two inches of dick in her mouth, forcing the head of his mammoth tool deep into her throat. She gagged momentarily but fought for control, willing herself not to puke in the big man’s lap!

		“Suck it, you hot bitch,” Bill crooned softly, stroking her hair as she did just that. “You’re nothing but a cocksucking cunt, Red! You want a big prick down your throat or up that tight little pussy of yours more than you want anything!”

		She shuddered visibly as he said that, knowing that it was truer than she cared to admit! Bristol told herself that she owed it to herself to acknowledge that she wanted this as badly as he did—that’s why she was here!

		As he’d spoken just now, he’d raised her up off the couch supported by one hand. Releasing his grip on her hair, he repeated what he’d done that night in the car, stripping off her skirt, pantyhose, and panties as easily as he might peel a banana.

		Oh, he’s so right about me, Bristol thought in despair/ecstasy as Bill plunged a big finger into her super-juicy pussy and began finger-fucking her as she nursed hungrily at his huge cock. I…I DO want this! I want it more than anything!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, fuck, oh, God; it’s so biiiiiiiiiig!” Bristol wailed as the incredibly large dick pinned her to the mattress again and again. “Fuck me! Fuck me with that horsecock of yours and make me come again!”

		Bill was between her widespread legs, rutting down into her gushing depths. He had made her come twice already tonight—once on the couch as she’d sucked his cock and once since he’d carried her limp, totally compliant body into the bedroom and started to fuck her—and a third orgasm was building rapidly in her well-fucked pussy!

		Oh, man, this guy can fuck! Bristol thought, clawing at Bill’s broad back as he thrust down into her. He’s going to come in me—and I don’t care! I know I should have made him use a rubber, but there was no time for that!

		Once they had gotten into the big bedroom, the fucking had begun almost immediately. Bill’s cock had been as hard as it could get, thanks to her frantic blowjob, and her pussy was overflowing with girl-jizz and lubricant from the insane climax he’d brought her to on the couch with his hot fingering.

		He’d done that little trick of his with her g-spot and her clit as he was finger-banging her, and she’d gone crazy around his gliding cock! But Bill hadn’t come in her mouth this time: instead, he’d simply hoisted her bliss-filled body upward and carried her into his bedroom.

		Once they’d gotten here, he’d arranged her on her back on the bed and kicked off his shoes and his remaining clothes and joined her. There had been no foreplay: he’d simply drilled his big-bore cock into her more-than-willing cunt and began fucking her for all he was worth.

		Bristol hadn’t lasted five minutes before he’d made her come again; screaming and hammering her balled up fists on his back. She’d shamelessly urged him to fuck her deeper, fuck her harder!

		And he had. Bill had balled her brains loose, and he was still going.

		“Oh, fuck, but I love your big dick!” She couldn’t help cooing aloud at that moment, as her orgasm engulfed her.

		Bill merely chortled as if he’d heard that all his life—from every girl he’d ever been with--and fucked her even harder…

		

		****

		

		“I should have made you use a rubber,” she told him as she got back in bed minutes later, after a quick trip to the master bathroom to clean up a little, “you really jizzed me!”

		“I always shoot a lot, when I come,” he grinned over at her confidently. “You should know that by now, Red.”

		“Am I going to catch some awful disease from you?”

		Again, he laughed and said, “No, I get tested all the time, do you?”

		“Sure I do,” she lied, knowing she should start doing just that.

		He looked pointedly down at her wedding and engagement set and asked, “Where does your husband think you are tonight? You weren’t wearing those at the club, when we first got together.”

		“I was pretending to be a single girl that night,” she informed him, “hoping to meet a hot guy.”

		“And what about tonight?” He persisted.

		She smiled at him and said, “Ronny, that’s my husband, knows exactly where I am and what I’m doing. He even knows who I’m doing it with.”

		“Cuck, huh,” Bill said in a somewhat derisive tone; “so what are you, some kind of a hotwife?”

		“As a matter of fact, I am,” she informed him proudly.

		“I love meeting those,” Bill said as he beamed over at her, “no strings, no bullshit, no telling each other that love is somehow involved; just a good, hot fuck!”

		“That’s what I’m all about, baby,” she whispered, moving closer to him as she noticed his big cock was half hard once more.

		“Me too,” he murmured, drawing her in for a hot kiss as her skillful fingers began to toy with his growing hard on.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen: Bristol

		

		Our Kind of Party?

		

		“D-Doooooo it,” She moaned with joy, riding Bill’s enormous prick like a cowgirl atop a bucking bronco. “Oh, God, fuck me, you big ape!”

		He was squeezing her nippies hard but somehow it felt just right, as did his pussy-splitting prick up her twat! Bristol’s clit was right up against his hot cock meat as it slid into her again and again, as fast as she could drive her hips up and down on it!

		“Oh, I’m going to come,” Bristol whined a moment later, her pussy sheath fluttering around Bill’s dick. “And it’s going to be a real beauty!”

		She began to keen atop his dick as the full force of her climax gripped her. Bill mashed her nipples between his index fingers and his thumbs as though he was trying to totally destroy them, but instead of feeling painful, it felt marvelous!

		“Oh, oh, fuuuuuuuucccckkkkkkk,” she wailed as she came and came!

		Bill tossed her on his powerful hips, as if she weighed nothing, ramming his cock as deep as it would go over and over again. She moaned, coming like a crazy woman!

		At last, the heavenly spasms started to recede and she heard Bill whisper, “You’ve had yours; now I want mine! Suck my cock and swallow it all while I watch you do it, Red!”

		Yes, yes; I want to do that! Bristol told herself excitedly as she scrambled free of Bill’s impaling rod. I want to suck it for him…I WANT to swallow all of it!

		His up-thrust dick was agleam with her pussy oil and her own come, but she didn’t let that stop her! Bristol licked all around the head briefly; then opened her lips to the max and pushed her lips downward, angling her neck so that all of the massive dick could penetrate her mouth and throat.

		“Oh, oh, yeah,” Bill groaned in absolute euphoria as her tongue caressed him and her lips moved up and down. “Suck it, you sexy bitch! It won’t take long: I’m nearly there already!”

		Bristol really surprised both of them by going even wilder on his about-to-spurt dick. She lapped at it like she couldn’t get enough of it, and sucked hard, craving a huge mouthful of spunk to top off her thus far debauched night!

		She got her wish. Bill gasped as if she was squeezing his big balls in a vise and his hips shot up off the bed, burying his dick in her gagging throat.

		A geyser of hot come so powerful it just about blew her lips off his prick erupted up into Bristol’s sucking mouth! She swallowed frantically; then swallowed again! There seemed to be an ocean of the salty, slightly bitter fluid as she gulped it down hungrily...

		

		****

		

		“You’re even hotter than I remembered you being, Red,” Bill said as he absently stroked her long hair.

		Bristol was lying on her stomach, halfway up Bill’s muscular chest. They were just cuddling after the spectacular blowjob she’d just given him.

		She could barely believe it, but his gargantuan cock was twitching to life yet again while she watched. It couldn’t have been over five minutes ago that she’d finished swallowing his come!

		“What do you do for a living, Bill,” she asked him wryly, her eyes never leaving his expanding prick. “Are you a porn star or something?”

		He laughed and said, “Nah, I own a security company. I started out with the LAPD, but I got canned for being too rough on the scumbags I arrested; too many complaints about ‘excessive force’ and too many lawsuits against the city.”

		She could see that. Violence simply radiated off this guy somehow; it was always there, just below the surface, ready to explode at any second: she had always sensed it, from the first second she’d met him.

		Bristol found it alluring, somehow, but it also frightened her at the same time. Being with Bill was like being around a wild animal, and she found it thrilling but slightly scary as well!

		“I’m going to sort of a party Saturday night,” he said just then. “It’ll be wild, and I think a girl like you would love it.”

		“W-What kind of a party?” Bristol heard herself asking hesitantly, her heart pounding within her chest.

		“It’s a fuck party; what else?” Bill replied, turning toward her. “I belong to a group of guys that all have big dicks, really big dicks. We invite a few girls who dig that sort of thing and pass them around between us. We all fuck the shit out of them until none of us can get it up anymore.”

		Bristol’s breath froze in her lungs. She didn’t want to go to a party like THAT…did she?

		“You can bring the cuck, if you want,” Bill went on as his dick got harder and harder. “A lot of the girls who go to our parties are married, and sometimes their husbands come along and watch.”

		She shivered all over as she imagined Ronny witnessing her getting nailed over and over again by a whole group of guys with mammoth cocks! Still, she didn’t say anything.

		“Come on, Red, you want to go,” he grinned over at her. “I can see it in those red-hot brown eyes of yours.”

		“H-How many guys would be there?” She found herself asking him, quivering all over with excitement at he very thought of acting like such a slut with a big group of hugely-hung guys!

		“It varies,” Bill told her, urging her up onto her hands and knees and moving around behind her, his cock now once again fully hard, “but there’s always at least a dozen or so.”

		A dozen dicks as big as his! Bristol told herself excitedly as she felt Bill’s humongous cock head forcing its way into her from behind. So…so many; so many cocks for me to suck! So many guys to come inside my little pussy while Ronny watches!

		Bill began to fuck her hard, just the way she was jonesing for it. He lightly pulled her hair as he banged into her like a mad man while she thought about Saturday night, and a lot more cocks just like this one!

		A blistering orgasm started to build within her right away and Bill yanked back on her hair and growled, “Shake that pretty ass for me, Red! Maybe I’ll fuck it next! How would you like that?”

		Bristol sucked in her breath and quivered all over as she thought about taking a cock this huge up her tight little ass…

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		It was nearing one in the morning when Ronny finally heard the garage door clanking open. He eagerly turned on the lamp on his nightstand and sat up in bed and waited.

		“Oh, God, you’re still up!” Bristol said disappointedly a half a minute later as she stole her way into the bedroom. “I told you not to wait up for me.”

		“What…what happened to you, babe?” Ronny asked her with alarm.

		His wife turned and looked at herself in the dresser mirror and sighed. Turning back to Ronny, she said, “Bill happened to me, I guess you could say!”

		With a deep sigh of resignation, she stepped forward into the pool of light provided by the lamp and took off her clothes. Ronny sucked in his breath as he saw his wife’s mauled-looking nipples and beheld the virtual torrent of male come running out of her puffy, red pussy lips.

		“He…he really must have…fucked you hard tonight, Bris!” He whispered in something close to awe as he stared at the damage Bill’s massive cock had done to her once pristine little body.

		She eased into bed next to him, saying in a low voice, “Oh, babe; did he ever? He…he fucked me in the pussy a lot, and then he took me up the ass once. And he made me blow him and swallow it all, too!”

		Ronny shuddered but his cock grew hard as it could be as he surveyed the damage and imagined big, hulking Bill doing all of those nasty things to his wife! He groaned and urged her over onto her back, moving down in the bed until his head was even with her pelvis.

		“Let me…let me kiss it and make it better!” Ronny sighed out the old line, staring down at the unbelievable creampie oozing out of his wife’s pussy lips.

		She quivered like a tuning fork as he moved over between her legs on his belly and gave her clit a tiny little kiss. Bristol sighed and stroked his hair as she watched him give her solitary lick on just her sensitive clit

		“Oh, Ronny, there’s so much come inside me tonight!” She whispered and it was as if a bolt of lightning shot through him.

		He straightened up and centered his rigid cock in his straying wife’s spunk-filled pussy and easily pushed inside her, clear up to his balls…

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		“Fuck me,” she hissed as she tossed her hips up to meet his every thrust, “fuck me just like he did! Fuck me in every hole I’ve got, darling!”

		Ronny shuddered when she said that, but he didn’t stop lunging down into her. She ran her hands over his back and down onto his nice ass, kneading it just the way she had Bill’s earlier in the evening, when Bill had been doing this to her.

		Bill’s huge, compared to Ronny, she thought in rising bliss as she got ready to come on her husband’s driving dick and thought about her somewhat brutal lover at the same time. Bill’s built like a football player or a weightlifter, while my Ronny is more like a gymnast or a swimmer.

		Both of them were yummy to look at. And both of them fucked her divinely, just in different ways.

		She found Bill to be rough and manly and just slightly dangerous to be in bed with. But Ronny was sweet and loving and did her just the way she loved getting it on a regular basis.

		Rashaan and DeVante, on the other hand, had been exciting because they were both so black and somewhat taboo-looking and thus slightly exotic—even in this day and age. Bill was thrilling because a girl just never knew what he was going to do to her next!

		But Ronny was the perfect man for her. She kissed his ear tenderly and whispered, “Give it to me, sweetie! Give my cheating pussy a hot come bath and reclaim me!”

		Ronny moaned and began to cream her just then, as she went off all around his thrusting, spurting cock…

		

		****

		

		…”and then he fucked me in the ass!” Bristol told Ronny breathlessly, looking into deeply his blue eyes as she spoke. “Oh, God, darling; he was so huge! I didn’t know if my poor little ass could handle him or not!”

		Ronny’s dick was as hard as it could get again as she touched it and spoke softly to him. He groaned and asked, “Did he…you know…hurt you when he fucked you back there?”

		“Yes, at first he did,” she assured him in a whisper, “but it ended up hurting so…good! He was playing with my clitty all the while; finger-fucking me deep, and rubbing my g-spot too while he took my ass!

		Her husband sucked in his breath and murmured, “How did that feel?”

		She felt her face coloring as she admitted, “It felt wonderful. He was squeezing my poor nippie at the same time, too, Ronny. When he finally went off of inside my butt, I came so fucking hard!”

		Poor Ronny gasped and writhed all around on the bed. She kissed his cheek lovingly and whispered, “Do you want me to show you how to do that to me, just like Bill did it?”

		Ronny drew in a breath and said, “God, yes; I want to do that to you so bad, Bris!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, fuck, Ronny; I’m going to come!” Bristol whined several minutes later. “Keep…keep on fucking my aaaaaaaasssssss!”

		Ronny gasped and fucked her deep, his finger sawing in and out of her pussy just like she had showed him, and his other hand gripping her nipple. Bristol was cooing and sighing and her butt sheath was grabbing at his gliding dick!

		“Oh, damn, Bris; this is really something!” Ronny sighed as he cut loose in her spasming bottom, flooding it with his hot come.

		Bristol moaned and shimmied her well-fucked ass back onto her husband’s exploding dick as she dug her fingernails into the sheets. This wasn’t quite as huge of an orgasm Bill’s over-sized cock had coaxed from her a few hours ago. But it was damn close!

		The married couple clung together until the last little twitch of pleasure had sparked through Bristol’s asshole and up into her clit. Ronny’s cock had gone soft in her bottom and her clenching anal muscles finally expelled it, along with a huge wad of Ronny and Bill’s combined semen.

		They broke apart, then quickly cuddled together at the top of the bed. Ronny was grinning triumphantly as he asked her, “Well, was that as good as when old Bill did it to you?”

		“Better,” she sighed contentedly, lying just slightly to her husband as she ran her fingers through his dark hair, “it was much better: because it was you and not him!”

		

		****

		

		“I don’t know, Bris,” Ronny said doubtfully, just before they fell asleep in each other’s arms at two-thirty that morning. “I don’t know if I want you going to that kind of a party or not.”

		He looked over at his wife in the darkened bedroom and asked, “Are you sure you want to go?”

		She bit her lower lip and thought hard about that. It had sounded kind of hot, earlier in the evening, at Bill’s place.

		But now it seemed scary, when she really thought about it. All of those men, with their enormous cocks!

		What if they hurt her? And she’d have to do pretty much whatever they wanted, that was a given!

		“Maybe we’d better think it over some more, babe,” she told Ronny just before they fell asleep. “I told Bill I’d call him one way or the other by Friday night, so we’ve got until then to decide if we want to go or not.”

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		He had changed his mind about the fuck party a dozen times or more by lunchtime the next day. At first he wanted to see Bristol getting fucked by all those huge cocks; then he didn’t.

		It’s a little too much, Ronny told himself as he finished up with hanging the drywall later that afternoon. What if they hurt Bris? What if she doesn’t like getting fucked over and over again by a bunch of big-dicked goons?

		He snorted with derisive laughter even as he had this last thought. Remembering how much she’d enjoyed Rashaan and DeVante and him that night, it was silly to think Bristol would be anything but thrilled by having more gigantic cocks to play with!

		Why not do it? He asked himself. We’re only young once! We may never get another chance to go to a party like this one!

		By late afternoon, he was really dragging. He told himself wryly that his getting all of three hours sleep last night had not been a good idea!

		He had hoped to get a lot further along on this room expansion today but he knew that he wasn’t going to. Sighing, he thought, oh, well, there’s always tomorrow. I’ll make it a point to get some rest tonight and start fresh in the morning.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen: Bristol

		

		Going For It

		

		“How was your day?” Bristol asked her husband tiredly. “I stopped at the supermarket deli on the way home and got us some chicken strips, macaroni salad, and fruit salad for dinner. I hope you don’t mind, but I’m too beat to cook anything for dinner tonight.”

		Ronny made a dismissive gesture with his right hand and headed straight for the refrigerator to fetch a cold can of beer. He asked his wife, “You want a drink? I could make you a scotch and soda before I sit down.”

		“If I were to drink any alcohol tonight, I’d fall asleep instantly, babe,” Bristol replied wearily, dishing up the store-bought dinner. “If you don’t mind, I’m going to eat this and go straight to bed.”

		She smiled ruefully over at her husband and said, “No sex for you tonight, cowboy. I’m just too tired!”

		“I doubt I could get it up anyway,” Ronny admitted, grinned back at her after taking a big sip of his beer.

		

		****

		

		“Have you thought anymore about the party Saturday night, and whether or not you want us to go?” Bristol asked him at breakfast the next morning. “Today is Friday, and I’m supposed to call Bill back this evening and let him know one way or the other.”

		Ronny gave a mirthless laugh and asked, “Are you kidding? I barely thought about anything else yesterday, Bris.”

		They sat looking at each other across the breakfast table while they ate their eggs, cut up their ham steaks, and nibbled at their toast. At last she said, “It might be fun. We’ve sure as hell never done anything like it before.”

		“No, that’s true,” Ronny agreed, finishing up his meal. “And that night with Rashaan and his nephew turned out great.”

		They sat finishing their morning coffee until Bristol said, “Let’s do this: let’s both think about it some more today and talk it over at dinner tonight. Then I can call Bill with our decision.”

		“Okay by me,” Ronny said, standing up from the table and starting for the counter to pick up the lunch Bristol had packed for him.

		

		****

		

		“What did you decide?” Bristol asked that night as soon as she sat down at the dinner table.

		“Oh, no; you go first,” Ronny said with a sly grin. “After all, it’s you who has to do all the work, if we decide to go tomorrow night.”

		“I think we should both agree on this,” Bristol insisted. “It’ll be no good if one of us wants to go this wild party and the other one is lukewarm about it.”

		“That’s true,” Ronny said, cutting into the chicken dish she had fixed for them tonight.

		“If we go, I want to be sure we get to drive our own car to this little fuckfest,” Bristol said, eating a bit of the dinner herself.

		“That’s smart,” Ronny offered. “That way, when we want to leave, we can do that. We don’t want to be dependent on Bill for a ride.”

		The two of them just looked at each other for long moments. After what seemed like an eternity, Bristol blurted out, “Well, I think we should go, God help me!”

		Ronny broke into a relieved smile and said, “So do I, Bris! I was praying you felt the same way. I hope this turns out as great as I want it to; I just wish we could video it!”

		“From what Bill said, those big-dicked pals of his aren’t shy,” she said with a smile, “but I think they might draw the line at being recorded on an X-rated video, don’t you?”

		

		****

		

		“What is this place, again?” Ronny asked nervously, following along behind Bill’s low-slung, sporty car.

		“He told me it used to be a gym, until it went out of business a few years back,” Bristol replied just as anxiously. “Apparently, one of the guys in the group is a real estate developer and he bought this place a year or so ago as a property he plans to remodel and sell. They painted all the widows black and brought in some mattresses and use it as their…fuck pad, on nights like this.”

		They drove along in silence again for a while until Ronny asked, “How did this fuck-club come about again?”

		“Bill told me on the phone last night that it was loosely modeled on the ‘tall clubs’ that have sprung up across the country,” Bristol replied. “From what he said, to join one of those, guys have to be at least six-foot-two in height and girls have to be at least five-ten.”

		She looked over at her husband as he maneuvered her Chevy through the city traffic and added, “Only to be a member of this club, the guys have to be packing at least eight inches of cock and the girls have to like taking huge ones!”

		Ronny chortled and said, “I could be a member; I’m just barely eight inches!”

		Bristol leaned over and took his arm briefly and said, “You could at that. I’ve always told you that you had a great cock, honey!”

		He smiled at her briefly and turned his eyes back toward the road, asking her, “How big is the biggest member?”

		Bristol shivered a little as she answered, “Bill said he was a Samoan guy; huge, maybe four-hundred pounds and six-foot eight or so. His dick is almost fourteen inches long when it’s hard and it’s supposed to be as big around as a fencepost!”

		Ronny started and looked over at her worriedly. She smiled at him and said, “It turns out he doesn’t come to these things very often, thank God! Let’s hope he’s not there tonight. I don’t think I could handle one quite that big!”

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		He could see right away why this particular gym had failed. It was located in the wrong part of town.

		They were now on the outskirts of East LA, a gang-ridden, mostly Mexican-American enclave, and this particular part of East LA was made up of warehouses and abandoned factory buildings.

		The gym had been called the Power Station, and the sagging, inoperative neon sign out front had been shut off for the final time quite a while back, judging from the look of the place. He followed Bill’s new, bright-yellow Mustang around back, to the old parking lot, and nosed into a space right along side of him.

		Bill got out and, all but ignoring Ronny’s presence, escorted Bristol inside, entering through a back door after giving a special knock. The guy who had opened the door for them was nearly as big as Bill and suddenly Ronny began to feel like an under-sized youth among professional athletes, even though he was over six feet tall.

		They were in an area that had clearly served as a locker room, back when this had still been a functioning gym. There were rows of lockers with wooden benches in front of them and a big shower facility off in the distance.

		“No clothes allowed, out in the gym floor, doll,” Bill told Bristol with a shark-like grin, indicating the lockers. “Pick one you like and get naked, both of you.”

		He looked past Bristol to Ronny, his eyes going ice-cold, and said, “You, too, cuck; but once we get out there, just look, don’t touch. It’s okay to jack off—there are clean towels stacked on a table outside—but no touching any of the girls tonight, get me?”

		Ronny bristled inside but nodded his agreement. Bristol had already filled him in on the ground rules before they’d left the house tonight.

		Even though he had a cock that was technically long enough for him to become a member, he wasn’t a member, and that meant a strictly “hands-off” policy all night for him. He could watch whatever Bristol did, with whomever she was doing it with, but he couldn’t interfere in any way.

		Brill removed his sport coat and shirt, hanging them both up in an empty locker. He unbuckled his slacks; his eyes never leaving Bristol as she self-consciously shed her blouse and bra right next to him and hung them in the locker beside his.

		On her other side, Ronny hastily whipped off his sweatshirt and undid his jeans, stepping out of his trainers. He sat down on the bench and wrestled with his white socks while Bristol and Bill finished getting naked.

		Ronny’s breath froze in his throat as he caught sight of Bill’s big cock and big balls! Even now, when the huge prick was soft, it was about nine inches long; and was it ever a thick one?

		I don’t know how Bris fits that monster inside her! Ronny thought, eyeing the impressive dick a little enviously. Mine seems to be snug in her little pussy some nights and it’s not nearly that big around!

		“Come on, kiddies,” Bill said in his gruff voice, “the fun is this way.”

		He took Bristol’s hand possessively in his and led them toward a doorway. All Ronny could do was follow along meekly behind them …

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		Oh, God, why did I ever agree to this? Bristol kept asking herself nervously as Bill stepped out into the gym proper, dragging her along with him.

		She wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing and big room was nearly dark. Here and there, a red bulb burned, casting a hazy crimson glow throughout the place.

		A bar had been set up in a nearby corner, Bristol was happy to see. Bill led her over to it and made her a scotch and soda when she requested it.

		Ronny had a beer and Bill fixed a bourbon and coke for himself. The three of them stood at the bar and drank, looking around as their eyes gradually adjusted to the dim lighting.

		Bristol saw that three mattresses had been strewn around the open space. A girl of about nineteen sat on one, as completely naked as she was. Several men were standing around her, their impressive cocks half hard as they looked down at her.

		The younger woman was a little blonde, with an elfin-cute face and small tits with pink nipples that pointed upward. Bristol saw that the girl’s nipples were also sort of puffy ones and that they were already as excited as they could be.

		One of the men stepped up to her and—without any sort of preamble-- boldly fed her his ten inch dick. The girl opened her mouth for him eagerly enough and he sunk the thick shaft all the way up to his heavy ball sac in her lips and throat!

		Holy shit, but that looks hot! Bristol couldn’t help thinking, her breasts starting to firm up and her pussy beginning to moisten as she watched the diminutive blonde suck the over-sized cock.

		She fixed herself a second scotch, ignoring the soda all together this time, and turned back around to see that the smaller woman was now on her back in the middle of the mattress, and the guy who had been in her mouth was now fucking her while another guy with a shorter, but even thicker cock, was plunging it in and out of her mouth at the same time!

		“That’s Serena,” Bill informed her with a smirk. “She’s a regular at these things. Her husband is named Bob. That’s him over there, watching; the guy with the tiny dick!”

		Bristol saw who he was referring to: a short, slightly built young man was standing off to one side of the mattress, stroking his very erect but small cock fiercely as he watched his wife service the two club members. He had a white towel in one hand, ready to catch his come, as he beat off.

		“The towels are over there, if you want one, cuck,” Bill told Ronny just then, motioning toward a pile of clean white towels stacked on a nearby table.

		She started to say something to Bill about his smug tone with Ronny, but then she glanced down at her husband’s cock and saw that it was rigid as it could be. And that Ronny was stroking it absently as he stared at Sheila and her two partners. Wordlessly, her husband finished his beer, set it on the bar, and moved over to take a towel from the pile.

		Embarrassed as she could be over Ronny’s docile behavior, she tore her eyes away from him and instead focused on another mattress, where a slim but big-breasted oriental girl was busily “entertaining” three men at once! Bristol found herself all but panting as she watched the woman—who looked to be in her early twenties—sucking one man while the other two double-penetrated her ass and pussy at the same time!

		“Ever do that?” Bill asked her with a grin.

		Bristol looked down at the floor, not wanting to admit to him that she had! She drank the rest of her scotch, the sudden infusion of all that alcohol hitting her right away.

		Bill took her empty glass from her hand and set it on the bar top next to Ronny’s beer can. He finished his own drink and said, “Enough with the watching, Bristol, you hot bitch! It’s time for you to join the party!”

		

		****

		

		He led her and Ronny over to a third mattress where several other men were milling around, sipping cocktails and watching the blonde and the oriental girl perform. Bristol shivered as she realized that the naked men all had huge cocks and that they were nearly hard already.

		Bill pushed her unceremoniously down onto the mattress and announced, “This is Bristol, guys. The bitch will do anything you might want, and she likes it a little rough!”

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		He watched in fascinated horror as the four strange men finished their drinks quickly and surrounded Bristol on the mattress! Ronny gasped as he saw one of them, a muscular black dude, manhandle his wife into position and force his nearly foot-long dick in between her mildly protesting lips!

		The black guy’s big nut sac bounced off her chin as he started to skull fuck her in earnest while another man—white, burly, hairy, and really hung—pushed her legs apart and sunk his fat cock all the way into her pussy with one mighty shove. Bristol tried to scream, but there was too much black cock down her throat for her to make much of a sound.

		A muted bleat of surprise, outrage, and discomfort passed her sucking lips. And then she was fucking the second man back; hard and fast; deep and noisily!

		The man rutted into her and looked up at his two pals and Bill, saying, “This is prime stuff, man; congrats on finding her!”

		“Come hard in that tight little pussy of hers, if you want, when you’re ready, Larry. She loves it!” Bill replied, puffing out his muscular chest over the man’s compliment about finding Bristol and glancing around at his big-dicked buddies.

		He stepped over to Ronny and patted him on his bare shoulders, saying, “This is her cuck! I bet he really loves seeing her get spunked by some real men, don’t you…cuck?”

		Ronny felt his face turning red but he didn’t say a word, his eyes stealing back to Bristol, who was sucking cock like a mad woman and tossing her hips up to meet the stranger’s thrusts down into her super-wet pussy

		She…she…LOVES it! Ronny told himself, half in ecstasy; half in disgust at Bristol’s behavior…and at his own! My little Bristol just loves acting like a…HO’ for all these guys!

		Ronny had to admit—his dick couldn’t get any harder--as he watched the stranger pounding his huge prick into his wife’s pussy. The total stranger suddenly groaned and began to cream her just then. Ronny gasped as he heard the man sigh and saw a huge wad of white spunk start to drip out of Bristol’s violated pussy lips around the man’s surging cock!

		“How was she, Gordie?” The man standing next to Ronny asked.

		“Great,” Gordie said, pulling his spent dick out of Bristol’s well-jizzed cunt lips, “you should try her out, before she gets too sloppy!”

		“I think I will at that,” the man answered, urging his friend Gordie out of the way and getting down on the mattress in between Bristol’s splayed-open thighs.

		She gave a soft little mewl as the new man’s ten inch cock penetrated her gooey depths and she began rocking her hips back and forth in time with his thrusts. At that moment, the black guy fucking her mouth began to come and Bristol gulped; then swallowed his hot load for him.

		“Man, that’s for me!” Another man sighed, stepping over to the mattress. “Just look at that beautiful redheaded bitch guzzling Amman’s come!”

		“She’s doing you proud, buddy,” Bill whispered triumphantly into Ronny’s ear as the next man shoved his hard dick into his wife’s spunky lips and began to fuck them just as enthusiastically as the black guy had. “Go ahead; don’t be shy. Use that towel, just the way these guys are using Bristol!”

		Ronny wanted to deck him! But he didn’t.

		Instead, he turned his eyes back to the spectacle of his wife getting double fucked and wondered when she was going to take one of these guys up her ass as well as inside her pussy…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen: Bristol

		

		Party

		

		So many…so many huge ones! Bristol thought, reaching out and touching still another mammoth hard on as she sucked one prick and worked her hips up off the mattress as another one fucked her.

		Glancing around, she saw that there were now well over a dozen naked men in the room, counting Ronny and the other cuckolds. And most of them had incredible dicks!

		And they all seemed intent on fucking Bristol! She felt the second man finish up in her pussy; gush after gush of hot come jetted up into her womb as she sucked off her second big cock in less than fifteen minutes and came right along with both of them!

		Wad after wad of semen surged into her mouth and she swallowed it all for the guy, licking his dick head clean as it was withdrawn from her sucking lips. She shot a glance at Ronny and caught him coming into the towel for the first time tonight.

		I wonder how many more times he’s going to jack off, watching me this evening; Bristol thought absently as still another big cock was shoved in between her lips and another was pushed deep into her flooded pussy.

		She didn’t blame Ronny for being turned on by her lewd behavior! Bristol had already come at least twice herself, and she had to admit…she was acting like the slut of sluts tonight!

		The guy in her mouth was Hispanic this time. And he had a honey of a prick…so long and fat and hard!

		She licked at it, drawing a moan from its owner as she began to move her lips up and down on his fleshy pole. The man fucking her had a lot of girth too!

		He wasn’t quite as long as the last one had been, but he was long enough. And he was so unbelievably…thick!

		She craned her neck so she could see around the guy balling her mouth and discovered that her latest pussy-fucker was a fat little bald man! Not a guy she would have ever given a second look to, had she been out cruising to meet new men.

		But he sure has a nice cock, she thought as it rammed in and out of her jizz-filled pussy! That was for certain…

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		That fat, bald little…gnome is fucking her now! Ronny realized incredulously. Just look at him go! And she’s…LOVING it!

		The sight of the ugly little man fucking Bristol was disconcerting for Ronny. The black guy she had sucked off had been nothing but handsome and his body had been really buffed. And the others who had been with her had at least been…acceptable, as far as looks went!

		But this new guy was gross; except for the fact that he had nearly a ten inch, really fat cock! He had big balls, too!

		He’s probably going to use them to really cream my poor little Bris when he comes inside her, Ronny told himself resignedly as he watched her screwing him back like the little whore that she was!

		I…I wonder how his stuff will taste, if I decide to clean her up with my tongue later? Ronny shuddered from head to toe as he envisioned that: him down on his tummy between Bristol’s legs later at home in their bed, sucking out all these guys’ come and swallowing it?

		His cock, embarrassingly, began to get hard all over again as he fantasized about that!

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		The bald man was coming inside her! His loud groan alerted her, and then she felt geysers of spunk being shot deep inside her!

		It’s…it’s like a fire hose being opened up in my pussy! Bristol thought, realizing what a lot of spunk it was!

		Poor Ronny, having to lick that much out of me! She almost giggled aloud as the obscene image of her and Ronny’s fantasy flashed into her brain.

		But she couldn’t really giggle anyway. The Latino guy in her mouth was about to come as well, and she had to swallow it all for him!

		As if he had heard her thoughts, the guy sighed and said, “Oh, here it comes, baby! Gulp it all down, you hot bitch!”

		Bristol tried to do just that, her pussy contracting wildly around the bald man’s shrinking dick, as she reveled in what a bad girl she was being. She closed her eyes and just came and came…

		

		****

		

		“Where…where did all the guys go?” Bristol asked aloud a minute later.

		When the two cocks had been pulled from her, she had remained on her back, on the mattress, just resting with her eyes closed. Now that she had opened them, she saw that aside from Ronny, she was suddenly alone in this end of the big room.

		Her husband had a fresh beer in his hand, along with a clean towel he had wrapped around the frosty can. Kneeling next to her, he whispered, “They’re all over there, watching those two other women eat each other. Turns out they’re bisexual, I guess.”

		Bristol looked and saw all of the naked men surrounding one mattress. As they milled around, she caught glimpses of the two other women here tonight performing a lewd sixty-nine for their own obvious pleasure and that of the men!

		“God, look at all that jism spilling down on her out of the other girl’s pussy!” Bristol gasped as she saw the little oriental girl’s face covered in spunk as she lay underneath the blonde’s twat and lapped upward into it.

		“I guess that’s what happens, when you fuck four or five guys right in a row,” Ronny observed wryly.

		“How…how have I done, so far?” Bristol asked her husband in a soft whisper.

		“Three, I think,” he answered almost shyly, “and you blew about that many, too!”

		“Oh, God, I’m such a slut!” She gasped as she realized Ronny was right!

		Her handsome husband smiled at her and whispered back, “It’s alright, Bris; you’re my slut. And I love you more than anything!”

		They started to kiss--despite the dried jism on Bristol’s lush lips--but just then Bill came swaggering back onto the mattress, the girl-girl show apparently finished, at least for the time being. Bill looked down at her and said, “Time for a butthole gangbang, Bristol. Are you up for that, you little ho’? All the boys want to sample that hot little ass of yours, and I’m first!”

		Bristol sucked in her breath at the thought of taking that many huge cocks up her ass, one right after the other. She told Bill in a shaky voice, “N-No, that will tear my up too badly! I’m…I’m not doing that! I absolutely refuse!”

		“’Refuse’ ain’t a word we’ll be using around here tonight, slut,” Bill assured her threateningly, his cruel blue eyes glittering with anger. “You’ll do what I say, when I say!”

		“The fuck she will!” Ronny suddenly exploded, springing up from the mattress.

		Bill turned toward him, smiling malevolently, and asked,”When did you decide to grow a pair, cuck? Here, let’s see just how big they are.”

		With that, Bill reached down and took Ronny’s balls in his right hand and squeezed sharply. Ronny gasped at the incredible pain, dropping his beer and the towel, grabbing frantically at Bill’s squeezing hand.

		The bigger man laughed and used his other hand to grab Ronny by the neck and squeezed that too. He then used his two handholds to hoist the struggling Ronny over his head and throw him onto the far side of the mattress.

		Bill was on him on the second bounce as Ronny tried to struggle to his feet. He kicked the hapless cuckold in the ribs and Bristol heard something snap.

		Ronny screamed in pain and grabbed at his injured side as Bill drew back his foot for another kick. He was smiling like a maniac and Bristol, who was watching, horrified, had the thought that Bill enjoyed this sort of thing far more than he enjoyed sex!

		“No, don’t hurt him anymore!” She screamed. “I’ll do what you want! You all can fuck me wherever you want to…as often as you’d like! Just don’t hurt Ronny anymore!”

		Bill reached down and patted the groaning Ronny roughly on the cheek, saying, “Good thing you’ve got her here to protect you, cuck! Otherwise, I might have really fucked you up!”

		

		****

		

		Bristol lay sobbing as still another man with a huge cock shoved himself down into her overflowing asshole and began to fuck it! She was on her knees and elbows on the mattress, her left cheek held down firmly by Bill’s big foot, her tits pressed into the smooth surface as well, while a line of guys behind her all took their turn at raping her anally!

		Bill hadn’t used any of his little tricks to make her initial ass-fuck feel wonderful, the way he had at his apartment. He hadn’t even used that much lube: he’d just shoved his hard monster into her bottom and fucked it until he came, despite her mewls of pain and protest.

		The next couple of guys were easier to take. Bill had really spunked her, and that provided a squishy cushion of lubricant for their penetrating cocks.

		One guy—she thought it might have been the fourth one to use her ass so far tonight—had even managed to make her come right along with him. He had taken the time to play with her clitty while he banged down into her with his thick cock, and it had actually felt good, when he had finally come inside her, and she had gone off right along with him!

		The man inside her asshole now was offering no such niceties! He was merely rutting down into her soupy bunghole like he couldn’t get enough of it!

		“Ugh! Ah, oh, yeah,” he murmured as he fucked her, “she’s still hot and tight, even though she’s had a bunch of huge dicks up this little hole tonight already!”

		Bristol felt him start to shoot and she sighed. She wondered how many more men would ravage her poor bottom before they at last tired of despoiling her?

		“Hey…what in the fuck’s going on here?” A loud voice inquired just then.

		“Uh, hi, Mose,” Bill’s voice sounded hesitant, surprised, and something Bristol never expected to hear from the big man: a bit frightened! “We, uh…didn’t think you were going to make it to the party tonight. It’s late.”

		Bristol pushed herself up onto her hands and knees and turned to face the group. A huge, dark-skinned man now stood among them, dwarfing even Bill.

		The Samoan was naked like the rest of them, but at the same time, he wasn’t at all like the rest of them! This man had lots of tribal tattoos inked into both his face and neck, as well as his massive body and, though he looked a little fat, she sensed there was a ton of muscle under that top layer of blubber!

		“Who’s this dude, and why’s he all balled up like that?” The late arrival asked Bill, pointing toward Ronny, who lay in the fetal position, moaning and clutching at his cracked ribs.

		“Uh…that’s her husband,” Bill answered slowly, as if he didn’t want to. “He’s a cuck and he tried to stop us from having a little more fun with his wife. You know how it goes sometimes…”

		“Yeah, I know how it goes with an asshole like you, Bill,” the big man growled, looking around at the group. “What was this…an anal gangbang?”

		He looked down at Bristol and smiled almost shyly as he asked, “Are you alright, Ma’am?”

		Bristol looked up into the man’s almost black eyes and said miserably, “No, I’m not alright! They…they…raped me! I didn’t want to be the centerpiece in their little butt-bang; not at all!”

		“That’s not true,” Bill protested hotly. “She sucked a bunch of cocks off tonight; and she fucked most of them willingly enough, too!”

		The big Samoan looked down at her inquisitively, waiting for her answer. Bristol looked away and murmured, “It’s true. I did. And I enjoyed that part of it, for the most part.”

		She looked up defiantly and added, “But I drew the line at butt-rape! And they did it anyway.”

		Glancing over at Bill she said, “He was the ring leader. I don’t think the others would have acted the way they did without him egging them on!”

		The big islander sighed and said, “You assholes are going to fuck up a really nice gig, behaving like this.”

		He pointed at the two other women, watching intently from a nearby mattress, and said, “These two bitches are fine with anything you might want to do to them. Why can’t you be satisfied with that? If this new girl doesn’t want anal; then she shouldn’t have to do anal!”

		There was a shame-faced murmur of acquiescence from the group as they suddenly stared down at their feet en masse. None of them could meet the bigger man’s accusing eyes.

		That is, until Bill stepped forward and demanded, “Who made you the leader of this group, Mose? We ought to be free to do whatever we want with these cunts!”

		Mose said with a sly smile, “You know, Bill, I’ve never really liked you.”

		Quick as a cat, he snaked out his huge right hand and grabbed Bill by the throat. Raising him off the ground by a nearly a foot, Mose shook him like a rag doll as he continued; “You’re nothing but a prick. And your cruelty is going to get the whole group in trouble eventually.”

		The man spoke normally, as if holding another man who must have weighed two-hundred-and-fifty pounds off the mattress was not a big deal for him. Bill’s eyes had bugged out and his tongue was turning blue as it wagged around in the air!

		He clawed at the bigger man’s fingers around his neck but he may as well have been waving them around, for all the good it did him. Mose watched the helpless Bill flail about for several more seconds; then tossed him ten feet across the mattress, where he landed in an unmoving heap.

		Mose turned back to Bristol and extended a huge hand, saying, “Let’s get you cleaned up and out of here, Ma’am. I think the party’s over for tonight.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen: Bristol

		

		Homecoming

		

		“Are…are you sure you’re alright with me doing this?” Bristol asked Ronny, who was propped up in bed at home.

		Ronny looked at Mose and said, “If you think you can do it, Bris. It’s only fair. He saved both of us, and he didn’t get to have any sex at the party.”

		His face colored as he continued, looking over at Mose, “That is, if you don’t mind me being here, watching. I…I…like to watch.”

		Mose broke into a huge grin as he said, “I don’t mind a bit, Ronny! Guys are all gathered around me at one of our parties, watching when I’m with some girl, and some of them are boyfriends or husbands like you.”

		The big man started removing his clothes and Bristol did the same. He had cleaned her up in the showers back at the gym, then followed Ronny and her home. This was after she had asked him breathlessly if there was anything she could do to repay him for rescuing her and her husband from Bill and his pals.

		He’d whispered in her ear almost bashfully, about always wanting a blowjob from someone as beautiful as her. Once they were by themselves and standing beside her car, she had talked it over with Ronny and they had jointly decided to let Mose follow them to their house.

		Now their new Samoan friend was naked and so was she. Ronny was lying nude in bed, his big cock already at half mast over the prospect of seeing his naughty wife try to suck as big a dick as the one the huge islander possessed.

		The two of them got on the bed, and Mose scooted back against the pillows, lying right next to Ronny. His incredibly long, thick cock was still limp as it could be; which was just fine with Bristol!

		Maybe I can get more of it into my mouth easier, while it’s still soft, she thought to herself hopefully as she lay down between the massive Samoan’s tree trunk-sized thighs.

		“Holy fuck, that’s a big one!” Ronny hissed as she began to lick the head, which Bristol saw was at least four inches across, even in its relaxed state!

		She didn’t bother to comment: Bristol just opened her lips as wide as they would go and sucked the unbelievably large cock head into mouth and began to lave it with her tongue. Mose sighed and ran his thick fingers through her red hair as she began bobbing her head over his lap.

		Oh, Jesus, it’s so thick! She thought in rising panic as the fat dick began to swell to life inside her sucking lips. I thought Bill’s was a monster, but it’s nothing compared to…THIS one!

		“Do it, Bris,” Ronny murmured, his eyes never leaving her nursing mouth, “suck that gigantic cock for him, baby!”

		Mose looked over at her husband and said laughingly, “Man, you’re really into this cuckold stuff, aren’t you, Ronny?”

		Ronny’s face colored instantly, but the towering Samoan’s face split into a friendly smile as he clapped Bristol’s deviant husband on the back and said, “Its okay, dude! Whatever turns you on!”

		Bristol smiled as best she could around the mammoth mouthful of cock as Mose continued: “Your beautiful wife and l and I are going to put on quite a show for you tonight, aren’t we, Bristol? Just lay back and enjoy it!”

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		Man, that’s the biggest cock I’ve ever seen; even in a porn video! Ronny thought as Bristol struggled to suck it.

		The thing was only in her mouth less than halfway and he saw that it was already making a huge bulge in her throat! He also observed that her playful little tongue circled it ceaselessly, licking and licking!

		“Oh, dude, she’s so good at this,” Mose sighed blissfully just then, clapping him on the back again. “You’re a lucky man, to be married to a girl like her!”

		Don’t I know it? Ronny thought as the torrid blowjob went on and on.

		Bristol had been able to wedge almost two-thirds of the massive stovepipe of a cock into her lips by now, and her tongue was still lapping at it frantically. She was swallowing his oozing pre-come, too; Ronny could see her throat working from time to time.

		“Oh, God, it feels so fine,” Mose groaned, hunching his big hips up off the bed, driving another inch of himself into Bristol’s sucking mouth. “I…I can’t last!”

		He turned his head towards Ronny and sighed, “I don’t get sucked off very often. My cock’s just too big. So I…oh, oh, fuck; here it comes!”

		Ronny all but stopped breathing as he saw Bristol’s eyes go big and then she started swallowing desperately! Again and again, her throat worked as she gulped down the Samoan’s huge load!

		“Oh, God, Bris,” Ronny sighed, “he’s coming…coming right in your mouth!”

		A tiny line of white appeared around his wife’s stretched-open lips. Gradually, two small drops gathered at the corner of her mouth as well and began to ooze down onto her chin.

		Holy fuck, but that’s a lot of come! Ronny told himself incredulously as he watched his wife gulping down the spurting goo until at last she gasped, let the softening cock slip from her spunky lips, and lay panting for breath, one cheek pressed against Mose’s expansive belly.

		“You did it, babe,” Ronny whispered excitedly, unabashedly proud of her cocksucking prowess. “You swallowed all of it!”

		Bristol looked up at him and flashed him a wry smile as she licked the come off her lips and downed it. She took her right index finger and dabbed at her chin and her lips, licking off the thick semen and eating it as both men watched, whispering triumphantly, “All gone; I got every drop!”

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		“That’s one hell of a woman you got yourself there, dude,” Mose sighed, looking down at Bristol adoringly. “Not many girls can do that!”

		Still gasping for breath but proud of herself, Bristol glanced over at Ronny’s cock and saw that it was as hard as she’d ever seen in her life. Her eyes moved up to his and she asked softly, “Do you want a blowjob too, Ronny? Do you want to come in mama’s mouth, the way he just did?”

		Ronny squirmed with embarrassment on the bed, his big dick waggling around; his face reddening. He grimaced in pain as his ribs let him know that they were still cracked.

		Wordlessly, Bristol climbed over Mose’s huge thigh and Ronny’ smaller once, taking her placed between his legs. She thought of all the jism she had just swallowed, plus all of it she had likewise dealt with at the fuck party earlier and sighed.

		What’s a squirt or two more? She asked herself as she began to lick at Ronny’s cock head. My tummy’s already so full of come that I slosh when I walk!

		“Oh, man, just look at her go after your cock!” Mose whispered as Bristol’s head started to glide up and down over her husband’s lap. “She’s so fucking hot, I can barely believe it!”

		God help me, I LOVE hearing that! Bristol thought as she sucked cock. I’m such a slut at heart! I go crazy when I hear hot guys saying what a sexy bitch I am!

		Just then, she felt a pair of giant hands lifting her to her knees from behind. She glanced over at the pillows Mose had recently been occupying and discovered that they were now empty!

		She murmured with excitement around Ronny’s cock as she felt the big man’s tongue slipping up into her juicy snatch from behind, tickling her clit as it went! He had flipped over onto his back and was now eating her in the same way those lezzy girls had gone after one another earlier at the party, when they’d been locked in that sixty-nine!

		Mose proved to be a very skillful cunt-lapper! His tongue was as big as the rest of him and he seemed to delight in driving it deep inside Bristol’s pussy and waggling it all around!

		She moaned around Ronny’s cock as Mose ate her expertly. Her pussy was a little sore from all the pounding it had taken earlier in the evening, but his adept tongue seemed capable of chasing all the soreness away.

		Soon she found herself humping her ass downward, burying the islander’s tongue all the way in her throbbing pussy slit; sliding her clit around on its slightly rough surface! She was cooing with lust and really sucking at Ronny’s big boner!

		Her husband was beside himself with arousal, but still, he didn’t come. Ronny had jacked off a couple of times at the party and so he was able to last and last!

		Just as the unmistakable signs that her own pussy was about to spasm into release, Mose abruptly pulled his tongue from her snatch. Her eyes shot open wide in frustration, but then she felt the incredibly wide head of his reinvigorated dick being mashed up against her soupy cunt lips!

		Oh, God; he’s going to…to…FUCK me with that enormous cock of his! Bristol thought as the thick dome of male flesh pushed past her protesting pussy opening and popped inside!

		Bristol emitted a long, low moan as inch after inch of hot, impossibly thick cock disappeared up into her tight sheath! Ronny gasped, “He…he’s…fucking you, Bris! It’s going in so damned deep!”

		She whimpered as the big balls slapped against her belly from behind and she realized Mose was all the way inside of her! Her mind refused to grasp it at first, repeating: Fourteen inches…I’ve got fourteen inches of hard cock inside me!

		“Oh, she’s so tight!” Mose sighed, just leaving his dick fully surrounded by her warm, pliant flesh for a moment. “Bristol’s the best fuck I’ve ever had!”

		With that, he slowly started to take her; his massive prick going in and out all, his thrusts gathering speed and power as they went on and on. Bristol groaned at first around Ronny’s cock.

		But slowly, her groans turned to gasps of pleasure; sighs of bliss! After a time, she found that she was working her ass back to meet the gigantic Samoan’s lunges, and her pussy was absolutely awash in hot lubricant!

		“Oh, man…all of it!” Ronny breathed as he watched his wife being skewered on both ends by gliding cock meat. “Where’s it going? How are you taking a cock that big, Bris?”

		Bristol didn’t know that either! Her whole body felt as if it was being penetrated by throbbing, white-hot prick meat!

		But I think I…LIKE it! She admitted to herself. It’s…it’s starting to feel so great…being totally….FUCKED like this!

		It wasn’t like before, at the party. She had taken a lot of cock there, it was true.

		But this was different, somehow. Both these men cared for her; while earlier in the evening, at the party, she had just been three hot holes to stuff full of dick!

		She liked this a lot better! She liked this a lot!

		

		****

		

		Ronny

		

		This was more like it! What was happening now was somehow even hotter than what had happened at the fuck party!

		Ronny felt his nuts tightening up as he watched Bristol getting ready to come on Mose’s driving dick. He loved this, just as he had loved what had happened between Bristol and DeVante and Rashaan!

		The party had been exciting, in its own way. But it was too scary: things had gotten out of control and Bristol had been gang-raped, and there had been nothing he could do to stop it.

		Ronny sensed that Mose wasn’t that way, just as Rashaan and his nephew weren’t that way either. They just wanted to enjoy what Bristol had to offer, not take it whether she wanted to offer it or not!

		Mose looked at him just then and smiled. The big Samoan whispered, “Oh, man, I just gotta’ come! Is it okay with you if I come inside of Bristol’s pussy?”

		Ronny gasped and started to go off in his wife’s sucking mouth. He just grinned over at Mose and murmured, “Why not? I do it all the time, buddy!”

		

		****

		

		Bristol

		

		Her pussy was climaxing like mad as Ronny emptied his nuts into her mouth and Mose flooded her cunt with jizz! She reveled in being used this way, by two men at once!

		I’m nothing but a ho’, she admonished herself as she came and came. But at least I’m a happy little ho’!

		There was a lot of spunk! Ronny, for a man who’d come at least twice tonight already, he was shooting wads and wads of it into her mouth.

		And Mose…Mose really cut loose in her pussy! Gobs of semen jetted into her, at least as much as he had fired into her sucking lips earlier!

		She sighed when the two of them stopped coming at last and pulled themselves free of her inundated slit and well-jizzed lips. Licking Ronny’s remaining come up, she surprised him by coming toward him on her knees.

		“W-What are you doing, Bris?” He asked her as she got shakily to her feet on the mattress.

		“You’ve got a lot of clean up work to do, Mister,” she murmured as she bent her knees and began grinding her jizz-filled pussy just inches short of her husband’s gasping mouth, “so you’d best get to it!”

		Ronny quivered as if he’d just been tasered! Was she really going to make him…?

		Mose had come up beside Bristol on his knees, watching Ronny dither over whether to use his mouth and tongue to clean her up. He grinned and whispered, “Man, that’s hot! I never imagined seeing a dude lick out a spunky pussy before, but I think I might like it! Keep going, Ronny, my man, suck out all that come and swallow it, if that’s your thing!”

		Looking down, Bristol thought she saw the big man’s cock twitching to life again…

		

		

		

		Epilogue: Bristol

		

		Six Months Later

		

		“The house looks spotless,” Ronny said as he entered the kitchen from the living room. “Is Mose coming over tonight or something?”

		“That’s this weekend,” Bristol reminded him as she put the finishing touches on the dinner she was making. “Tonight is Rashaan and DeVante.”

		Ronny beamed as he said, “That will be fun. It always is.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, tell me about it,” Bristol sighed, a dreamy, far away look in her brown eyes. “Ever since DeVante made good on his threat to move out to LA, those two have been regular…visitors at least twice a month!”

		“Yeah,” said Ronny, opening himself a beer and getting the club soda out of the fridge for Bristol’s favorite cocktail, “and Mose doesn’t stay away much either.”

		“They must like something about me,” Bristol teased him, patting his cheek with her palm.

		“It could be the way you never tell them ‘no’,” Ronny chided her right back, opening the beer.

		“I think Mose likes imagining you sucking his jizz out of my pussy and swallowing it while he watches, you perv,” she gave him back as good as she was getting with a tiny smile. “You’re going to actually do it some night! Just you wait and see!”

		“My fascination with other guys; come is a slight weakness on my part, “he said airily, not at all bothered by his little…kink anymore; at least not around Bristol or Mose, “I’ll have to admit.”

		“I notice you still haven’t acted so fascinated with it around Rashaan or DeVante,” Bristol pointed out to him with a sly grin.

		“I think it might prove a little too much for those two,” Ronny said with a shrug and a bashful smile. “They’re too manly.”

		“You’re all the man I’ll ever need; despite your little fetishes,” Bristol assured him, coming into his arms and kissing him.

		“You still rock my world, Ronny North,” she breathed as they broke off the hot kiss a minute later.

		“And you’re the hottest woman in LA,” he answered. “What more could I possibly want?”

		Bristol disengaged herself from his arms and went over to the stove, shutting off the oven and all of the burners. She looked back at Ronny and said, “It’s all ready to serve. Where are those two scamps?”

		“They’ll be here,” Ronny said. “Those two would never miss out on a home-cooked meal and a night in bed with you; that’s for sure.”

		“You’re sweet to say that,” Bristol answered, a loving look in her eyes.

		The two of them stared fondly at each other across the kitchen until Bristol suddenly said, “I think I met a possible new player at the grocery store this afternoon.”

		“At the grocery store,” Ronny repeated inquisitively?

		“I know; not usually prime hunting grounds. But this guy was tall and hunky and oh, so interested in me!”

		“Was he white or black?” Ronny asked her with a grin.

		“Does it matter?” Bristol shot back with an even bigger smile.

		“Not if he’s hung,” Ronny replied softly.

		“That remains to be seen,” Bristol answered in a low, sexy whisper. “I’m meeting him for cocktails tomorrow night!”

		“Sounds promising,” Ronny said, taking her in his arms once again.

		“Don’t wait up,” his wife told him smugly, just before they kissed.

		

		THE END

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Many of the streets and other locations in this tale are real places in and around southern California and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them.

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

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

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

		

		CKR
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