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		Prologue

		

		Are You Sure?

		

		This whole wife-watching thing had all started out so innocently, Blake Hall mused as he sat at the bar, observing, unnoticed by anyone, as his wife, Gloria, danced with the very handsome, slightly older man she had met earlier in the evening. The man had approached the table where she’d been sitting by herself and asked her to dance for the first time about an hour and a half ago.

		

		Blake was studying them now, without appearing to, gliding across the floor together, her arms around his neck, and her lower body right up against his as they danced. He whispered something to her and she laughed gaily, as though it was the funniest thing she’d ever heard.

		

		As he watched them together, her husband remembered the first night they’d played this little naughty-wife game of theirs, back when it still had been innocent, unanticipated fun…

		

		****

		

		They had been scheduled to meet for a drink after work, well into the evening, since both of them had worked late that night at their respective jobs.

		

		Unable to find an open table, or a seat at the bar, Blake had accepted an invitation to squeeze in with them from a bunch of his coworkers, who had all jammed into a booth at the far end of the club. As the latest arrival, he had been forced to sit on the very end of the booth bench, one butt cheek hanging precariously out into the aisle, as he’d sipped his beer and joked back and forth with the other six people from his office, one eye out for his wife, who was running just a bit late.

		

		Gloria had come in a few minutes later and looked for him, but she hadn’t ventured back into the far corner he and his group had been relegated to, so she didn’t spot him right off. Instead, she had grabbed an open barstool from a man who had just paid his tab for the evening and gotten up to leave.

		

		Blake had watched as she sat down on the recently vacated stool and ordered a drink. She’d looked wonderful that night, not overtly sexy, since she’d just come from her job at the upscale department store where she worked, selling fine women’s clothing. Instead, she’d looked beautifully put together and professional that night, but not particularly flashy.

		

		But even in her stylish dress, which came well down onto her shapely calves and featured a bodice that showed only the tiniest hint of cleavage, Glory, as Blake called her, had still managed to stand out. The beauty of her thirty-three year old, perfect little body was undeniable, and her face was hauntingly pretty, with her high cheekbones, lush lips, and golden eyes. Their unusual amber color was nothing short of arresting, and it was perfectly set off by the thick, heavy mane of tawny-reddish brown hair which fell down onto her shoulders.

		

		The young man sitting next to her at the bar, to her left that night, must have found those eyes of hers to be just as enchanting as most people did, because he’d gallantly paid for her drink when it came. She had thanked him profusely, still looking around for her husband, and begun to talk with him while she waited for Blake to show up.

		

		Blake had been fascinated, just watching her. He never got to see her like this anymore. They’d been married for seven years by then, and he’d forgotten what a vision of loveliness she could be when she was out on her own, laughing and conversing with a nice-looking guy.

		

		It had been enthralling, watching her with the other man, waiting for her wayward husband to show up, just killing time, glancing furtively at her watch every few minutes as she chatted with her new admirer. It had been like seeing her again for the first time, not as his long-time wife, but as an alluring, very attractive woman who might have been looking to hook up with a handsome admirer for the evening, had she not been married to Blake.

		

		Totally caught up in watching her, he’d put off going over to let her know that he was already in the bar. Instead, he’d ordered another beer and watched the man seated next to her attempt to buy Glory a second round of the gin and tonic she was drinking.

		

		She had protested when he wanted to pick up the second drink as well as the first. Blake could tell what she was saying from where he sat, and he knew her well enough to know that she was concerned about giving the young man the wrong impression.

		

		One drink was fine, friendly. Two might imply that she would be willing to join him for the evening; that he had a chance of leaving the bar later with her on his arm. And he knew that his Glory would never knowingly lead a man on like that, milking him for free drinks under false pretenses.

		

		The young man--who was definitely a few years her junior, in his early twenties, and quite handsome and self-assured--had insisted on putting her second round on his tab as well. He was a good-looking kid with broad shoulders and a ready smile; so he probably scored with a goodly portion of the women he went after. And he clearly thought he had a live one in Glory.

		

		Still shaking her head at the young man’s foolish insistence on wasting his money on her, Glory had gotten up and headed for the bathroom, which was located just down the hall a few feet from where Blake had sat that night, his butt half on and half off of his precarious seat at the end of the booth. He had gotten up as she came toward him and she’d smiled, surprised to see him.

		

		“Hey, I never thought to look all the way back here, in booth Siberia, for you,” she’d said, beaming at him.

		

		He’d smiled back at her and nodded that she should follow him as he’d retreated down that hall, past the lady’s room and the men’s. There was a back exit which led to the parking lot out back. He took her hand and stepped through the door, leading her outside with him.

		

		“Would you mind going back and sitting at the bar by yourself for a couple of minutes longer?” he’d asked her. “The gang from the office and I were chatting about some things that have been going on at work lately, and there’s no way we can squeeze another body into that booth. Would you mind doing that, just until a few of them clear out? It shouldn’t be long.”

		

		“Sure, that’s fine,” Glory had said.

		

		He’d shifted his weight nervously from foot to foot. After a long moment’s pause, he’d told her. “I was watching you at the bar, with that kid sitting next to you. He’s really got the hots for you, doesn’t he?”

		

		Glory had laughed, looking slightly embarrassed, but only slightly, “Yes, the poor lamb. He’s really got his heart set on picking this old lady up tonight!”

		

		A rush of pure excitement had shot through Blake’s body at that moment. He still remembered it now, months later, as he thought back to that first innocent night and wonders that an overcrowded bar had worked in their somewhat dull lives.

		

		He’d told her, “It’s a kick in the ass, watching him hit on you, babe. He’s so earnest, so hopeful. You’re way too much woman for him, and he knows it, but that doesn’t keep him from tying.”

		

		She’d laughed along with him. And then he’d uttered those fateful words, “Why don’t you play along with him for a little while, just until the booth clears out. Don’t let on that I’m here. Let him buy you a few drinks, if he really wants to. Hell, maybe you should dance with him when the band starts, just so he’ll get a little something out of tonight! What do you say?”

		

		Glory had a devilish, fun streak in her. She’d nodded and said, “Okay, you’re on, mister. But don’t drag this last too long or I might end up out in this parking lot with him, in the back seat of his car. He’s pretty cute and, like all young guys, he’s very horny!”

		

		They’d both shared another laugh over that, and then he’d given her a big kiss and sent her back inside to the bathroom. He’d waited another minute, used the men’s room himself and then had gone back to his crowded booth. Glory, he’d noticed, was back on her bar stool, leaning just a bit closer to her youthful admirer, a sexy smile on her face.

		

		Now, six months later, Blake sat here, at a much different bar, watching Glory tour the dance floor with the older man, her cheek against his chest as they danced, his right hand cupping her lush little left ass mound familiarly, and his groin right up against hers. As the dance came to an end, the man kissed her for the first time, before leading her back over to the lanai booth he’d taken for the evening.

		

		Blake’s already hard cock had gotten even stiffer, at the sight of his gorgeous wife sucking tongue with this handsome, older stranger just then. The two of them snuggled back in to the rear of the booth and he kissed her again, his right hand disappearing under the table, his left one stealing a few quick squeezes of her right breast as they made out.

		

		Blake shuddered, his cock jumping in his slacks. Glory’s eyes were closed and he’s seen her body tense just then and realized that her new “friend” no doubt now had his right hand on her pussy slit, rubbing it through her pretty evening dress, panties, and pantyhose.

		

		I bet he’s caressing that hot little clit of hers! Blake told himself excitedly. Her face sure looks as if he is; she always gets that same gaga look when I lick her clitty or play with it.

		

		He shifted uneasily on his bar stool. This lounge had gained notoriety over the years as being a somewhat wild night spot. That risqué reputation--and the place’s exotic, Pacific Island decor--was why they could charge so much for their watered-down tropical drink specialties.

		

		Taking a small sip of his eleven dollar Mai Tai, he glanced around the small club, with its postage stamp sized dance floor, canned music playing through speakers suspended above it. There were sixteen of the spacious, lanai-style booths, all with colorful, Polynesian-themed curtains tied back on either side of the entry ways. And the matching, shorter side curtains hanging down between the booths, assured at least some modicum of privacy to their occupants.

		

		Blake noticed that three of the booths’ front curtains had been closed by the people inside them, for full privacy. He idly wondered what was going on between the patrons thus cloaked together inside those booths.

		

		There were stories, he knew, about actual fucking being not unknown inside the lanai booths, here at the Maui Garden Club, in beautiful Huntington Beach. That was a big reason why they, the Halls, were here tonight: they weren’t ready for Glory to actually fuck another man yet, but they had gradually evolved to the point in their weekend fun and games that anything short of actual penetration was now on the table.

		

		They’d discussed it for weeks now, usually in bed at night, with Glory teasing him unmercifully about sucking another man’s cock to completion some night soon. He would, in turn, dare her to go ahead and do it.

		

		And then they’d have the kind of explosive, all-out sex that had been so missing from their marriage before that fateful night at the overcrowded pub months ago. They’d had their first round of wild sex that night, after that kid had squired Glory around the dance floor six or seven times and squeezed her ass cheeks once, just before Blake had flashed her the “that’s enough of that” sign and called a halt to the evening.

		

		When they’d gotten home, they’d torn each other’s clothes off and fucked like two horny teenagers. The week after that, Glory had dressed much sexier than she usually did and they’d hit another dance club that Saturday night, with him going in ahead of her and taking a seat at the bar; and her following moments later and getting a booth by herself.

		

		They’d pretended not to know each other. Glory had danced with countless men that night, and all of them had tried to seduce her, to pick her up.

		

		Again, the sex between her and her voyeuristic husband had been super-nova hot when they’d gotten home. Now the Halls wife-watched at least two weekend nights a month, sometime three, with Glory gradually becoming more seductive, flirtier, and more daring on each succeeding weekend; tonight was to be a culmination, of sorts, for them and their little game.

		

		Just then, she excused herself from the booth. She came up to the bar and got an ice water from the barman, leaning in right next to her husband to get it.

		

		“Are you sure you want me to do this?” She whispered the question out of the corner of her mouth, so that tonight’s horny suitor, back in the booth, wouldn’t see them speaking to each other.

		

		Blake turned his stool back around to face the bar, so that his back would be to the booth. He whispered, “God, yes, we’ve talked about it enough. Are you okay with it? Do you want to back out, maybe wait another week or two?”

		

		Glory closed those golden eyes of hers and shuddered. She said, “I’m ready if you are, honey. I’m so wet right now you could float a tiny boat in the lake that is my vagina.”

		

		She opened her eyes and asked him again, “Should I do it, or not?”

		

		He sighed, afraid to say yes, but wanting this so badly that he felt he had to, “Yes, do it. You know I want you to!”

		

		With an almost imperceptible little nod, she drank another sip of her ice water and then turned and started back toward the booth, leaving the water glass behind on the bar.

		

		When she got back across the room, she undid the curtains on the right, followed by the ones on the left. Then she parted them and slid back inside the now very private booth.

		

		The curtains came together and suddenly, Blake’s view of his wife and her new “friend” was cut off entirely. His hard cock jerked inside his trousers, as he imagined what they were doing behind those curtains right now!

		

		Would she tease him? Or would she just tongue kiss him for a little while, let him ease her low-cut bodice down so that he could play with her sweet little cupcake-sized, braless tits for a moment before she bent over his lap and got his cock out?

		

		Blake shuddered, thinking about that. She was going to blow him—that part he was positive about.

		

		They’d talked about it enough, discussing whether or not they were both ready for their once-innocent little pastime to progress to that obscene new level. But would she just give him a quick suck off, or would she draw it out, play with him for long minutes, just to further tease both her new lover and Blake?

		

		He gulped down the rest of his Mai Tai and motioned to the barman. When he came over, Blake gave his drink order in a croaked whisper, his mouth suddenly gone as dry as it could be from the sudden attack of nerves he was experiencing, “To hell with these frou-frou drinks, man. Give me a Wild Turkey, neat, with a beer back.”

		

		The drinks came. He tossed the Turkey down and gulped a few swallows of the beer to chase it with.

		

		When the mug of Foster’s was gone, he ordered a second draft of the popular Aussie beer, sans the shot this time. He took his time with this mug, nursing it.

		

		As he finished it, his wife, looking just a bit disheveled, emerged from the booth’s closed curtains and came over to him. He looked at her, noting her slightly out of place hair and the smeared lipstick on her lips.

		

		“Are we leaving?” he asked.

		

		She nodded curtly and took his arm. They were out of the bar and getting into their new Chrysler 300 moments later.

		

		Blake tipped the valet kid a five and closed the door. Glory slid over closer to him and motioned for him to lean over.

		

		She kissed him, her tongue shooting into his mouth, bringing with it a splash of something that was thick and gooey and slightly acrid in taste. In a flash of recognition, along with shock and recoil, he knew precisely what it was.

		

		He forced the wretched stuff down his throat, not wanting to lean out of the car spit it out in front of the valet, who was lounging against the stair railing leading up into the club, not ten feet away from their car. Blake shuddered and gasped as he sputtered, “His come…was that his come?”

		

		“Yes,” she said, smiling at him and then opening her lips to show him the remainder of the pearly, clinging goo inside her mouth. “I thought you should have some, too, just so you’d know that I swallowed all of the rest of it for you, like you wanted me to, darling!”

		

		Blake’s hard on jerked in his pants; he shut his eyes, groaned, and started to come in his trousers. His hot spurts of semen completely wet the front of his grey slacks as he came and came at the thought of what his wife had just done behind those fucking curtains!

		

		Glory laughed, watching him shoot off without even being touched, at just the thought of her naughty blowjob with a complete stranger. She shook her head, a playful grin on her pretty face and whispered, “Let’s get home, darling. I’m sure there’s a still lot more of that stuff in those big nuts of yours…and I want every drop of it--either in my tummy or up my ass or in my pussy before morning!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter One

		

		The Gory Details

		

		“Was his cock big?” Blake whispered breathlessly.

		

		“Not especially; yours is bigger, sweetie,” Glory murmured, her lips right against her husband’s ear. “And it wasn’t particularly thick, either.”

		

		Blake couldn’t stop shaking as he lay next to her, thinking about what she’d done, not a half hour ago, sucking another man’s cock to completion; swallowing most of his come. They’d talked about it for more than a month. And now…now it had happened!

		

		“Did you enjoy it?” he murmured, so keyed up with excitement over the bold, taboo new step his little Glory had taken tonight that he would barely speak.

		

		She reached down and caressed her husband’s dick, which was rock-hard, and gave him a smile that was self-satisfied, almost smug, but was also incredibly sexy. Leaning closer, she whispered, “I loved it. His finger was in my pussy while I sucked him off. Did I forget to mention that, darling?”

		

		Blake gasped and fought to keep from going off in her lightly stroking hand. He wheezed, “How, you had pantyhose on, you…?”

		

		His voice trailed off as she shook her head that she didn’t; that maddening, cock-teasing smile of hers still in place. She said softly, “I went into the bathroom and took them off earlier in the evening, when I decided that he was the one; that I was going to suck him off for you, honey.”

		

		So…so you had just your panties on, under that dress?” His voice was a rasp of pure desire as the thought about that; about his wife being in that booth, alone with another man, a total stranger, letting him slide her flimsy panties off to one side while she made out with her chosen new lover.

		

		He thought about her sucking that stranger’s tongue as they’d kissed, of her slowly unzipping his trousers, taking his hard cock in her hand and stroking it—just as she was now stroking his—while he’d played with her luscious tits and then moved her panties over to one side, baring her warm, slick pussy lips to his touch! Blake groaned.

		

		“Were you wet for him? Did he…did he finger you?”

		

		“Of course,” Glory said as if anyone would know the answer to that, “he kissed me until I was panting for his touch, and then he dropped my bodice downward, after he unzipped my dress. I wasn’t wearing a bra tonight, remember? So it was easy for him to suck my hot nipples while I played with his cock.”

		

		She stopped. It was all Blake could do not to scream at her to tell him the rest!

		

		At last, she whispered, “I was hot, Blake, darling. I knew you wanted this so much—and so did I, in the end.”

		

		A slightly guilty look flickered across her face momentarily as she admitted, “It started out just being about you, and your fantasies. I was just going along, because it turned me on something fierce; to see how aroused you got when I teased other men for you.”

		

		She kissed Blake’s cheek and he had the thought that those very lips that were now bussing him so sweetly on the cheek had been around that other guy’s cock not long ago, sucking the come out of it. Blake gasped again, at that thought, and barely restrained himself from blowing his load.

		

		“If I’m honest with myself, and with you, I really wanted that guy’s big wad of come tonight. I was absolutely hungry for it! I wanted to taste it…to swallow it for you, and for me. And I wanted to bring you just a tiny taste, so you’d know I’d really done it!”

		

		Blake groaned and pushed her onto her back, his cock coming free of her hand. He told her heatedly, on fire with excitement, “You’re such a little slut in the end, Glory! Such a hot, cocksucking little tramp, aren’t you?”

		

		He reached down and slipped a finger into her pussy, just to make sure she was wet enough to take his cock. His whole body went rigid, momentarily.

		

		“My God, you’re like a fucking bubbling hot springs down there tonight!” he blurted.

		

		Glory’s teasing look vanished. She closed her eyes and moaned, telling her husband, “Yes, I am. I’m so fucking wet, Blake, just thinking about sucking that guy’s cock tonight!”

		Her eyes popped open and she added, “And you’re right…I am a tramp! You’ve made me into your own little fuck-toy slut, seducing other men for your pleasure…and for mine!”

		

		Unable to wait another second, she reached down and grabbed his stiff prick and slid the head into her juicy-slick cunt lips and pushed upward with her hips. Blake slid halfway into her and both of them gasped at how wonderful that felt.

		

		“Fuck me, fuck your slut, Blake, darling, and make me come!” she begged, beginning to mover her ass under him, her arms coming up to embrace him.

		

		Blake shivered in the throes of out-and-out lust for his brazen, sexy, naughty, incredible wife. He rammed his prick all the way into her and started to fuck her hard and deep, just the way she obviously wanted it.

		

		“Oh, yes, that’s right,” Glory sighed, working her ass beautifully beneath him, driving him in deeper with each thrust. “Fuck me. You have to be the one to fuck me, baby.”

		

		He looked down at her in wonder. She was so unbelievably hot and sensual, so aroused and hungry for his cock!

		

		“You have to do it for me…until we take the next step.”

		

		Blake stopped in mid-lunge. He stared down at her and asked in a raspy, barely-in-control voice, “The next step; what do you mean ‘the next step’?”

		

		“When I start to let them fuck me, of course,” Glory said in a taunting, playful whisper, “when I let them shove their dicks into me, just like you’re doing right now, and I fuck them until they fill me with their hot come, darling!”

		

		Blake made a sound as if the life was being slowly choked out of him and began to fuck her like a mad man. As he pounded his cock into her, he muttered in her ear, over and over again, “Oh, you cunt…you little sleaze girl…you hot bitch…cuckolding little tramp…go ahead and fuck them if you want to…fuck every last one of them!”

		

		“Oh, I will, baby,” she sighed as her pussy tightened around his hammering cock, “I will, believe me!”

		

		He threw back his head and screamed as he began to pump his jizz into her clasping pussy lips. She joined him, her voice higher pitched, but just as ecstatic.

		

		They clung together, his come flooding into her. Glory nuzzled his shoulder and all but purred as she said contentedly, “Oh, God, baby, that was such a good one! That fuck was pure heaven!”

		

		****

		

		“So, do you really want to take this further, soon?” Blake asked.

		

		They were cuddled together under the covers, her head on his shoulder. She looked over at him and said, “Not right away, I don’t think; there isn’t any big rush, is there?”

		

		He smiled at her and said, “No, I think we should just ease into it, like we did with the first blowjob. The sex we had tonight was fucking unbelievable. We don’t have to take this to the next level anytime soon. Unless you really want to, that is?”

		

		Glory gave him a tiny smile. “I didn’t want to take it to even this level, now did I? And yet, tonight did happen, now didn’t it?”

		

		He thought about that and realized it was true. It was him, originally, who had brought up the idea of her going further than just dirty dancing with other men, and kissing them, and maybe letting them feel her up a little out on the dance floor or back in some darkly-lit booth in a bar.

		

		Glory had been reluctant to do any of that, at first. He remembered what she’d admitted to earlier tonight; right before they’d shared that unreal fuck.

		

		She’s let it slip that in the end she’d wanted to suck that guy off tonight just as much as he’d wanted her to do it. Part of what she’d done tonight, the over-the-top naughtiness of blowing a perfect stranger, had been for her pleasure and excitement as much as it had been for his.

		

		“Do you really think it’s inevitable that you’ll eventually let one of these guys fuck you?” he asked her.

		

		Glory thought about that. After a long silence, she said, “Pretty much. This is powerful stuff we’re playing with here, Blake. I’ve always loved sex, and I have a strong libido. If I keep pushing the limits, letting men feel me up, finger me, and suck my tits? I’m not going to be satisfied for forever with a quick Jill-off in the back seat of a car or in a bar booth while I suck the guy’s cock—I’m eventually going to want a for real, down-and-dirty fucking for my trouble, now aren’t I?”

		

		Now it was Blake’s turn to think about it, and he did. He was still mulling over his feelings about Glory taking that final step and actually letting a stranger ball her, when she added, “And you’re just as bad, or worse, than I am. It was you, after all, who urged me to dress sexier when we went out to bars to play our little game.”

		

		She gave him an arch smile and said, “And it was you who said that letting a few of the more handsome, sexier ones give me some hot French kisses wouldn’t be any big deal.”

		

		He laughed, giving in, nodding that she was right. “Yeah, and I was the one who told you that letting them squeeze your ass out on the dance floor while they soul-kissed you would make things hotter for everyone, including me, as a watcher.”

		

		They looked at each other for long moments and then Glory said, “So, yeah, I think if we keep doing this, I’m going to end up with a bunch of strange men’s cocks inside me, fucking me until we both come. And then I’ll be home with you, in this bed, and you’ll be getting sloppy seconds while I tell you every gory little detail about how I just cheated on you with a stranger that night.”

		

		Blake had to admit--his dick starting to get hard, just thinking about that--Glory was right. If they kept on this road, she bound to be taking her cheating all the way to full-on sex with strangers before too long.

		

		“Do you want to try and stop this, before it’s too late?” he asked her.

		

		Glory’s body stiffened against his. She thought long and hard about that, and then said at last, “One part of me--the nice girl who was raised right and knows that this kind of out-there behavior isn’t normal—would love to stop. But there’s another, darker, side to me as well.”

		

		She ran her fingertips across his naked chest and said, “I don’t know what happened to us, darling. But our once-great sex life was pretty much on life support until that night I got to the pub late and had to sit alone at the bar.”

		

		Those arresting golden eyes of hers were clear and steady as she continued, “I didn’t even realize how incredibly frustrated I’d become over the years with how lousy and sporadic our love life had gotten. It was affecting every aspect of our lives together. But if you had asked me what was wrong with our marriage back then, I’d have probably said that there wasn’t a thing wrong with it, that we were a normal, busy couple, who were just going about their daily lives.”

		

		He nodded his agreement. “You’re right; I’d have probably said much the same. I was frustrated, too, and horny all the time. I must have jacked off six times a week to net porn back then. But if you’d have pointed that out to me, I’d have just said, ‘so what, that does that prove--everyone jacks off to net porn, don’t they?’”

		

		She smiled at him and whispered, “So the answer is, I guess…no. I don’t want to give up the excitement that our little hobby has brought to our lives. I don’t want to go back to being those dull people we used to be, with three-times-a-month, boring, and uninspired sex between them. I don’t think I could bear that.”

		

		He drew her in closer and whispered, “Thank God, because I don’t think I could, either. And I never want to lose you, Glory. You mean everything to me.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Let The Games Continue

		

		“Do you think we’ll play again next weekend?” Glory asked her husband at breakfast the next morning.

		

		He put down the Sunday LA Times he’d been reading and looked across the table at her. “What do you want to do? Last night was a pretty big deal for us…with the blowjob and all. Do you want more, so soon?”

		

		Glory sipped her coffee. After a moment, she flashed him her best I’m a naughty girl smile, and said, “I really liked last night. Giving that blowjob, right out in public, in that booth at the club, was insanely fun, but what I really, really liked about it was what we did afterwards. God, babe, you fucked me like a porn stud last night when we got home!

		

		He grinned happily at her. Was there a man alive who wouldn’t like to hear from his wife that he could fuck like a porn star?

		

		“So, I’ll take that as a yes?” he said.

		

		She blushed just slightly and nodded that it was. He asked her, “Where should we go? I think the Maui Garden Club is too far away to go to again so soon, in addition to being a bit pricey.”

		

		“I do, too,” Glory agreed. “Plus, what if that guy I sucked off last night is a regular there? I don’t want the hassle of a scene with him. If I was to go back in there again next week and he was there, he might just assumed that meant he and I were going to take up right where we left off, and expect another blowjob, or more.”

		

		She shook her head and took another sip of coffee. Then she went on to say, “I don’t think I’d want to suck him off again, either. His come was actually kind of yucky tasting, and you know, it wouldn’t be nearly as exciting, doing him again anyway; been there, done that.”

		

		Blake said, “Yeah, I think that you giving him a second blowjob would be a letdown for both you and me, so let’s avoid that place for a while.”

		

		“Where do you suggest?” she asked.

		

		“Do you want to try that little pub where we first stumbled onto the game?” He asked. “It’s close to home and they always have a nice crowd on Friday and Saturday nights.”

		

		“It’s usually a young crowd,” Glory reminded him.

		

		“So what, remember how hot that kid was to pick you up that night?”

		

		She giggled. “Yeah, and he was really cute, too.”

		

		“I’ll bet that he, or one of his young, hunky friends, would just love a chance at a blowjob from a sexy, red-hot looking woman in her early thirties, don’t you think?”

		

		Her golden eyes glittering with mischief, she said, “I’ll just bet one of them would!”

		

		****

		

		That week seemed to both fly by and creep by for them. They spoke anxiously, excitedly about the possibilities that next Saturday night might bring.

		

		And that meant lots of steamy sex between them almost every night. They agreed not to make love after Wednesday night, because they both wanted to be good and horny when the magic night finally got there.

		

		That was the agonizingly part about waiting for Saturday. At times, for the eager couple, it didn’t seem like Saturday would ever come!

		

		But, of course, it finally did. That afternoon, they carefully put her outfit together, both of them having wrangled their way at work into getting the days and evenings off that weekend.

		

		After a lot of deliberation, they settled on a low-cut sundress that was mostly red, with some white swirl designs shot through it. They tried it both with a flimsy, nearly see-through red bra, and without.

		

		In the end, the practicality of the braless look won out. Glory didn’t usually step foot out of the house without a brassiere, but then this wasn’t exactly a normal evening, either.

		

		They decided that she should wear a very sheer, frilly set of red panties with the dress, but no pantyhose. It was well into spring by then and the nights were turning warm and perfect in Los Angeles, so she didn’t really need pantyhose and, for the evening out they were expecting, hose would just be in the way!

		

		The band at the small pub started at eight on Saturdays, so they needed to get there shortly after seven. That was to make sure Glory could get a booth in the back of the club, where it was nice and dark.

		

		And that arrival time would also assure them that Blake could get a strategically located stool at the bar. He needed a spot where he could watch the action on both the nearby dance floor and in the booth; which would be on the other side of the room from the Siberia booth he’d occupied the last time they’d met there, back near the bathrooms.

		

		Blake had done a little scouting mission on Friday night, while Glory worked at the department store until closing time, at nine. First, he’d checked out the pub, to make sure nothing had changed since the last time they were there. He’s had a few beers and listened to the band—the same one that would be playing tomorrow night—and scoped out both the booths in the darker section of the bar, and the parking lot out back.

		

		Most of the patrons parked back there. Street parking would go quickly on a Saturday night, since there wasn’t a lot of it available to start with. Blake intended to drive his Chrysler to the club, with Glory, and then go inside separately, so no one would see them together. He was going make sure to park out in the very back of the lot, where it was good and dark.

		

		He’d crept around the dark lot during his Friday night reconnaissance mission; liking the fact that one of the streetlights nearby was burned out, making over half of the parking area very dark and shaded, indeed. He and Glory had talked it over and decided that no matter how dark a booth she was able to get in the bar, it still wouldn’t be dark enough for her to safely suck a guy off there. So the action would take place outside, in all probability, in the back seat of their Chrysler.

		

		She’d simply dance with a bunch of likely candidates over the course of the evening, pick the one that turned her on the most, and then invite him to sit with her in the booth for a while. They’d make out hot and heavy in the bar, and then, when both the lucky blowjob recipient and Blake’s wife were panting for more, she’d suggest a quick trip out back, to her car, which would be parked in the very darkest part of the lot.

		

		And then, if all went as planned, Blake could stealthily make his way to a nearby vantage point behind another parked car and watch as Glory got the guy’s dick out and sucked it until she was guzzling his come in the back seat! Just the thought of that set both the Halls’ hearts to hammering. Glory couldn’t wait to be a very bad girl, indeed, in front of her horny, voyeuristic hubby, and Blake was chomping at the bit to actually see her suck another man off!

		

		He wasn’t worried at all about being observed by the other guy as he crept up to spy on them. With the top half of his little Glory’s sundress down in her lap and his mouth all over those sweet tits of hers, and perhaps his hard cock already in her talented fist, he didn’t think most guys would be too mindful of what was going on in the parking lot around them.

		

		At least he wouldn’t have been. If a sexy, flat-out gorgeous woman like his Glory had been making out with him for an hour in the club and then offered to take him out back and suck his dick off for him, Blake doubted that he would have noticed a brass band marching past the car in full parade regalia, playing a tune. Not with Glory’s naked tits in his hands and his cock deep up inside her sucking mouth!

		

		****

		

		“Are you as excited about tonight as I am?” Blake asked at six forty-five; his wife putting the finishing touches on her makeup in the master bathroom.

		

		She was almost unrecognizable in the beautifully applied, but very sexy, heavy application of makeup she was wearing tonight. And she’s spent extra time on her hair as well. It shone in the bathroom light, looking rich and luxuriant, a reddish brown mass of curls and waves that fell down around her bare shoulders in the sexy sundress.

		

		“I’m wet already, just thinking about how much fun we’re both going to have tonight,” she finally answered him, turning from the mirror, satisfied at last with her own perfection, “both at the pub and in the parking lot, and right in there.”

		Glory pointed past him, to their king bed, and smiled a smile that made his cock start to throb. She whispered, “I hope he has a big load for me to swallow. Shall I save you a tiny taste, if I can?”

		

		Blake shivered, his cock going all the way stiff in another few hammering heartbeats. He couldn’t look at her as he said it, but in the end, he whispered, “Sure, you can if you want. I know you love to tease me like that, with another guy’s spunk, you little vixen!”

		

		She giggled and nodded that she did. Stepping back into the bedroom, she shut off the bathroom light and got her purse off the bed.

		

		“Do you think I should slip a sweater over my shoulders, for later, when it gets cooler?” she asked him, her voice normal, sounding as if they were just a typical suburban couple, off for a harmless night of pub crawling, drinks, and dancing.

		

		“You probably should, dear,” he told her, putting an arm around her shoulders as they left the bedroom for and made their way down the hall and into the front room.

		

		She got a black cashmere sweater off the back of the couch, where she’d tossed it last night, when she’d come home from work, and slipped it over her shoulders. Picking up her purse again from the coffee table where she’d just laid it down, they made their way through the kitchen and out into the garage, where they got into the Chrysler and hit the remote garage door opener.

		

		In less than ten minutes, they were at the pub and Blake was parking the car at the far end of the lot, where it was darkest. He gave her a quick kiss and said, “You go on in. I’ll wait a few minutes and get a good spot at the bar.”

		

		He winked at her and said, “Go get ‘em, kid. You look utterly sensational tonight. You’ll have your pick of men in that place, just wait and see.”

		

		She grinned at him and got out. As she walked away, he noticed that she was really working that cute ass of hers tonight, walking with much more of a roll to her lush hips than she normally did.

		

		He grinned. God, this was going to be fun--he could hardly wait to get inside and see her in action!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Pub Dancing

		

		Glory surprised herself with how calm she was as she entered the pub through the back door, made her way down the hall, into the main room, and then began to survey the place for possible honeys. She went over to the far side of the bar, where the darkest booths were, and selected the one with the least light.

		

		She slipped the sweater off her shoulders and tossed it in the booth, and slid in herself. Glory didn’t stop until she was right in the middle of the booth’s rectangular table, looking out at the bar on her right and at the dance floor, which was straight in front of her.

		

		Over on her left side, there was a small raised platform, where a local rock band was busily setting up for their eight o’clock kickoff. A cocktail waitress, who looked to Glory to be barely old enough to be in the place herself, came over and took her drink order.

		

		“A Tanqueray and tonic, tall, please,” she told the girl, taking a ten dollar bill out of her purse and putting it on the table as the waitress scurried over to the bar to get her drink.

		

		She purposely didn’t open a tab on one of her credit cards. If this night went the way it was supposed to, the few dollars she’d just spent on this first drink would be her total financial outlay for the evening.

		

		Men would be paying for the rest of her libations tonight; strangers who wanted a chance at what she had behind the bodice of her dress, and at the moist little slit between her legs. She smiled, thinking about that, very much enjoying her power to effortlessly bend men around her little finger.

		

		It was one of the most fun aspects of the little game she and Blake loved so much. She would, of course, end up sucking off a fat dick tonight, but it would be the dick that she had selected from a whole host of possibilities. And that, in her mind, gave her the ultimate power.

		

		Men would jump through all sorts of hoops for the mere chance of eventually feeling her lips around their cock tonight. She knew that, and it made her grin as she took the first sip of her drink, handing the girl the ten.

		

		Sure enough, as she neared the bottom of her glass of gin and tonic ten minutes later, a second one appeared on her table, as if by magic. The barmaid told her, “That cute dude at the end of the bar, in the plaid shirt? He paid for this and said to tell you ‘hi’.”

		

		Glory grinned. It was the cutie from all those months ago, who had bought her drinks on that very first night and danced with her.

		

		She raised the glass and saluted him, the grin still in place. He smiled back and toasted her from across the room with his own drink.

		

		Blake came in the front door just then, sauntering in as if he was checking out the place for the first time. He went over to the bar, selected a spot right in the middle, and then ordered a round.

		

		The front door opened again and five nice-looking young college-age guys came in, laughing and bantering among themselves. They sat at the bar and another group entered the place from the back, from the parking lot door; three girls and two guys, all about the age of the college boys who had just scooped up nearly all of the remaining open seats at the bar.

		

		The band started doing a sound check and Glory sipped her drink and waited for them to get started. She felt like dancing tonight.

		

		I feel like doing a lot more than that, actually! She thought smugly. I feel like teasing these poor bastards until they’re willing to get down and lick the floor for just a hint of my pussy! I feel like picking out the very hottest one of them, and taking him outside to my car and giving him a blowjob that will curl his fucking toes!

		

		She looked over at Blake, her eyes shining with pure sexual excitement at the thought of doing just that, and winked at him. He grinned and unobtrusively winked back.

		

		Glory felt like being the slut girl to end all slut girls for him tonight. She intended to really put on a show for her handsome hubby before making her final selection.

		

		And then she intended to give the lucky lad she did finally chose a long, slurpy, sloppy blowjob that would have him screaming when he came in her mouth. Her Blake would be watching her do it this time, and that would make it even better…even hotter!

		

		She knew that when they got home tonight, he was going to be inspired. She tipped back her drink and finished it, the band launching into their first song of the evening.

		

		I hope Blake fucks me until I’m bowlegged tonight! She thought. I need it. God, I feel so fucking horny right now…watch out, boys. Glory’s in the house and she’s as ready as she can be to be a very, very bad girl tonight!

		

		The long, tall, sexy kid in the plaid shirt, who had bought her first drink, got up off his stool and came over, carrying a second drink for her. He put it on her table and asked, “How about a dance, beautiful. Please say you remember me; I’d be totally crushed if you didn’t! I’m Mike, by the way.”

		

		Glory laughed at his corny pick up line and got out of her booth. She took his hand and they glided out onto the floor together.

		

		“I was wondering if I’d ever see you again,” the kid told her. “I was sure hoping I would.”

		

		Four coeds walked past them just then, heading for an empty booth. They all looked as they were just barely twenty-one, were disgustingly cute, and could have probably passed for high school hotties, had they not been inside this bar, where Glory knew that ID’s were carefully checked at the door after the band had started.

		

		Glory nodded toward them and said, “Why would you want to see me? The place appears to be filling up with pretty girls tonight.”

		

		He laughed. “They’re little kids, compared to you. They’re cute enough, sure, but you’re gorgeous. Plus, you’re a for real, grown up woman; they’re still girls.”

		

		“We all have the same equipment, darling boy, and it works pretty much the same, whether it’s twenty or thirty years old.”

		

		“Yeah, but I get the definite sense that it’s the equipment operator that makes all the difference,” he kidded her right back. “I bet you know how to do things in bed that would make those four chicks run home to mama at the very thought of trying it.”

		

		She laughed--her laughter high and trilling. She really liked this kid. He was very handsome, and witty and fun.

		

		“Well, mind you, I’m not admitting that I do know a lot more than those girls do,” she whispered, “but there may be a tiny kernel of truth in what you said. I’m not inexperienced, sweetie. Maybe if you play your cards right, you’ll find out just how experienced, one of these nights.”

		

		He grinned confidently at her and asked, “Why not tonight?”

		

		Then, before she could answer, he said, “I noticed the last time we met that you wore a nice wedding set. I see it’s still on your ring finger tonight. What’s the deal with your husband?”

		

		She shrugged and smiled up at him, saying, “Let’s just say that he’s a very…understanding man. He knows I need to play with other kids once in a while, so he indulges me.”

		

		She felt his prick stir against her pelvis through her sundress and his blue jeans when she said that. He cocked his head and said, “He sounds like a pretty secure guy, letting you go off on your own like that. Just how far does he let you…indulge yourself?”

		

		The song ended. She said, “I set my own limits, sweetheart. Maybe you’ll get lucky and discover what those limits are some night. Thanks for the drinks, and the dance.”

		

		She sat back down, her heart beating rapidly. That had been such fun! Flirting with cute young guys like good-looking Mike in the plaid shirt was thrilling and totally hot. Plus, it was a huge ego boost, having a boy that hunky openly lusting after her!

		

		Glory drank half of her new drink quickly, her mouth dry from the excitement of her dance with her young suitor. She hoped he came back for more tonight, because was already a definite contender for the blowjob door prize, as far as she was concerned. She gave him an even bigger edge in her rating system, because she sort of felt she owed him for last time, when she’d just suddenly pulled the plug on his pick up aspirations and had practically run outside to go home and fuck Blake!

		

		Another guy appeared in front of the table. He was probably twenty-six or seven, handsome, slightly built but somehow still very sexy. He was dressed in an expensive-looking, well-tailored business suit, the tie loosened around the white shirt he wore under it.

		

		“Would you care to dance?” he asked her.

		

		“Sure, why not?”

		

		She got up and they went out onto the floor. This was a fast one, and she shook it for him a little, smiling inwardly as his eyes got big when her braless tits began to shimmy around under the sundress.

		

		The song had been better than half over when they’d started dancing, so she stayed out on the dance floor with him when it ended, at his request. The next one was a slow love ballad, and she melted into his arms, her cheek against his chest.

		

		“What’s your name, gorgeous?” he asked her.

		

		“Glory, what’s yours?”

		

		“I’m Robert, Robert Stanton. I’m the manager of the bank two blocks up the street. I had a bunch of catch-up work to get done, so I actually came in on Saturday stayed until way late tonight. I just stopped in for a quick beer on my way home.”

		

		They danced in silence for a moment and then he added, “I had no idea they got women who looked like you in this place. I thought it was just a local college hang out. I’ll have to stop in here more often in the future.”

		

		“I may not be here again for months, maybe never, who knows?”

		

		“Why not, don’t you like the place?”

		

		“Oh, its fine, but I don’t get out that often. Tonight is sort of special. My husband is out of town on business and so I thought, ‘what the heck?’”

		

		“Well, I for one am glad you did, Glory,” he said charmingly. “You’re quite an eyeful in that sexy dress. Your husband is a lucky man.”

		

		She grinned at his nice complement and then proceeded to shamelessly flirt with him, just ass she had with Mike in the plaid shirt. “He is lucky, at that. And, depending on my mood later, some other man might get lucky tonight, too. You just never know, Robert.”

		

		He looked as if she’d just punched him in the gut unexpectedly for a moment, and then grinned broadly. “Wow, put my name in the hat for a chance at that, won’t you? You’re one of the loveliest women I’ve ever met.”

		

		She laughed lightly and said, “It’s not a drawing, honey. It’s more a vibe. If a guy connects with me…you know? Something might happen. Or I might just dance for a while and then go home and give my vibrator a workout.”

		

		“God; that would be a huge waste,” Robert said, smiling pointedly at her, “you could have your pick of any guy in the place tonight, I’m sure, Glory; or at any other bar in town, for that matter. You’re a seriously beautiful woman.”

		

		She smiled as the song came to and end. Score one for sexy young Robert! He was neck and neck with Plaid Shirt Mike, so far. Mike was big and young and virile and handsome; but Robert the Suit had class, education, and the good taste to spot a lady when he met one.

		

		Sitting down at her table once again, she found another fresh drink awaiting her. She looked around and one of the college boys that had entered the place just before the band had started waved his drink at her.

		

		She toasted him back. He was even younger than Plaid Shirt Mike, but he was oh, so cute!

		

		He got up and came over to ask her to dance, and she joined him on the floor.

		

		What a nice night this is shaping up to be, she thought as she danced cheek to cheek with the boyish cutie. So many dicks to choose from and so much fun narrowing my decision down!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Decisions, Decisions

		

		By midnight, Glory was long past teasing and flirting. She was slow dancing with Robert the Suit, who now had his jacket and tie off, and was pressed as close to her as he could get.

		

		His right hand was on her left ass cheek, squeezing it, and he moved his head back, clearly intent on another kiss. She’d given him the first one two dances ago, at around eleven, and the kisses had been getting wetter, sloppier and oh, so much more exciting ever since then.

		

		She glanced over at Blake and saw that he was in his element. That goofy, I’m in heaven grin of his seemed to be frozen on his face as he watched her toying with the remaining field of candidates.

		

		The last time Brent, the cute young college boy had asked her to dance; she’d turned him down, citing fatigue. Crushed, he’d slunk back to the bar to try his hand with one of the coeds, who were all half smashed by now, and she looked very receptive to his advances.

		

		Young Brent was out of the race, as far as Glory was concerned. He was way cute but too much of a baby. Plaid Shirt Mike was almost as young as Brent, but he was much manlier and had more of a take-charge personality, and she liked that in a man.

		

		Besides, Glory thought somewhat drunkenly, his cock is bigger. I can tell from dancing with him that he’s really hung!

		

		Another guy came over to the booth just then. He was an Indian or a Pakistani. He had that jet black skin, really pretty facial features, a full black mustache and some of the whitest teeth that Glory had ever seen.

		

		He was a good dancer, too. On another night, she might have leaned his way. He was a very charming young fellow and he thought she was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen in his life.

		

		That carried a lot of weight with her, but somehow, she just didn’t feel like doing someone as exotic as Rajid--that was the kid’s name--tonight. He was twenty-six and a grad student at the local university.

		

		She gave him the same BS story about wanting to sit a few dances out, and he went away looking just as dejected at the first kid had. Glory sighed; she didn’t like this part of the game that much. Some of these guys were really sweet and she hated letting the air out of their balloons like this.

		

		Of course, many of the guys who had been putting the moves on her earlier in the evening had given up and left the bar already, and some others had grown tired of sharing her favors with the host of others, and had gone ahead and picked up another girl by now. She saw two guys who had been hitting on her hot and heavy earlier in the evening sitting in a booth across the room with two college girls they’d managed to charm into sitting with them.

		

		That pretty much left Robert the Suit, two other college guys who had been indefatigable about asking her to dance and buying her drinks, and Mike, in the plaid shirt. The two tireless college kids were out, although they didn’t realize it yet, because neither one of them was in Mike’s nor Robert’s league, looks-wise.

		

		They were ardent and horny, but they just couldn’t compete. So…it was Mike, or it was Robert.

		

		She finished her drink, struggling to make up her mind. Both of them had danced with her on and off all evening so far, and both were great dancers and gallant suitors.

		

		I like both of them, in different ways; she thought to herself, I’d make it with either one of them on a given night. But it’s got to be just one tonight—so which one do I want the most?

		

		She decided that it had to be Mike. He was cute, charming; and sexy as all get out, and he had a very nice cock. Plus, she did feel like she owed him.

		

		If it hadn’t been for him putting the moves on her that first night, months ago, she and Blake would still be living the same dull, almost sexless lives they’d had back then. Glory shuddered as she thought of that, and mentally awarded the suck off prize of the evening to Mike.

		

		She got up out of the booth and went over to Robert, who had a stool at the bar, and was standing there, bleary-eyed, jacket and tie off, weaving back and forth on his feet. The band played a slow one and she whispered, as she got near him, “How about a dance, cutie?”

		

		He grinned and set his cocktail on the bar. Taking her in his arms, he said, “To what do I owe the honor of this dance? You’ve turned down the last guys who asked you, so I stayed where I was. I was sure I’d get turned down, too, if I asked you.”

		

		“I really like you, Robert,” she murmured, laying her head on his chest. “I already had my eye on another guy when you came in tonight, but you fought your way right up to the top of my list.”

		

		“I did?”

		

		“Yes, your sure did,” she assured him. “Could I maybe get one of your business cards, with your private cell phone number on it?”

		

		He drew his head back and stared down at her, wondering what that request was all about. She said softly, “I can’t leave with you tonight, I’m afraid, handsome, but that doesn’t mean I wouldn’t just love to see you on some other night real soon, you know?”

		

		“Really,” he asked, looking surprised that she’d consider that.

		

		“Yeah, if I gave you a call and wanted to meet you somewhere else some night for drinks and dancing and….maybe a lot more, would you be interested in hearing from me?”

		

		“You bet,” he assured her.

		

		“Good, now give me your card and take off, okay? You’ve had plenty to drink tonight and I’m about to make my move on that other guy. And you don’t want to be here to see that, now do you?”

		

		He grimaced and shook his head that he didn’t. Glory hadn’t thought he would: who would want to be there, the close runner-up, watching the winner claim the prize?

		

		The song ended and he walked her back to the bar and got a card out of his jacket, along with a Montblanc pen, and wrote his cell number on the back.

		

		“Can I have a kiss, at least?” he asked her, getting his coat and tie from the back of the barstool.

		

		“You sure can, and a lot more, soon, when I call you, okay?” she promised him.

		

		He beamed at her and she leaned in and kissed him. It was a scorcher that drew sly nudges from the men that had been sitting next to Robert at the bar, each of them clearly wishing that they were in his place at the moment.

		

		At last, she pulled back and whispered, “Drive carefully, darling. I’ll see you soon, right?”

		

		“Right,” he said, hustling into his coat and stuffing the tie into coat his pocket. He grinned at her and crossed the dance floor, staggering only slightly, going out the front exit.

		

		Glory felt better about what was about to happen, having sent Robert off like that, so that he wouldn’t have to experience the humiliation of watching her leave the bar with Mike.. She really did intend to call Robert; as soon as she discussed it with Blake, but she knew that her husband probably wouldn’t mind. Seeing her blow another guy was always on his mind and he would no doubt understand--when it came to her wanting to pick a guy she liked to do the honors with.

		

		She came down the bar, past Blake, winking at him almost imperceptibly as she passed him. When she got to Mike, she stopped and said, “How would you like to join me in the booth, handsome? I’d like to get to know you better—a lot better, if you know what I mean?”

		

		His face lit up like a lottery winner’s and he quickly gathered up his drink and followed her back over to the booth. Sliding in next to her, he asked, “So, do you want to dance some more?”

		

		“Fuck dancing,” she whispered, her golden eyes glowing with pure arousal, now that show time was finally here. “We’ve danced enough; come over here and kiss me, baby.”

		

		He looked momentarily shocked. He’d stolen four or five pretty nice kisses earlier, out on the dance floor, not to mention as many furtive little butt cheek squeezes as he thought he could get away with. But he clearly wasn’t ready for what happened when he leaned in and kissed Glory now.

		

		Her tongue shot into his mouth, and was all over his. And her braless tits were suddenly pressed tight against his plaid shirt. He sighed in surprise and then she dropped one hand away from his neck—she had been hugging his neck with both arms as they made out—and down onto his lap under the table.

		

		Glory found his big dick with no problem and began to stroke it lightly through the heavy fabric of his jeans. Mike gasped, his cock jumping under her teasing fingertips, going completely hard in a few heartbeats.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that feels very promising, darling,” she whispered as she broke off the kiss moments later. “What a nice one. I’ll have to investigate that a lot more closely before the night is over, now won’t I?”

		

		For the first time since she’d met him, confident, sexy, sure-of-himself Mike looked slightly nervous. She could that he was wondering what the hell he’d gotten himself into here.

		

		Good, she thought smugly, I like that I make him nervous. That will make seducing him and gobbling up this big boy of a dick of his even more fun!

		

		She looked up at him and saw that he was staring as unobtrusively down into her cleavage as he could manage. Shaking her head--wondering for the millionth time why most men were so fixated on tits--she whispered, “Do you like them, baby? Well, that’s good, because in just a little while, they’ll be all yours, to play with as much as you like.”

		

		Mike’s handsome face lit up. Part of his swagger returned. “No kidding? What changed tonight, beautiful?”

		

		“You’re cute and sexy, you appear to have a great cock, and my husband said that I could go out and play tonight,” she told him boldly. “And you’re the lucky boy I picked to play with.”

		

		His eyes faltered for just a moment and she almost laughed. These young, macho guys were so much bullshit! He came on like he was the stud of studs, but now that he had her in his arms; he seemed to be uncertain about what to do next.

		

		That didn’t bother Glory at all, because she knew exactly what to do, and she was more than ready to do it. She could practically taste this big, thick cock of his in her mouth right now!

		

		She urged his head downward and gave him another kiss that was hot enough to burn the paint off a wall. He moaned, sounding a bit like a scared little boy…but he didn’t pull back.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		The Back Seat

		

		“It’s right over here,” she urged him, tugging him by the hand as they neared the Chrysler. “Let’s get in the back, where we’ll have some room, okay?”

		

		“You bet,” he agreed, sounding as if he still couldn’t quite believe his good luck.

		

		Glory hit the remote entry twice and then opened the back door and tossed her purse up onto the package tray in the back window, out of the way. She slid in and Mike was right behind her, closing the door.

		

		“Come here, baby,” she whispered.

		

		He kissed her passionately. She closed her eyes at first, but then opened them, looking for her husband.

		

		Moments later, Blake tiptoed his way over to the car and arranged himself behind the fender of the sedan parked next to them, where he could see clearly into the back seat of the Chrysler by craning his neck just a little. Glory’s heart sped up.

		

		This was working out just the way they’d planned it! Mike was sighing, his arms tight around her, his tongue all over hers.

		

		Glory relaxed and just let her natural, horny instincts take over. She toyed with his short-cropped dark hair as they kissed and rubbed her breasts against his chest.

		

		He quickly got the idea and unhooked her dress in back and then eased the zipper downward. She broke off the kiss for a moment, so that she could shrug out of the loosened sundress and let it fall down into her lap, baring her braless tits.

		

		“God, those are pretty!” he murmured, seemingly mesmerized by her taut little mounds.

		

		“Suck ‘em for me, darling,” she urged him. “I can’t wait to feel your lips on my hot nipples.”

		

		Mike gave a little growling sound and pounced on her left nub, his lips sucking hungrily, his hand moving onto her right one at the same time, twisting and tugging at her tiny pink nipple. She sighed and tipped her head back, closing her eyes.

		

		I’d forgotten how excited these young guys get when they see a pair of naked breasts! He’s so fucking hungry for them, so turned on!

		

		“Not quite so rough, baby,” she cautioned her enthusiastic but not terribly sophisticated lover after another minute or so of his horny, slightly ham-fisted attack on her tits. “Suck them, but gently, chew on my nipple just lightly, why don’t you, while I do this.”

		

		She reached down and unzipped his jeans. Mike gasped, but he did stop being quite so heavy-handed with her breasts.

		

		Mmmmmmmmm, that’s better, Glory thought as he nipped lightly at her sensitive pink flesh with his sharp front teeth and squeezed her other nipple just lightly. Now, let’s see what we have here.

		

		Mike changed tits as she undid his belt and unsnapped his jeans and pulled them open, using just one hand. She continued to run the fingers of her other hand gently through his short hair as he feasted noisily on her nipples.

		

		Glory reached through the slash-opening at the front of his baggy boxers and got his cock out. It was just as nice as she’d hoped it would be; about eight inches long and thick, filling her palm nicely.

		

		Oh, yeah, she thought triumphantly, can I pick ‘em or what?

		

		She rearranged his shorts just a little, so that she could ease his big nut sac out the opening, too. Running her long fingernails lightly over his exposed balls, she drew a deep, breathy moan from him.

		

		“Oh, God, you’re so fucking sexy!” he panted, changing nipples yet again.

		

		Glory smiled in the darkened car and wrapped her exploring fingers around his very hard shaft. She worked in up and down a few times and Mike whined with excitement.

		

		Such a sensitive baby, she thought, he’s so turned on. I’ll have to be careful. Seeing Blake blow his load in his pants last week, after I shoved that wad of come in his mouth was so cute. But I don’t want a repeat of that right now, I want a chance to suck this big, beautiful thing at least a little before it goes off!

		

		She glanced out the window and saw her husband watching, drop-jawed, as she stroked the boy’s big cock gently while was going crazy on her bare tits. She grinned at Blake and he nodded back enthusiastically.

		

		Looking closer, she saw that her husband’s trousers were open as well and that he was stroking his hard prick as he watched her being a dirty girl with the kid. It was all she could do not to laugh.

		

		Her hubby was such a perv! He was a sweet, wonderful, loving perv, but a perv, nevertheless!

		

		Mike groaned again, and his dick jumped in her fist. She decided that she needed to get her mouth on it before long, so that he didn’t shoot off unexpectedly all over the Chrysler’s headliner and her dress!

		

		A big, strong, handsome kid like Mike, she thought to herself, you’d think he would have had a lot more experience with girls than this.

		

		The she remembered what he’d said earlier, in the bar, about her being a for real woman, not a girl. The realization struck her that he was probably super-excited right now for that very reason; he didn’t consider her just another girl. She was, very possibly, the first grown up female he’d ever attempted to make love too.

		

		I bet he’d be a lot more relaxed and in control if I was a simpering twenty year old coed. He’s probably had lots of experience with those.

		

		“Here, sweetie, let me see this big thing, okay?” she asked softly, pulling his head away from her tits and looking down past them, into his lap. “Oooh that is a nice one; so big and thick; I wonder if it will fit in my mouth?”

		

		Mike’s handsome face took on a stricken look and Glory wondered it he would be able to hold it together long enough for her to suck him at all. The poor, excited boy looked ready to come any second now!

		

		“Here, darling, just lean back and let me suck you a little, okay?” she murmured soothingly, pushing him away from her and rearranging his big body so that he was leaning back against the leather seat, his cock sticking up out of his shorts, his jeans now down around his athletic shoes.

		

		She bent forward, over him, and licked all around his cock head. Mike moaned and closed his eyes in anticipation.

		

		“Come whenever you want to, baby,” she whispered as she stopped licking him for a second. “I want to swallow it for you….every drop, okay?”

		

		The boy gasped and she dropped her lips over the head, just in case. He seemed to settle down a bit after a moment of her mouth being around him, so she cautiously began to lap at him once more, her head starting to bob up and down on his long, thick shaft.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” he gasped. “I can’t believe I’m getting a blowjob from a babe as pretty as you are, Glory! You’re so fucking beautiful, so sophisticated; such a hot fucking woman!”

		

		Glory purred around his dick, loving that description of her. She sucked harder and took every inch of him on her next downward glide, tilting her head back so that she could deep throat his whole cock. Her tongue was all over him as she sucked.

		

		He sighed and put his hand on the back of her head, urging her to go faster. But she paid him no heed.

		

		This was her blowjob, hers and Blake’s, really, and she intended to go slow and do it right. She let a big waterfall of saliva that she’d purposely been saving up out of her lips and it ran down onto the boy’s fat nut sac.

		

		Glory sucked and slurped at the saliva-gleaming cock, her tongue circling the slick staff smoothly, like a ball-bearing gliding on an oily surface. Mike whined again at how great that felt.

		

		He reached under her and took a dangling tit in each of his big hands again and squeezed them lightly as she sucked him. Now it was her turn to moan, and she did.

		

		“My pussy,” she gasped, letting him slip from her mouth for a moment, “finger my wet pussy while I blow you, baby!”

		

		Mike nodded frantically and reached under her dress with his right hand. He found the waistband of her flimsy panties and slipped his fingers under it, his middle one quickly disappearing down into her juicy folds, right over her throbbing clit.

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah, that’s perfect,” she moaned, “do that, and squeeze my titty while I swallow your load for you, darling!”

		

		Mike shivered as if an electric charge had just been tasered through his body. He fingered her pussy like a wild man, his big finger sluicing in and out of her sopping cunny mouth at a furious pace, his other hand palming her tit just as she’d asked.

		

		Glory ate every inch of his dick again in one slurping suck. Her tongue went crazy on him and Mike groaned loudly.

		

		“Oh, fuck, but you’re good at that!” he marveled as her head went up and down on him, sucking and licking, her passes loud, obscenely wet, and noisy. “Oh, oh, I can’t last. Take it. Take every drop of it, you sexy bitch!”

		

		His hips shot up off the seat, burying his cock in her throat. Glory moved her head back a little and licked at his cock head expectantly.

		

		He bellowed out his pleasure, loud enough to be heard in the noisy bar from the back of the parking lot, it seemed to her, and unloaded a mammoth jet of semen against the roof of her mouth. Glory swallowed.

		

		It was hot and thick and creamy and totally…wonderful! Another gigantic wad quickly replaced the first one and she swirled it joyously around in her mouth for a second, tasting it, enjoying it, before she swallowed that one, too.

		

		She mewled and ground her pussy against his finger, starting to come right along with him. She heard a faint spattering sound and glanced up to see Blake, his head thrown back in pure ecstasy, pumping long, white ropes of his nut cream against the back fender of the Chrysler as he watched her gulp down the boy’s steamy outpouring.

		

		What a hot, pervy, kinky…wildly fun scene this is! Glory thought, swallowing again, coming like mad, and watching Blake watching her.

		

		“Sweet Jesus, what a blowjob!” young Mike sighed, shooting two last little streamers of spunk into her mouth.

		

		Glory licked his cock off and swallowed yet again for him. Finally, she pulled his softening dick from her mouth and smiled up at him.

		

		She had jizz on her lips as she did so, she could feel it. Licking them off, she held it in her mouth while she whispered, “So, how was that, big boy? Was that worth waiting for?”

		

		“Fuck, yes,” he sighed happily, “I knew you’d be hot, and was I ever right or what?”

		

		“I’m the hottest,” she smiled up at him, sitting up in the seat, pulling her dress back into place. “And don’t you forget it!”

		

		“I won’t,” he assured her, tucking his spent cock back into his shorts and tugging his pants back up off the floor. “Can I see you again?”

		

		She flashed him an impish little smile and said, “Maybe, would you like that?”

		

		“God, yes, would you give me your number?”

		

		“No…I’m married, remember?” She told him. “I can’t have horny college boys calling me a home, now can I?”

		

		Glory waited a moment, teasing him just a little, like she might not want to see him again after all, and then said, “Give me yours, and I’ll call you when I’m free for an evening again. Would you like that?”

		

		He nodded emphatically that he would and looked for something in the pockets of his plaid shirt and his jeans to write on. He found nothing, but Glory got her purse down off the package tray and took out a small notepad and pen. She gave them to her eager new lover.

		

		“This is my cell phone,” he told her, handing her back the notepad, on which he’d written ‘Mike Gold, call me for a good time’. “It’s always on and it’s always with me.”

		

		“I will call you, Mike, darling,” she whispered just before she gave him a quick good-bye peck on the lips. “I really like the way your spunk tastes, and I like that there’s a bucket of it when you come.”

		

		She winked at him and added, “I may even let you fuck me with that nice dick of yours next time…would you like that?”

		

		He didn’t have to answer. She could see that he did, and he couldn’t answer anyway, because her tongue was now in his mouth, feeding him a little of his own jism as she kissed him good-bye once again.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		How Was That?

		

		As the back door to the pub opened across the lot and Mike disappeared back inside, the driver’s door to the Chrysler opened and Blake slid into the seat. Glory got out of the back and into the passenger’s seat.

		

		“Kiss,” she told him, and her husband dutifully leaned over and got his tongue painted with a heavy, gooey coating of Mike Gold’s youthful semen.

		

		“His isn’t as salty as that older guy’s at the place in Huntington Beach was,” he commented wryly, starting the car, after he’d swallowed what she’d given him.

		

		“No, his was dreamy-tasting, dear.” Glory teased him mercilessly.

		

		“If you say so,” he retorted, pulling out into the lot. “It must be an acquired taste.”

		

		“Don’t be such a poop, just because I made you taste another guy’s come again,” she whispered, leaning over and laying her head on his shoulder as he drove them home. “Tell me; was I hot tonight? Did I do him great, or what?”

		

		Blake utterly surprised her by swerving sharply over to the side of the road. They were at the start of a residential neighborhood, the one bordering their own middle-class suburb.

		

		Parking in a spot in between two streetlamps, Blake shut the lights off and pulled Glory over closer to him. The Chrysler had a big, built-in console in between the bucket seats, so he couldn’t slide her body right up against his, but she was close enough so that, by leaning over towards her, he could easily kiss her again, and he did.

		

		She moaned, surprised by both his actions and his kiss, which was hot and steamy, his tongue eagerly exploring the inside of her mouth, even though there was still a residue of the other man’s come clinging to her tongue and the roof of her mouth. Blake didn’t seem to care. He was so hot for his wife, after her incredibly sexy performance just minutes ago in the back seat that he couldn’t seem to get enough of her mouth and tongue.

		

		He leaned her forward just slightly, so that he could undo her dress once again, letting it fall back into her lap. She sighed as he went after her spiky little nipples with his fingertips while his tongue continued to roam all over inside her mouth.

		

		In no time, Glory was just as turned on as she had been when she’d been sucking Mike’s big dick. She pushed her tits against her husband’s hands ands cooed with delight as he went after her so passionately.

		

		“Raise that hot little ass of yours up off the seat for a moment, baby, let’s take these off, shall we?” Blake panted, as he broke off the kiss and moved his hand down to her dress, reaching under it, grabbing the waistband of her panties.

		

		“Wha-what are you doing?” Glory gasped, doing as he asked nevertheless.

		

		Her panties were down around her ankles in seconds and Blake’s mouth was on her left tit as his finger slid into her juicy quim. He fingered her greedily, mashing her very aroused clit with each stroke in and out of her overflowing pussy lips.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, you’re going to make me come again!” she whined in ecstasy, working her sleek ass up off the seat against his delving finger. “Oh, Blake, you hot baby, you’re fingering me so nice!’

		

		“Does this tell you how much I liked what you did tonight?” He came up off her tit to growl that question in her ear, and then licked the lobe. “You were sensational, you hot bitch! I shot a gallon of come against the side of the car when you started gulping down that kid’s load!”

		

		Glory mewled with pure pleasure, shuddering under his sexy licking and fingering, her pussy mouth gobbling up his finger. He panted, “Was there a lot? Did he make my naughty little wife swallow a bunch of that slippery goo of his?”

		

		“Oh, oh, God, yes,” she moaned. “There was so much, darling, so very much. My tummy is full of college boy spunk!”

		

		Blake gasped. He bit her ear lobe lightly and moaned.

		

		Glory screamed, and then remembered where they were, biting off her wail of delight as she came hard on his flying finger; unwilling to see lights coming on in the surrounding houses at the sound of her scream. So instead, she whimpered, “Oh, baby, it was so hot! His come was so hot, and there was so much of it!”

		

		She looked over at him, her beautiful face scrunched up with the effort of not shrieking at how hard she was going off. Glory managed to whisper. “I loved it. I loved sucking him for you. I loved having you seeing me swallow his stuff, darling.”

		

		Sagging back against the seat, she smiled contentedly, looking back over at him. She whispered, “Take me home, please. I want to fuck you so much, darling!”

		

		****

		

		“Well, that kid tonight was certainly bigger than me, now wasn’t he?” Blake asked.

		

		They were naked, in bed together and Glory had his hard on in her fist, stroking it lightly, just to keep it good and hard, as they whispered back and forth excitedly about tonight’s…performance.

		

		“He was pretty big,” Glory admitted. “He was at least eight inches, and he was thick, too.”

		

		“You took him easily enough, though,” Blake said. “You deep-throated him like a real pro, babe.”

		

		She laughed easily. “I never claimed to be…inexperienced when you married me years ago, darling. And God knows I’ve sucked that big wanger of yours off a zillion times since then.”

		

		“That you have, you hot pantsed little puss,” he whispered happily, kissing her bare shoulder. “You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever known, honey, by light years.”

		

		She turned and kissed him. Then she said, “I love you. And I love doing what we’re doing, too. That kid was really nice looking and he could dance, too, in addition to having a huge thing for me.”

		

		With a little shrug, she went on to add, “And his cock was yummy. I’d suck it off again in a blink.”

		

		“You would?” Blake asked, perking up at that idea.

		

		“Yeah, I got his phone number, just in case,” she said.

		

		After a moment, she blurted. “I told him I might let him fuck me next time, if there is a next time.”

		

		Blake’s dick jumped in her hand. He stared intently at her. “Really, you really told him that?”

		

		She nodded that she had, that impish grin back on her face. “But I never told him when next time was going to be. It might be next week or it could be next year.”

		

		Blake laughed. “He must have really impressed you.”

		

		“Well, he is very cute, and that body of his is impressive, and I like his cock.”

		

		Glory frowned. “He’s not as confident as he seems, though. I sucked him off as fast as I did tonight because I was afraid he was going to blow his load from pure excitement, before I even did much with him.”

		

		Smiling at Blake she said, “But I think after tonight, he’d be more relaxed with me next time, not so nervous. I think he’d be great to suck off again, and I really wouldn’t mind having that great dick of his inside me, either.”

		

		“You little slut,” Blake teased her, “won over by a big cock.”

		

		“Oh, it’s not that big!” Glory laughed gaily. “Besides, it’s not really the size.”

		

		She leaned over and kissed the head of her husband’s swollen prick gently, and then ran her tongue all over it, licking up his oozing pre-come and swallowing it. She said, “Yum. I just love that stuff.”

		

		Glancing up at him, she said, “Your cock isn’t quite as big as that kid’s is, but it never fails to get me off when we fuck, babe. That’s because you’re a great lover. You know how to get me all worked up and crazy. And then you ride me just right, so that my clit really gets stimulated. You’re a master cocksman, honey; you don’t need a monster dick to make me purr.”

		

		“Oh, is that so?” Blake asked, grinning like the Cheshire cat.

		

		“Yes, it is. “I admit I’d like to ride young Mike’s big boy a few times, just to see how it feels way up inside me…but I’m not trading it for yours anytime soon, studly.”

		

		Blake drew her in close. He whispered, “And you know I’m just dying to see you suck it off for him again, or ride it until he pumps that hot little cunt of yours full of come, don’t you?”

		

		She gave him a knowing smile and said, “And you will see it, too, baby. I just haven’t decided when yet.”

		

		Her eyes brightened as she thought about her other conquest of the evening. She whispered, “Do you remember that nice looking young man in the suit who danced with me on and off all night?”

		

		“Yeah, what about him; I was meaning to bring him up. What was that you said to him right before he left?”

		

		“I was on the fence. It was going to be either him or Mike who won tonight’s blowjob. And he was a real contender. So I got his business card with his cell phone number on the back. I told him that I was a naughty wife who liked to cheat on my husband with hot young guys like him when hubby was out of town. I said I’d call him for drinks, dancing and a lot more some night soon.”

		

		Blake’s eyes suddenly blazed with interest, “Yeah, were you being straight with him?”

		

		“I was…if you think you’d like to see it. I’d blow him in a heartbeat and, if I like his cock, I might let him fuck me sometime, too. Would you like that?”

		

		“Hell, yes,” he murmured, bringing her in for a kiss. “How would we do it; a motel somewhere not too far away, or maybe in the backseat of the car again—what’s your plan?”

		

		“I don’t really have one yet. It can’t be at his place, that’s all I know so far.”

		

		Blake gave her a quizzical look. She replied, “I assume we’ve now moved past the point where you’re going to be content with a verbal report on what happened with these guys, like at the lanai restaurant, where I sucked that older guy off behind the curtain? Don’t you want to actually see me do whatever I’m going to do now?”

		

		After just a moment of deliberation, Blake said, “You’re right, love, I do want to see you in action if at all possible, not just hear about it later. And there’s no way I can watch if you go to a man’s house or apartment--how would I ever gain access to see what was going on?”

		

		“My thought, exactly, darling. We have to maintain control of where things happen.”

		

		“A motel room might work,” he mused, still mulling that over. “We could set it up earlier in the day; arrange a place where I could hide and watch…a closet, perhaps?”

		

		“I’m even considering using our place, for Robert.”

		

		Blake’s eyes shot open at that. She smiled reassuringly.

		

		“He’s a banker. I don’t think he wants any scandal, so I’m pretty sure we’d be safe with him knowing where I live. It’s not like he’s going to tell anyone what went on between me, a married woman, and him, in our bedroom.”

		

		She smirked and added, “Plus, he had a wedding ring on, so we’re doubly safe. I doubt Mrs. Robert would take kindly to Mr. Robert dipping his wick outside the marriage bed.”

		

		Blake laughed. “You always were the devious, clever one, Glory. I think young Robert would make an excellent guest in our bedroom, when you get ready to fuck these guys.”

		

		“I could start with a blowjob, just to see how I like him in bed. I wouldn’t have to fuck him the first time he came over.”

		

		“Yes, I guess that’s true, come to think of it. When will you invite him?”

		

		She rolled onto her back and held out her arms. As Blake’s hard dick slid into her, she whispered, “Soon, believe it or not, tonight’s huge success left me hornier than ever, darling. I loved being bad for you, and I can’t wait to do it again. I might even have young Robert the banker over for a nice BJ session this week, before the weekend.”

		

		Blake closed his eyes in bliss, clearly thinking about how hot that would be, as he fucked his wicked little wife. He sighed, “What about the other one, Mike, the kid you sucked off tonight?”

		

		“I definitely want him again, too,” she whispered, knowing that what she’d just said would make her horny hubby fuck her even harder. “I’m going to call him this week and tease him a little, just to take his temperature…to see how much he wants me again.”

		

		Blake groaned and really started to give it to her, riding in high, the way she loved it, atop her clit. He moaned, “You know he’ll want you, you little slut—they all do!”

		

		She and her husband shared an intimate little chuckle over that and then fucked like a pair of crazed high school kids for the next ten minutes. Glory came twice, daydreaming about boyish cocks and spurting come and her darling Blake seeing her getting spunked by other men!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Teasing Mike and Seducing Robert

		

		She called him from the landline in their house--which was blocked as far as caller ID went--because she wanted to surprise him. It was hard to surprise someone when your name was spelled out across the screen of his cell phone before the thing even rang.

		

		“Do you know who this is?” Glory whispered breathily into the phone when he clicked his cell on after the third ring.

		

		“Glory, is that you?” Mike Gold blurted excitedly.

		

		“No, it’s some other girl who got your rocks off the other night and swallowed your come in the back seat of her car,” she laughed.

		

		He chuckled into the phone and said, “Oh, yeah, I do seem to vaguely remember you at that. You’re only the most sexy, exciting, fantastic woman I ever met in my life.”

		

		She laughed again, too, almost purring inside, loving that particular description of herself by the handsome younger man. After another moment, she said, “I’ve been thinking about you, babe.”

		

		“I’ve been thinking about you, too,” he said, his voice getting husky with arousal, from just talking to her over the phone. “I’ve got to see you again. What are you doing next weekend?”

		

		“Not so fast, sweetie,” she answered coyly, really enjoying talking to him this way, teasing him, now that he’d already admitted he felt like he couldn’t do without her. “I’d have to talk to my husband, and see if he has anything planned for us. I am married, you know?”

		

		“Yeah, I remember. But you said he was sort of, I don’t know, the…forgiving type, right?”

		

		She giggled, thinking of Blake blowing big wads of cock cream against the side of the Chrysler last Saturday night, as he’d watched her gulp down this kid’s massive outpouring of semen. She said non-committally, “I guess that’s one way of putting it.”

		

		“Well, hell, why don’t you check with him and see if he’d give you another Saturday night to run free and play?” he asked.

		

		Glory thought about that, gazing out her front window at the yard she spent so much time toiling in, gardening and planting and re-planting, according to the season. It was one of the nicest yards on the block, and she was the reason why it was. All she allowed their hired gardening crew to do was cut the grass and prune the trees back once a year.

		

		“What did you have in mind, just in case I can somehow talk him into it?” she finally asked, toying with a strand of her long, spectacular auburn hair as she spoke into the phone.

		

		“There’s a new band at the pub this Saturday, and a buddy of mine and I are going. They’re really good and they play a mix of stuff, old and new. I was hoping you could join us and we could dance the night away again, just the three of us.”

		

		“Wait a minute; did you say…the three of us?” Glory asked somewhat huffily. “What do you think I am, Mike, some kind of cheap pick-up, gang bang bitch that you can pass around to your buddies?”

		

		“No, hey, no, it’s nothing like that, believe me!” he hastened to explain. “Lyle is a really old friend. I’ve known him since grade school. I didn’t tell him about what we did out in the parking lot. I just told him I’d met this absolutely dynamite babe and that we really cut a rug together out on the dance floor, you know?”

		

		“Oh, really,” Glory said with a snort, letting him know that she didn’t believe a word he’d just said about his not telling his pal about the blowjob.

		

		She knew how young guys like Mike were; all macho and chest-bumping and always high-fiving each other. He’d already bragged to this other guy about meeting a hot older babe, picking her up, and getting a great BJ out back, in the parking lot…that was for certain!

		

		“Yeah, no kidding,” Mike lied on, “he’s a great dancer, too. I just thought we might have some drinks and dance and then…you know…just you and me again…out back?”

		

		She wavered, thinking about Mike’s nice cock and all of that hot, gooey, taboo come she’d swallowed. Her mouth watered and she grew very damp between the legs as well as she mentally relived last Saturday night.

		

		Suddenly, another torrid blowjob this Saturday night while he fingered her right up to orgasm-paradise again didn’t seem like it was such a bad idea--friend or no friend getting underfoot.

		

		And she knew Blake would eat it up. Seeing her dance with two young hunks all night and then go out in the lot with Mike again, where Blake could watch, would no doubt sound like heaven on earth to her horny, voyeuristic hubby.

		

		“The thing is; my pal, Lyle, has got this great old Ford van he bought and restored. It’s one of those pussy-wagons from the eighties or nineties; a customized van with the big leather captain’s chairs and the ten-speaker stereo, and carpet and wood paneling.”

		

		Mike laughed and then added, “He and I have used it a couple of times on ski trips, to sleep in, to save renting a room. And the chicks love it. Lots of room there in back to stretch out and…move around, if you know what I mean; we could really have some fun.”

		

		Glory sucked in a breath, thinking about that. She bet a couple who were turned on and really into each other could have a really nice, really intense time in a van like that one!

		

		“And this friend of yours, this Lyle, where would he be when you and I were in the back of that van?” she asked him. “Would he still be inside the bar, dancing the night away, or would he insist on being out in the van with us?”

		

		There was a brief silence, and then Mike said, “Like I told you, we’re tight; we’ve been friends since sixth grade; played Pop Warner, junior varsity, and varsity football together. I won’t kid you, Glory. Once Lyle gets a look at you, his tongue will be hanging out.”

		

		Mike paused for another moment, and then added, “But we’re friends. If I tell him he’s got to stay inside and just loan me his van for an hour or so, he’ll do it.”

		

		“He won’t press you to at least come out and watch us getting it on together?” Glory persisted, her pussy suddenly going wet at the thought of another hunky college boy watching as she sucked Mike’s impressive cock off for a second time.

		

		“I know he’d love that,” Mike laughed,” if you were cool with it.”

		

		That thought hung in the air for a moment, and then he added, “Hell, Lyle’s a horndog, just like me. He certainly wouldn’t turn down a blowjob or a fuck either, if a super-hottie like you were offering, babe!”

		

		He quickly added, “But he would never push himself on you, either. Like I said, he’s a good guy.”

		

		Glory shuddered as she thought that over. She hadn’t been planning on fucking Mike Saturday, if she got together with him again…just another blowjob; that’s what she’d been thinking.

		

		And what about this Lyle, kid, she wondered, what if he turns out to be big and handsome like his pal, Mike?

		

		“Let me talk to my husband,” she finally whispered into her phone. “I’ll let you know either this evening or tomorrow sometime, whether or not I can meet you at the pub. My husband’s at work until nine tonight, so I won’t be able to sit down with him until at least then. It all depends on what he says. Bye now.”

		

		She broke off the connection, smiling. Now she, and Blake, of course, had some decisions to make.

		

		Did she want to fuck Mike this weekend? The van seemed a perfect place to do it, if she was willing to go that far with him so soon. If it was parked at the back of the lot, Blake would be able to work himself into position to see every naughty, taboo thing she did with the boy, or…boys!

		

		Glory shuddered again, and realized that her pussy was now awash in lube, at just the thought of what might transpire as early as Saturday night! Her hand slightly shaky with excitement, she picked up her cell phone, along with Robert the banker’s card.

		

		When she finished this call, she was pretty sure that she’d have to adjourn to the bedroom and a quick session with her big vibrator! She was red-hot already, just from talking to Mike and daydreaming about what Saturday might bring. If this conversation with Robert went anywhere near as well as the last one had, she’d simply have to have some…relief, before her sweet Blake and that nice dick of his got home later tonight!

		

		“Yes, Robert Stanton here,” he said when he answered his cell after two rings, sounding quite professional and just like a banker.

		

		“This is Glory. Do you remember me, from Saturday…at the pub?”

		

		She heard him collect a breath. His voice going softer, so that he wouldn’t be overheard, she supposed, Robert said, “I sure do. How could I ever forget you?”

		

		“Do you remember what we talked about, just before you left, about you and me getting together some night soon so that we could…uh…get to know each other better?”

		

		There was a pause and she heard the pace of his breathing increase just a little. At last, he almost whispered, “Yes, I remember that quite well.”

		

		“Then how does this Wednesday night sound? Is that soon enough for you, handsome?”

		

		“Let me just check my calendar, Ma’am,” his voice suddenly went professional and distant again.

		

		She laughed softly into the phone and said, “Someone just went by your desk, didn’t they?”

		

		“Yes, yes, they did, as a matter of fact,” he agreed amiably. “Oh, and it appears that an evening meeting on that particular night is going to work out well for me, I’ll be sure to keep my calendar clear, in order to make it happen.”

		

		“You won’t regret it,” she promised him breathily, letting her voice ooze sex appeal. “Do you know The Two Roses Lounge?”

		

		“Yes, I stop in there once in a while,” Robert replied.

		

		“Well, if you were to stop in there on Wednesday night, say at around nine, I predict we’ll definitely run into each other.”

		

		She just let that sit there for a moment and then added, “You don’t mind coming back to my house, I trust? My husband will be out of town that night; until three in the morning, at least. His flight doesn’t land at LAX until two-fifteen, if it’s on time, from O’Hare, in Chicago. So we should be able to have a nice time together for a few hours, alright?”

		

		“You bet,” he said quickly. “I’ll be there. I can’t wait!”

		

		“I can’t either, darling,” she whispered. “I’ll see you then.”

		

		Glory closed her phone, a big smile on her face. Then she went into the bedroom, removed all of her clothes and put “Big Elrod”, her favorite vibrator, to work…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Robert On Wednesday

		

		“I think this will work out great, don’t you?”

		

		Blake nodded absently, all of his concentration on the scene before him. He climbed back into the deep closet again and slid the door almost shut, giving everything one last check.

		

		“This is going to be fantastic, babe,” her husband said from inside the closet.

		

		He slid the door back open. “The way the room is set up, with that dresser over there and the big mirror on top of it, I can see everything that happens on the bed in the mirror, with the closet door cracked open just a hair. There’s no way he’s ever going to know I’m here.”

		

		Blake emerged from the closet to add, “Just remember to keep the radio on softly, in case I have to use this to take a piss while I’m stuck in here. I’ll be as quiet as I can, but the radio should help cover any noise I might inadvertently make.”

		

		As he spoke, Blake pointed down at the empty, washed-clean gallon milk container that sat on the carpet next to the comfy chair they’d manhandled into the closet just minutes ago. The clothes which usually hung on this side of the long closet, his side, with its mirrored, double sliding doors, now hung, out of the way, in the spare bedroom closet, just for tonight.

		

		In addition to the chair and the plastic milk container, there was a fluffy white hand towel for Blake to jack off into as he watched Glory and Robert on the bed. There were also two bottles of spring water—in the event he got thirsty while watching his wife suck cock—and a power bar, in case he got peckish before she’d finished sucking all of the young banker’s ball juice out of his prick and swallowing it for him.

		

		“As soon as he leaves, I’m locking up the house and then you and I are going to fuck our brains out, okay?” she asked him, bright-eyed with excitement. “So go easy on the masturbating. If I have to end up using my vibrator tonight to get myself off after putting on this little show for you, I’m going to be really pissed.”

		

		He gave her a confident grin. “I picked up a brand new prescription of Viagra today at the pharmacy, on my way home. I’ll be hard all night, so don’t worry about that.”

		

		She smiled at that welcome news and went into the bathroom to give her hair and makeup a final glance. It was twenty minutes to nine on Wednesday night.

		

		“Don’t cut it too close this evening,” she cautioned him as she stepped back out into the bedroom, shutting off the bathroom light. “I don’t want you getting stopped for a speeding ticket tonight, racing back over here to get into position before we show up. That would really put the royal fuck on things. I’m also going to be pissed if I put on this little cocksucking exhibition for you and you end up stuck out in the hallway--trying to watch it from out there without being seen--because you cut things too close and couldn’t beat us back here and get yourself positioned in the closet.”

		

		“I’ll leave at ten-thirty, at the absolute latest, just like we planned, no matter what you two are up to at the cocktail lounge, I promise. I wouldn’t miss the main even, over on that bed, for anything, don’t worry about that.”

		

		“Okay, just see that you don’t. Doing this stuff isn’t anywhere near as much fun for me if you’re not there to watch me do it.”

		

		She picked up her purse, threw a light sweater over her shoulders, gave a last tiny tug at the bodice of the strapless black sundress she wore, and headed for the door. As she reached it, she turned and said, “No matter how hot and heavy we’re getting into it at The Roses, nothing really important is going to happen until we get back here. Trust me on that…it’s not like I’m going to slip him a quick BJ in the parking lot. I don’t care how turned on I get from making out with him.”

		

		****

		

		The Two Roses was an old-time LA cocktail lounge that had slowly degenerated into a dive, had stood boarded up for a year or so, and had then subsequently been acquired by a young couple who might have been described as “yuppies” not so long ago. After their loving remodel of the place, it had reopened and was now all dark and classy and neon-lit inside. The new version of the cocktail lounge featured the latest chi-chi drinks, an unbreakable plastic, LED lit pixel dance floor, and a cool trio of super, cool-guy musicians who could play everything from Cole Porter to Creedance to Maroon Five.

		

		When Glory walked in at two minutes after nine, she immediately saw her “date” for tonight sitting alone at a two-place table beside the glowing, pulsing dance floor. Robert Stanton was dressed in “civilian” attire tonight—no business suit and tie.

		

		He had on a casual, button-front shirt, chinos, and athletic shoes. His short, blondish-brown hair was perfectly combed into place and he had a bored expression on his handsome young face. His drink appeared to be either a scotch and soda or a whiskey and water and, as she moved closer to him, she saw that he looked just slightly keyed up and nervous as he waited.

		

		“Hey, it’s Robert, isn’t it?” She said as she came up to him in the half empty bar and pretended to be surprised to see him there. “Imagine running into you here tonight!”

		

		He got to his feet, grinning, and said, “Yeah, imagine that. What are the odds of that happening?”

		

		They stood there, looking at each other awkwardly for a moment, and then he took her stiffly into his arms and kissed her. Glory relaxed as their lips met, as did he, and in moments, he was frenching her enthusiastically and she was eagerly tonguing him right back.

		

		When they finally broke apart and sat down at the table, with him gallantly holding her chair for her, the cocktail waitress immediately came over and took her order for a gin and tonic. As Glory sat back, just smiling seductively at him, she noticed that Blake had slipped into the lounge as they’d been kissing hello, and now sat on a barstool not ten feet from their table.

		

		The band broke into “Bad Moon Rising”, an old Creedance Clearwater Revival hit and the floor started to fill up with dancers. Glory nodded toward the suddenly busy dance floor and he got up immediately and extended his hand to her.

		

		When they got out on the floor, they shook it a little, and Glory smiled. She loved a man who could dance—Blake was excellent on a dance floor—and young Robert clearly could strut his stuff with the best of them as well.

		

		She’d remembered him as being good at moving his lithe young body around from Saturday night, and she wasn’t disappointed now. The two of them really got down and boogied to the solid, pounding Creedance beat, and when it was over, they went back to their chairs to find fresh drinks for both of them waiting.

		

		“So, how did you get out tonight?” she asked him casually, taking a sip of her gin and tonic.

		

		He gave her a clueless stare in return. She nodded toward the obvious gold band that encircled the ring finger of his left hand and asked, “What did you tell your wife?”

		

		Shaking his head negatively, he said, “Not a blessed thing. She doesn’t really give a damn what I do with my nights these days. She lives clear over in Glendale with our daughter, Mindy, who’s two years old. I get Mindy every other weekend, which includes the one upcoming, and for two weeks during the summers. We split holidays.”

		

		“Oh, I’m so sorry,” Glory said, picking up instantly on the sudden bitterness in his voice as he talked about his daughter. “If you’re divorced, why do you still wear the ring?”

		

		He laughed and, again, the sound of his laughter was tinged with bitterness. He said, “The divorce will be final in June. The day that happens, this ring comes off.”

		

		When she looked puzzled by that answer, he went on to explain, “It’s for my daughter’s sake. She knows what wedding rings mean but she’s not old enough yet to understand things like divorce, so I keep wearing it to avoid having that discussion with her for as long as possible. She already pesters Connie, my soon-to-be ex, constantly with questions about why Daddy lives so far away from them now.”

		

		“That’s sad,” Glory said, meaning it.

		

		The band started playing “Love on the Rocks”, the old Neil Diamond ballad and-- fighting off the creepy feeling of irony the band’s set selections suddenly brought on, Robert and his wife definitely qualifying as a textbook case of “love on the rocks”--she said, “Let’s dance. I promise to make you happy very soon, baby, at least for tonight, okay?”

		

		He nodded, smiling at that thought, and led her back out on the floor. She put her head on his shoulder and, when he cupped her left ass cheek familiarly in his right hand, she made no attempt to move it.

		

		****

		

		At ten-fifteen, as they slid across the floor, their bodies pressed tightly together, she whispered in his ear in her most sultry voice, “Robert, you naughty boy, you’ve got another enormous hard on. I can feel it up against my…you know…as we dance.”

		

		He grinned at her, looking half-drunk, but thoroughly entranced with her. He murmured, “I’d have to be the gayest guy in LA or a dead not to be that way, dancing with you, Glory. You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever met in my life.”

		

		“Let’s get out of here,” she murmured happily, her eyes gleaming with her desire to feel that big cock of his naked and in her fist as soon as possible.

		

		She’d seen Blake settle up his bar tab and leave five minutes ago. He should be well on his way back to their house and his voyeuristic ring-side seat in the closet by now.

		

		“I can do a lot more with that raging hard on back at my place that I can in here,” she breathed into his ear, and then ran her tongue teasingly across the bottom of his earlobe.

		

		“Jesus, that‘s a great idea,” he said, shivering in her arms at the touch of her tongue to his sensitive lobe.

		

		The song ended moments later and they went back over to their table together. She slipped the sweater back over her shoulders and he signaled for the cocktail waitress to bring his bill over. He wrote a nice tip onto it, signed it, and she gave him both a grateful smile and his copy.

		

		“My car is out front,” he said, taking Glory’s arm.

		

		****

		

		“You didn’t drive here?” He asked as they reached the curb out front.

		

		“No,” she lied easily, “I took a cab. I figured that you’d be driving me home, darling boy.”

		

		“You figured right,” he said, walking her over to a cute little Mercedes CLA 250 sedan that was grey with black leather interior. After he’d opened the passenger door, she scooted quickly inside.

		

		“Which way,” he asked, as he got in and closed the driver side door.

		

		She started to tell him, but then he was suddenly leaning over the console in between the two seats, his eyes hungry for another kiss. Glory smiled and gave him one, a hot one with loads of tongue.

		

		He moaned as if that kiss was the greatest thing in the world, and she let him feel her breasts through her sundress. Next, she let him get a little carried away and slip the sundress down off her braless breasts as they kissed. She heard him moan again, even louder, as he saw her naked nipples for the first time in the light of the nearby streetlamp.

		

		Well, maybe just a little feel, before we leave, she thought, eyeing the dashboard clock, seeing that it wasn’t quite ten-thirty yet.

		

		His hands were soon all over her breasts, squeezing, tweaking her very erect little nipples, tugging at them as they got even longer and firmer. She sighed and let her left hand drop down into his lap, finding his stiff cock easily beneath the fabric of his baggy chinos.

		

		God, lucky me, I think I’ve struck gold twice in a row! She thought as she wrapped her hand around the big shaft. Slim, sexy young Robert may be even better hung than big, studly Mike was!

		

		“Oh, God, you’re such a beauty, Glory,” he gasped as he broke off the kiss, panting for air.

		

		“So are you--or at least it sure feels like you are,” she whispered back, squeezing his fat dick again through his trousers.

		

		“Why don’t we head for my house, so I can feast my eyes on this nice cock of yours properly, darling, and give the huge, naughty thing the thorough…tongue-lashing it deserves?”

		

		She had gently removed his hands from her tits as she’d spoken and put them away once more, back beneath the sundress’s bodice. He grinned and put the Mercedes in gear, asking, “Which way did you say we needed to go?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		The View From The Closet

		

		Blake finally heard them coming down the hall. He glanced at his cell phone in the darkness. It was on “mute” so that it wouldn’t ring and give his hiding place away, but it still provided the time: it was nearing eleven. The radio beside the bed was on, playing classic rock softly, helping to mask any noise he might make in his closet as he watched.

		

		His heart was suddenly pounding. Glory and Robert burst into the room, locked in a bear hug, his mouth on hers. She was running her fingers through his hair and he was fumbling with her dress, unhooking it and then unzipping it as they continued to tongue-kiss each other with all of the fervor of a honeymoon couple just getting into their hotel suite.

		

		Glory’s dress hit the floor as they made out furiously, leaving Blake’s stunning wife dressed only in her high heels and a pair of lacey, see-through red panties. She sighed and ground those perfect little tits of hers against his shirtfront, and then moved her hands slowly downward to undo her new lover’s belt, slacks, and zipper.

		

		As they fell down around his shoe tops, she began to unbutton his shirt as well, her lips never leaving his. The handsome young banker let go of her as the shirt front separated, and Glory yanked the garment off him and dropped it onto the carpet.

		

		Geez, that kid’s got a beauty of a cock! Blake thought, feeling a small pang of penis envy and--if he was totally honest with himself--jealousy that this boy was about to get that big dick of his sucked off by Glory.

		

		But that feeling quickly passed. What remained was the same hyper-tense, unnatural, perverted need to see his sweet wife doing nasty things with other men that was always with him.

		

		She doffed the boy’s shorts and Blake bit his tongue. This guy’s wanger was every bit as nice as that Mike guy’s had been last Saturday, in the back of the Chrysler; maybe not any longer than Mike’s had been, but this one was clearly even bigger in diameter!

		

		Glory obviously saw that right away as well, eagerly guiding the kid backward, sitting him down on the edge of the bed. She pulled her lips away from his as he sat down--a big streamer of gleaming spit stretching out between their mouths momentarily in the dim light of the bedroom—and went down onto her knees in front of him, rapidly dealing with his shoes, socks, loosened pants, and boxer shorts.

		

		She got back up on her feet, gave him a teasing, minx-like smile, and then totally surprised Robert by diving past him, onto the bedspread, kicking off her high heels as she did so. Rolling onto her back in the middle of the bed, she opened her legs, dug her heels into the mattress, and then hunched her barely-covered pussy up and down at him suggestively, that devilish smile still on her face.

		

		“See anything you like, Robert?” She asked the question in that sultry, seductive tone she always used when she was really hot and ready for action.

		

		With nothing but a throaty little growl of pure sexual need, he rolled onto his stomach between her legs and thrust his head inward. He gripped her flimsy panties by their waistband with his teeth and yanked them downward, baring her pink, oh, so juicy pussy lips to his gaze for the first time.

		

		His growl grew even more animal-like as he slid backward, taking her panties with him. Glory giggled, clearly very amused by his rabid dog act.

		

		She bent her legs at the knees and he straightened up and tore her panties free, twisting his neck sharply to his right as he did so, and flinging the scanty garment across the bedroom as he opened his clenched teeth. It fell to the carpet right in front of the cracked open closet door, where Blake sat, stiff cock in hand, watching breathlessly.

		

		“Oh, oh, you hungry baby!” his wife cooed at that minute, her legs back down on the mattress, her new lover back on his stomach between them, his handsome face buried in the “vee” between them.

		

		For the next few minutes, there was nothing but the sound of sucking and tongue lapping and Glory mewling and moaning out her growing pleasure as Robert ate her hairless little slit like a crazy man. Her shapely ass was undulating up off the bed, mashing her gushing pussy against his eager tongue and lips.

		

		“Oh, baby, are you ever eating me!” Glory gasped after another minute or so of the young man’s lusty cunt-gobbling. “I’m going to come. I’m going to come right on that sweet mouth of yours, darling. Get ready to swallow my hot pussy juice!”

		

		In the closet, Blake held his breath. He had stopped stroking his iron-bar hard cock, not wanting to come until Glory returned the oral sex and sucked this guy’s dick for him. He watched, bug-eyed, as his wife wailed out her ecstasy and ground her exploding clit against her lover’s very willing tongue.

		

		“Coming so hard,” Glory screamed, her whole body twisting and shivering as she went off, “oh, my God, but I’m coming, baby!”

		

		Robert seemed like a man possessed. He rooted his handsome face against Glory’s steamy, gleaming cunt folds relentlessly, milking spasm after spasm of orgasmic delight out her clit. Blake watched in awe as his wife came and came.

		

		I’m really good at eating that little pussy of hers…but I don’t think I’ve ever made it come that hard, for that long!

		

		Glory was reduced to a whimpering, moaning, shuddering mass of spent flesh by the time the last tiny flutter of come-sensation rippled through her sated cunt. She lay gasping on the bed, temporarily wrung out by the length and intensity of her climax.

		

		Robert got up onto his knees between her legs, smiling triumphantly, his face awash in her glistening pussy oil and female jizz. He whispered raptly, gazing down at her perfect little body, “God, but you’re an unbelievable woman, Glory. I mean, I knew you’d be hot. But that was incredible.”

		

		She smiled up at him, clearly basking in his praise, and said, “Give me just a second to catch my breath and I’ll try to return the favor. I give an awesome blowjob, or so I’ve been told by quite a few satisfied recipients over the years.”

		

		He nodded, but began tapping the head of his fully engorged dick against her soupy-wet cunt lips, concentrating on her fully distended clit. She wriggled beneath him on the bed, moaning anew at the intense flurries of excitement his teasing cock taps were sending through her lower body.

		

		“How about a fuck instead, beautiful,” he asked her, “you can suck me off later, if you still feel like it. But right now, I’d just love to slip this big, hard dick of mine in that tight little pussy of yours. What do you say?”

		

		Glory bit her lower lip, clearly torn by conflicting emotions. The young man kept on gliding his hard, hot, knot of cock muscle all over her juicy lips, concentrating on her clit.

		

		She glanced over at the crack in the closet door and raised her eyebrows just a tiny bit. Robert pushed just half of the head of his massive dick into her pink wetness and then slowly withdrew it.

		

		Glory whimpered, her eyes going wide. She obviously wanted it back inside her!

		

		Blake let go of his cock and fumbled his cell phone back out of his pocket. He quickly texted her “It’s your call, babe. Fuck him if you need to!”

		

		He sent it, putting the phone back in his shirt pocket and reclaiming his hold on his ultra-hard boner. The phone in Glory’s purse, which was on the floor halfway into the bedroom, next to her discarded dress, began to ring softy.

		

		“G-get that for me, would you?” she managed to pant up at Robert. “It might be from my husband. I’ll want to know if he’s getting back earlier or something, you know?”

		

		After a long moment, Robert sighed and got off the bed to fetch the purse. He handed it to her and got back on the bed, moving right back to where he’d been before.

		

		Glory got the phone, saw that there was a text, and read it. She beamed up at Robert as she shut the phone off and shoved it back into the purse.

		

		“Good news, baby,” she hissed in a low, sexy whisper, tossing the purse back onto the carpet. “No change in his plans. As a matter of fact, he might not get back until four or five.”

		

		She held up her arms to him and he leaned down, embracing him. She slipped her left arm off his back, used her left hand to line his rampant manhood up with her overflowing pussy mouth, and pushed upward with her hips as their lips met in another fireball of a kiss.

		

		Jesus, oh, suffering Jesus, would you look at that! Blake thought, beside himself with excitement as another man’s cock penetrated his wife’s pussy for the first time in nearly a decade, since before he’d met her.

		

		Glory groaned, her cries muffled by the young man’s tongue being in her mouth. She settled back onto the mattress and Blake saw that Robert’s huge nut sac was resting up against her ass cheeks. His mighty cock had been driven down into her as far as it would reach!

		

		Fuck, fuck, fuck, look how stretched open she is by that monster of his! His own cock nearly jumped out of his gliding fist as he watched himself being well and truly cuckolded by the massively-hung younger man.

		

		“Oh, baby, oh, my sweet baby,” Glory sang as he pulled his lips from hers and really began to nail her to the bed with his hard, steady strokes, “that’s what I need! I need your big cock to fuck me deep and make me come again, darling!”

		

		God, she’s really doing it! Blake thought. She’s fucking him. My Glory is balling that kid!

		

		“Fuck but you feel good,” Glory trilled excitedly, whipping her butt up off the bed in time with his plunges down into her, fucking him back beautifully. “Give it to me. Fuck me hard, honey. Get my pussy off with that big boy of yours!”

		

		Robert gritted his teeth and banged her even faster. Glory burbled with joy and wrapped her arms around him, her pelvis leveraging up off the bed to bury him deep inside her with every stroke. He was moaning steadily now, his eyes closed in pure ecstasy.

		

		They kept up the frantic pace for a minute, two, three…both of them groaning and fucking hard. Blake stroked his dick lightly, barely able to get a breath as he watched his wife with another man!

		

		“Jesus, what a hot fuck you are, Glory,” her lover panted after another minute of their torrid union, hammering her with everything he had, “You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever been in bed with!”

		

		“Do me, do me, oh, God, my sweet Robert, do me good!” she begged in a sing-song chant of pure arousal; and Blake could see that her orgasm was very near.

		

		“Tight,” he groaned, “your pussy’s so fucking tight, babe!”

		

		“Fill it!” she gasped, coming up off the bed, her body arched up against him, his cock as far up her cunny as it was possible to drive it. “Fill my pussy with your hot come, darling, I’m so ready for it!”

		

		“Yes, oh, fuck yesssssssss!” Robert threw back his head and roared.

		

		Blake drew in a breath, watching as a big ring of thick, white goo suddenly appeared around the buried cock, overflowing out of Glory’s stuffed-full cunt. It grew bigger with each jet of nut cream the boy fired into her.

		

		She screamed and clawed at his back, coming like a wild woman, harmonizing with his bellow of joy as he went off inside her again and again. Blake bit his lower lip to keep from screaming himself and began to pump a mondo-load of spunk into the white hand towel.

		

		He’s creaming her! He’s creaming my wife’s cunt! Blake kept telling himself, as if he couldn’t quite believe that it was finally happening; that she was finally going all the way with their naughty game—fucking another man right in front of him!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Aftermath

		

		“So, was that worth waiting from Saturday to Wednesday for?” Gloria whispered to Robert.

		

		They were under the covers together now, cuddled up together. He smiled over at the woman in his arms and said, “Actually, I think I’d been waiting for that for my whole life; that was perfect sex. I can die happy now.”

		

		She giggled and kissed him on the cheek. He waited for a second and then asked, “Did the lucky guy you chose over me on Saturday night get what I just got?”

		

		Smiling her naughtiest smile, she shook her head playfully and said, “Nope, he didn’t. He got a really super-duper, super-slurpy blowjob, though. And I swallowed every drop for him--I didn’t hear him complaining.”

		

		Robert nodded, plainly seeing that in his mind’s eye. “I bet he didn’t. If you give head anywhere near as good as what we just did, I’m guessing that he was a happy man, indeed.”

		

		“He did seem pretty pleased, now that you mention it.”

		

		After a moment, he said, “What about your husband, does he suspect that any of this is going on?”

		

		Gloria gave him the minx-like smile again and asked softly, “Would it surprise you to know that he does, that he knows pretty much exactly what’s going on, and that he doesn’t really mind?”

		

		Robert sucked in his breath. He shook his head, “Yeah, it would surprise the hell of me, frankly. I’ve got to tell you, Glory, if I had a wife that looked like you, and who was as sexy as you are, it would kill me to think of another man being with her…like this.”

		

		She laughed and said, “And yet you don’t seem to mind being the other man; the one cuckolding him?”

		

		He nodded, his face assuming a rueful little smile, looking reluctant to admit that he was guilty of what she’d just charged him with. Robert said, “Yeah, I didn’t think about it much before right now, to tell you the truth. When I ran into you at the pub that night, I thought you were the hottest woman I’d ever met. I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

		

		Looking away somewhat guiltily, he said, “I never let myself think about what I might be doing to your husband with my actions.”

		

		He turned back and whispered, “I didn’t let myself think about it because I wanted you so much. I’m entranced with you, Glory. You’re so sensational I can’t think about much else, especially with my wife about to divorce me and me being in between girlfriends right now. It had been two months before tonight since I’d gotten laid.”

		

		She gave him a smile that was melodramatically sympathetic and reached under the covers for his cock, as she said, “Oh, poor baby, that’s just terrible! This big thing has been so neglected! I’d better suck it for you before you go, don’t you think?”

		

		Robert knew that she was still gently making fun of him for so blithely rationalizing about the cuckolding business earlier. But he didn’t seem to care enough to try and get her to stop teasing him.

		

		He just lay back against the pillows in front of the headboard and watched eagerly as she threw back the covers, baring his fat cock, and then bent low over it. Glory’s talented little tongue ran up and down his limp flesh, licking and cleaning, gathering up both his dried semen and her juices and swallowing them right down.

		

		The flaccid prick began to throb to life under her tongue. When it got sufficiently hard to hold in her fist without drooping much, she slipped it into her mouth and began to suck it, her tongue still all over it.

		

		“Oh, my God, you’re good at that!” Robert sighed with pleasure, his eyes wide and very pleased as he watched her worship his big cock with her mouth.

		

		In less than a minute, his prick as rock-hard again, and Glory had to tilt her head back so that she could still take all of him in her mouth as she blew him, his cock head now going deep into her throat with each pass. He moaned.

		

		“Fuck, not too many girls can do that!” He sighed at how awesome it felt, having every last inch of this large erection licked and swallowed like that on every head bob.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was Glory’s only comment.

		

		She just adored sucking cock, and this was a truly impressive specimen. Glory let her saliva build up as she sucked, and then, when it was almost all she could hold in her mouth and still suck, she let it spill out of her lips, down onto his gliding cock meat in a small waterfall of hot spittle.

		

		“Oh, oh, my God,” Robert groaned at the warm spit ran over his nut sac and down onto the sheet below him.

		

		Glory spat out his prick momentarily and went lower, her tongue now all over the saliva-shiny sac. She sucked the right ball into her lips and hummed a little tune.

		

		“F-fuck, that feels wild!” Robert gasped, his body shivering beneath her oral ministrations.

		

		She changed balls, tonguing his left one as she sucked it into her mouth and began humming again. He closed his eyes in sheer ecstasy as she went at his nuts like she couldn’t get enough of them.

		

		Then he felt her lips up on his cock head again and his eyes shot back open just in time to see her gobble up every last inch of his rigid prong again, her tongue all over his length as she did so. Staring down at her in something like awe, he watched breathlessly as she began to suck him off in earnest, her head flying up and down his super-hard shaft.

		

		“Oh, oh, oh, holy fuck, Glory,” he panted, his body going as rigid as his prick was. “I can’t take too much more of that! You’re mouth and tongue…just feel too damned good for me to last!”

		

		She let his cock slip out of her sucking lips for a moment, stroking it with her fist as she looked up at him and whispered, “I don’t want you to last, darling. I want you to cream my mouth and let me swallow it for you. I want every drop you’ve got left in these beautiful balls of yours. I want it inside my tummy!”

		

		To illustrate her point, she briefly licked his nut sac again and then popped his cock head back into her mouth and began to suck. Her head bobbed up and down in a steady, fucking motion, her tongue going wild on him.

		

		“Oh, oh, my sweet God,” he mumbled, watching her raptly. “Take it then, baby. Take my hot come…take it…now!”

		

		His hips came up off the mattress, burying his full length down her throat. But Glory wanted to taste him, not just have his load blown down her throat, so she backed her lips off just slightly and circled that maddening tongue of hers around and around his ready-to-explode cock head.

		

		Robert screamed so loudly that Glory was a little afraid her nearly-deaf next door neighbor, Mrs. Lambert, might hear him, even though the bedroom window was closed. His dick jumped in her mouth, hitting the roof, as it spewed out the first massive jet of semen.

		

		She swallowed it easily and licked for more. Robert, who was nearly sobbing with joy, didn’t disappoint her there.

		

		The big cock bucked seven more times, spurting a large mouthful of hot, thick come every time. Glory swallowed ecstatically, grinding her clit against the sheet under her, a sweet little mini-orgasm rippling through her as she eagerly ate the big load of cock cream for him.

		

		“Oh, oh, oh, it’s so fucking great!” he moaned helplessly as his dick jerked one last time and a tongueful of spunk spurted out of his softening tube of flesh.

		

		Glory held on to a small mouthful of jizz as she licked him clean and let him fall from her slightly come-smeared lips. She did have poor, cuckolded Blake to think of, after all—she’d need to save just a little spunk…to share with him!

		

		And she was thinking of him. She could hardly wait to show Robert out, now that their evening together was done, so that Blake could “come out of the closet”, so to speak, and fuck her senseless.

		

		****

		

		“I didn’t think he was ever going to leave!” Blake panted, ramming his dick into his wife again and again; the taste of Robert Stanton’s come fresh in his mouth after Glory’s sexy, naughty, degrading, absolutely thrilling tongue kiss just now.

		

		“He has to be at the bank at eight thirty in the morning,” she said as she smiled up at her rutting husband. “He told me at the bar that he had to get home my one or so, or else he’d be too dead to get out of bed in the morning.”

		

		“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! God, but you’re wet inside tonight,” Blake whispered as he fucked her hard.

		

		“I’ve got a giant load of another man’s come in me already, remember, darling?” she teased him coyly, smiling her minx-smile up at him.

		

		“Oh, that’s right; you let him fuck you, too!” Blake wheezed as he banged her even harder. “You let him come in this little pussy of yours, not an hour ago, didn’t you, Glory, you fucking little slut?”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I sure did,” she told him proudly, knowing that her husband was loving every second of this. “And I will again. Our young Robert’s a great fuck, darling, and I intent to ball him again and again, while you watch me. I may even let him slip that fat boy of his up my ass…what would you think of that?”

		

		Blake shivered, fighting to keep from coming. He smiled at her and gasped, “You really are a shameless little tramp at heart, aren’t you, baby?”

		

		“I am at that,” she whispered, “and I’m about to come again. Make me come, Blake, my love, mix your sperm with Robert’s and get me off, won’t you?”

		

		He quivered atop her as if she’d just rammed a cattle prod up his asshole and turned it on. With a bellow of pure lust, he crammed his dick all the way into her, mashing it against her clit, and shot six huge jets of hot come into her as she mewled and twisted beneath him and came furiously for him.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		A Whole New Game

		

		“What, are you crazy?” Blake asked his wife across the breakfast table.

		

		It was ten in the morning. Both of them had elected to sleep in after their late night, since Blake didn’t have to be at work until three in the afternoon, stuck on the three-to-midnight shift tonight, while Glory was working from noon until the store closed at nine that night.

		

		“I do wish you’d at least consider it,” Glory insisted, sticking to her guns. “I think Robert would be happy to try it. He seemed so guilty about cuckolding you.”

		

		“Hah! Yeah, right, he was guilty as hell when he finally thought about it,” Blake said sarcastically. “Of course you’ll notice that he didn’t bother to think about it until after he’d fucked you good and hard and blown a gigantic wad of come deep in that tight little hole of yours, darling!”

		

		She smiled at him and said, “Typical man, there, honey; all of you tend to let your dicks do your thinking for you, especially when it comes to whether you want pussy or not.”

		

		He smiled wryly back at her and nodded his agreement. “That, God help us, is true enough.”

		

		After a moment, he said, “Do you really think he’d be okay with it, with me being in the bedroom with you two, watching, as he fucked you?”

		

		Glory nodded that she did. “I think it would be a huge relief for him, knowing that you not only knew what was going on, but approved of it. Or at least that’s the way I read him so far.”

		

		She let Blake contemplate that for a moment and then added. “Think how much easier it would be, too, not being forced to sneak around and peer through car windows or hide in closets, hoping you don’t get discovered.”

		

		They looked at each other across their French toast for a moment and then she said, “I know that being sneaky like that is part of the turn on for you, darling. But I think losing that part of it would be more than compensated for by the fun of getting to be right up close to me when I’m sucking that fat cock of his, and swallowing all of that spunk.”

		

		Blake considered that for a long moment, and then admitted somewhat grudgingly, “That would be really hot, to see it up close like that, I guess.”

		

		Glory cut off another small bite of toast, ran it through the tiny puddle of maple syrup on her plate, and then ate it. She took a sip of coffee to wash it down with and then said slyly, “And just think of all the fun we could have as a threesome. I bet Robert wouldn’t mind at all if you were fucking me in the ass while I sucked him off, don’t you think?”

		

		Blake nodded along happily at that mental image. He asked, “Do you really think he’d go for that…with me being in the bedroom, watching you two get it on, and then joining in?”

		

		“I don’t know, but I intend to ask him, if you’re okay with it,” Glory said, cutting up the rest of her toast.

		

		“I’m torn, to be honest with you,” her husband admitted as he picked up a piece of crisp bacon and ate half of it. “I really liked what the two of you did last night, seeing it. He was very hot to watch, with that huge dick of his, reaming that tight little pussy of yours out and then dumping that mono-load of jism in it. You came like a crazy woman when he spunked you, baby, and you know it!”

		

		Glory laughed, “Yeah, I did, for sure…and you loved every second of it, too, didn’t you perv-boy?”

		

		He chuckled and admitted, “God, yes, I didn’t think one towel was going to be enough, there for a moment, when I started to come, watching you two orgasming together.”

		

		After a moment, he added, “That’s what scares me about coming clean with him and asking him if he’d go for me openly watching the two of you. That may scare him away. He may just totally freak out and not want anything more to do with us; once he knows I was in that closet last night.”

		

		“Oh, I’m not going tell him about that, ever, I don’t think,” Glory was quick to correct him. “He’s going to go on thinking you were out of town last night, as far as I’m concerned. My plan is to just sort of ease into the whole idea with him, so that we don’t scare him off.”

		

		“How would you do that?” Blake asked, clearly intrigued.

		

		“I’m thinking: one more night of closet fun, maybe next week, mid-week, if our schedules match up and we can both sleep in the next day. We can’t do it this weekend, because he has his little girl this weekend and he doesn’t get to see her that often.”

		

		“Yeah, that’s pretty tough, alright,” Blake said.

		

		He had felt badly for Robert when his wife had told him about the conversation she’d had with the young banker last night at the bar. He and Glory didn’t have any children yet--both of them electing to concentrate on getting ahead in their careers before doing so--but they both liked kids and were sorry to hear about Robert and his daughter being apart so much.

		

		“Anyway, after he fucks me again,” Glory said casually, as if hot young men fucked her all the time, “I plan to let him in on the fact that my husband not only knows all about my little…flings with other guys, but that he approves. I’m going to tell him that I go into great detail about everything I did in bed with other men, after I do it, and that my husband and I get all excited by my naughty revelations and fuck like crazy.”

		

		She smiled over at Blake. “And then I’m going to see how he takes to that idea. If it turns him on and he thinks its cool, then I’ll tell him that hubby and I are ready to go further with our little games; that we’re ready to take the next step, and have him right there with me, to watch while I fuck some lucky guy.”

		

		Blake grinned. “I see where you’re going with this. At that point, he’ll either wish you luck with all of that, or he’ll volunteer to be that guy, right?”

		

		“Right you are,” she smiled back at him.

		

		They contemplated that for a few moments, finishing up breakfast. Then Blake looked at her and asked, “So, that takes care of Robert. We’ll soon find out if he’s willing to go further with us, or if he’ll just have to remain a…‘closet study’.”

		

		She giggled at that and nodded her agreement. He beamed at her, happy that she’d liked his description of Robert’s current role in their continuing sexual adventures.

		

		Then his face became more serious as he went on to ask, “What about our young friend Mike and his pal, Lyle, and the van? Do we want to try that, come Saturday?”

		

		“I don’t see why not,” Glory answered.

		

		Her own face went serious as well, when she added, “But we have to realize, the game changed last night. Robert fucked me. He didn’t just get a BJ, the way we’d originally planned that he would.”

		

		“Yeah, well, we should have known that things would have to remain fluid, when you’re messing around with things like human sexuality, kitten,” Blake said with a shrug. “The guy was just dying to fuck you. Who could blame him? And it was crystal clear to me that you want him to do it; so he did.”

		

		Again, Blake shrugged before adding, “We knew it was bound to happen eventually. We talked about that the other day.”

		

		“Yeah, but neither of us was thinking it would happen so soon,” Glory said. “And now that it has, it changes things, doesn’t it?”

		

		“How so,” Blake asked, “how does it change things?”

		

		“Well, take this coming Saturday night, for example,” she replied. “I was a little concerned about being alone in that van with Mike, and especially about being alone in the van with Mike and his unknown pal, Lyle, if that happens. How was I supposed to keep them from fucking me, if they wanted to?”

		

		She smiled almost apologetically at her husband and said, “Now, that’s pretty much out the window, isn’t it? If it’s okay with you, I’m going to go right ahead and fuck Mike, if things go that way. I’ve been wanting to, anyway—you know that—and now I don’t feel like I have to wrangle around and try to talk him into settling for another BJ. You know, just because you and I had arbitrarily decided that it was too soon for me to fuck him.”

		

		With her own little shrug, she finished with, “That boat has sailed, as of last night. From now on, I think fucking is definitely an option for me, every time, unless you’re against that for some reason?”

		

		Blake looked startled. After a long moment, he said, “Yeah, I guess you’re right. There’s no point in pretending that last night didn’t happen. I saw you do it, I loved it, and you loved it. And I didn’t ask our pal, Robert, but I’m pretty sure he loved it, too.”

		

		She laughed and said, “Yeah, I’m pretty well positive that he did.”

		

		After they stopped laughing, he said, “So, Saturday night is a go, right?”

		

		“Right,” she said, “and as far as I’m concerned, if this Lyle kid is anywhere near as cute as his pal, Mike…you’re in for a double-header, come Saturday, babe. I’m fucking both of them!”

		

		Blake sat back in the kitchen chair, looking stunned. A big smile gradually lit up his handsome face and he said, “Yeah, why not? Go for it, Glory, you wild child--do both of ‘em if you like them both. What was that old chewing gum commercial, “double your pleasure…?”

		

		“And double your fun,” she finished it for him, grinning broadly. “Don’t worry, dear. I fully intend to do just that.”

		

		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Double Your Pleasure?

		

		“I bet that’s it,” Blake said, stopping right in front of the parked van as they cruised through the pub’s back parking lot that Saturday night.

		

		“I bet it is, too,” Glory agreed, eyeing the van. “Mike mentioned that it was a Ford. How many other cherried-out old Ford van conversions do you see in this lot tonight?”

		

		Blake glanced around. The lot was more than three-quarters full; it was seven-thirty and the music started in a half an hour. And he saw exactly no other Ford vans, with or without custom paintjobs like this one.

		

		“I like where it’s parked,” she observed, looking around and noting that the van was parked almost exactly where the Chrysler had been last week, where it was good and dark.

		

		“Yeah, this is great,” Blake agreed, putting the car in gear and going further into the lot, searching for a parking place for them.

		

		The looked over at his wife--who was wearing a flimsy black halter top with no bra underneath it and some very short, very sexy, shiny-white satin shorts, along with a pair of tall black heels, sans pantyhose--and said, “Are you still thinking about doing what you said earlier?”

		

		“You bet I am,” Glory told him. “I like Mike just fine, and I love that nice cock of his. But if he doesn’t want to play the way we want to play, it’s still early in the evening. We can always pack up our act and take it down the road to another bar.”

		

		She grinned at him, shaking her unrestrained boobs around under the halter. “It’s not like we can’t park the Chrysler somewhere dark, in another lot, and I can’t seduce some other hottie into coming out with me to get a blowjob in the back seat. We can still have plenty of fun tonight, both of us, if things don’t go like we want them to with Mike. He’s not the only fish in the sea, now is he?”

		

		He laughed and said, “You’re very cocky all of a sudden. Is a lot of this new confidence coming from the fact that our pal Robert is all but creaming his pants to come over again next week for a second helping of that hot little ass of yours?”

		

		“Maybe,” she said, smiling, clearly pleased with herself, “that just might be part of it. Knowing that we have Robert on tap already is very nice.”

		

		She had called the young banker last night and asked if he’d like another mid-week dancing and fuck session next week and he’d jumped to say “yes”. So having Robert in bed with her again very soon was a virtual sure thing.

		

		Blake pulled in to a spot a row down from the custom van and shut off the motor. As Glory reached for the door handle, she said, “Plus, I have to admit, I’m getting more and more confident in my ability to attract hot guys. We’ve never missed yet, now have we, baby?”

		

		“We sure haven’t,” he said, smiling back at her. “With that face and hot body of yours—especially when you’re dressed like that--it’s hard to imagine you not having pretty much your pick of the men in a room.”

		

		“I’ll reward you later for that nice compliment, honey, believe me, when we get home and in bed,” she said, getting out. “Give me about five minutes to find our boy and his pal and check them out, then come in the front, okay?”

		

		“You’ve got it,” he assured her.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, baby, do you ever look hot tonight!” Mike Gold told Glory as he got up out of the booth that he and a big, muscular black guy were sharing. “Did I tell you, Lyle, did I not tell you that Glory was outstanding?”

		

		“Outstanding isn’t even close to what she is,” the tall, very handsome young man said, as he grinned broadly at Glory and motioned for her to slide into the booth between them. “She’s one of the best looking women I’ve ever seen in my life, let alone met!”

		

		“Hi, cutie, you must be Lyle, right?” she greeted him warmly, going up onto her tiptoes to kiss him lightly on the cheek.

		

		She turned to Mike and he swept her into his powerful arms and kissed her like he owned her, his tongue sliding into her mouth eagerly. Glory rubbed her almost naked tits against his chest as they kissed and Mike gave out with an involuntary little groan of pleasure.

		

		This should be easy, Glory told herself. He’s so hot for me that he’s almost pissing himself already. And his yummy-looking chocolate friend over there looks like he’d love nothing better than to see me without this halter and these shorts on, dressed in just my high heels and a smile.

		

		As they settled into the booth, the cocktail waitress came over. Glory ordered a gin and tonic and the boys had a round of boilermakers, shots of whiskey with a beer back. The front door opened and Blake sauntered in, looking around.

		

		He saw Glory immediately but didn’t let on that he did. He just went over to the bar and grabbed one of the last open stools in the middle of it and sat down.

		

		The band was tuning up and doing microphone checks, and the pub was quickly filling with people. In ten minutes, at eight, the music would start and the dance floor in front of them would be full.

		

		“I’m so glad you called me and said you’d be here tonight,” Mike said, smiling over at her. “Lyle didn’t believe me when I told him how spectacular you are. I love that outfit, by the way.”

		

		She grinned at him. Their drinks came just then and she waited until they had both downed their whiskey shots and were nursing their beers before she took a deep breath and then whispered, “Well, you lucky boys may get your chance to see what ‘s under this outfit tonight…all of it…if you play your cards right.”

		

		Lyle about choked on his beer. He just kept staring at her, his eyes open wide.

		

		“I’m feeling very…frisky tonight,” she said softly. “I think it just might take two big, strapping guys like you to keep me satisfied tonight, once I get going; know what I mean, boys?”

		

		“Uh…wow,” Mike said after a moment, just to be saying something.

		

		“But I have a request to make first, before the evening gets started, okay?” she said.

		

		“I guess,” Mike answered uncertainly, “what’s the request?”

		

		“I haven’t been entirely straight with you, Mike, darling,” she said somewhat tentatively, acting almost embarrassed by her lack of honesty, “I’m afraid I haven’t told you the whole truth.”

		

		She put her left hand on the table and tapped her ring finger against it several times, drawing their attention to the big diamond wedding set on that finger. She said, “I’m married, you knew that. But remember when I said my husband was the understanding type, and that he sometimes let me come out and play?”

		

		“Uh, yeah, sure, I remember,” Mike said.

		

		“Well, that wasn’t the entire truth,” she told him, her golden eyes alive with mischief. “See, the thing is…he knows exactly what I do when I go out this way and play. He knows I dance with cute guys like you and Lyle, here. He knows I let them feel me up and kiss me, if I like them enough.”

		

		She looked over at Lyle, whose mouth was open slightly, as if he couldn’t really believe what he was hearing. Smiling at him, she whispered, “And he knows I let them go a lot further than that sometimes, too.”

		

		Turning back to Mike, she said, “For example, he knows that I sucked you off last Saturday night, out in my car. And he knows I’m here tonight…to do that again…or maybe even do more than that, this time.”

		

		Mike shivered involuntarily. He said in a croaking voice, “And the dude is okay with that? For real…he doesn’t mind you cheating on him?”

		

		Glory took a sip of her drink, letting the boys chew on that question, mentally, before finally whispering to them, “No, he wants me to do it. As a matter if fact, he’s here, tonight, in this pub…right now.”

		

		The two men looked around nervously, their eyes sweeping the bar, looking for any single man who might be staring at their table. They both quickly zeroed in on a young college kid who was sipping a beer and staring right at the trio of them.

		

		Glory burst out laughing, seeing that Blake appeared to be watching with great interest as the band finished setting up and doing sound checks. He didn’t seem to be paying any attention to the booth where his wife sat with her two potential lovers. The boys had skimmed right over him without even noticing he was in the place.

		

		She shook her head, “Yeah, you two Sherlocks, that’s him all right, the kid with the beer. We got married while he was still in grade school.”

		

		Lyle and Mike, looking chagrined, stopped canvassing the crowded pub and turned to look back at her. She was grinning, sipping her gin and tonic and laughing openly at them.

		

		“Okay, so what’s the deal?” Mike asked, his manner turning bluff, macho, “how would this work?”

		

		“Well, if you cuties want to go along with the program I’ve got in mind for tonight, we’re going to dance and drink and generally raise hell for a while and have ourselves a marvelous time,” she said teasingly, her eyes moving from one young man to the other, and then back again as she spoke.

		

		“And then, when all three of us are red-hot for sex and more than ready, we’re going to go back outside to your van, out in the dark, dark recesses of the parking lot, and we’re going to get naked together.”

		

		She could see that she had them so far. Both men were practically drooling as they looked raptly at her, following her every word, clearly imagining her naked and in that van with them.

		

		“And then, I’m going to suck your cocks, and play with them, and let both of you fuck me a few times, while I suck the dick of whoever isn’t busy fucking me right then, see?”

		

		The band started. She didn’t think either guy even heard it. They were staring at her intently, their mouths hanging open, totally hooked on what she was saying.

		

		“And while that’s all happening, my husband is going to slip into the front seat of the van, on the passenger side, and get his cock out and jerk it while he watches us together, having sex.”

		

		She waited. Neither one said anything, they just continued to stare.

		

		“And that’s going to be how we play tonight,” she finished up both her little presentation, and her drink, at the same time.

		

		Putting the empty glass back on the table, she said, “It’s either that or, I’m leaving, right now. And in twenty minutes, thirty--somewhere in there--my husband will meet me outside and we’ll drive to another bar and I’ll pick up some new cutie who takes my fancy, and I’ll suck him off or fuck him, either in his car or in our car, while my husband slips up and watches. So what happens next tonight is really your choice, gentlemen.”

		

		Glory was as wet as she could be, and she could feel her nipples standing, out stiff and erect. against the soft material of her halter top. This was a trip!

		

		She loved this almost as much as having sex in front of Blake. The power she was feeling right that moment was amazing.

		

		Even if this didn’t work, it would still be worth it, just for this mind-boggling moment of truth! Plus, she was absolutely serious.

		

		She was as confident as she could be that she could be sorting through a bunch of new hotties in twenty minutes or less after she left here, if she needed to do so, looking for tonight’s lucky BJ or fuck winner!

		

		A cloud passed over the stunned Mike’s face. He blurted, “You mean last week, out in your car…your husband was…?”

		

		She giggled and nodded her head, “Oh, yeah, of course, and he really loved what he saw, by the way. He was very impressed with the size of your dick and he loved watching me suck it for you. And he really dug the way you came so hard--he thought I was going to drown there for a moment, when you first started spunking my mouth!”

		

		“Oh, man, that’s…that’s kind of creepy!” Mike said, making a disgusted face, “Him watching you suck me off…how weird is that?”

		

		She shook her head in disappointment at his answer and made a motion for Mike to let her out of the booth. “It’s been fun, men. Hope you find some coed cutie action tonight. It looks like I’ve got business down the road, in another bar, okay? Oh, and Mike, I won’t be calling you again.”

		

		“Hey, wait a minute,” Mike said, not moving to let her out. “I never said we wouldn’t do it. Don’t we get to talk this over for a minute, to decide?”

		

		She nodded brusquely, still acting as if she was all but done here. “You, Lyle, get up and sit down next to your pal. See what you decide. I’m going over to the bar and get another drink while you two hash it out. If you want me to come back over and sit down, then I’m going to know that you both agree to my terms and that you’re going to be okay with them.”

		

		Glory picked up her empty glass as she scooted toward Lyle. “If not, I’m out of here, right after I finish my next drink.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		The Decision

		

		She could feel their eyes on her as she sauntered slowly over to the bar. Glory was really working her ass in the tight satin shorts as she walked away, giving them a little something extra to think about.

		

		As she approached the bar with her empty glass, the men and college boys lining it parted like the Red Sea for the Israelites, giving her space to belly up to the bar and refill her drink. There were male smiles all around her, and a few resentful, jealous-looking female pouts as well, as all of the men were now paying attention to Glory and not to them.

		

		One nice looking man in his thirties offered to pay for her gin and tonic when it came, seconds later, and even the male bartender smiled hopefully her way as she took the now free refill from him. The obvious interest in her by all the men at the bar had the effect of boosting her confidence to new heights.

		

		If the highly unlikely happened and the boys back in the booth turned her little wife-watching deal down, she was now dead sure that she could score a replacement for them in about ten minutes in a different cocktail lounge. She and Blake had several picked out which weren’t that far away, just in case they needed them tonight.

		

		She hated to lose the van, however. Getting naked back there with two hot young guys like Lyle and Mike, with all of that carpeted room to move around in…that would have been sweet…

		

		Glory took a sip of her new drink and winked at Blake, who was pretending not to be looking at her. He was gamely trying to chat up some coed hottie who had the stool next to his, even though her body language was clearly saying “please just go away, old man”.

		

		How unfair, Glory thought. I’m thirty-three and Blake’s only a year older than me, at thirty-four. But I bet I could pick up any dude in this place tonight who isn’t here with his girlfriend or who isn’t as gay as he could be, while I doubt my poor Blake could get laid tonight by any girl in this crowd if his life depended on it. And he’s a hot-looking guy, too; young girls are so shallow!

		

		She turned around to see what was happening back in the booth and almost collided with Lyle’s big chest. Unbeknownst to her, he had come over to the bar and had been standing right behind her.

		

		He reached out and steadied her as she rocked precariously on her high heels and whispered, “Could you come on back over to the booth for a second and talk a little more? We had just a couple of questions for you, and then we’ll be ready to give you our decision about tonight, okay?”

		

		“Sure,” she said, her heart beating faster as she let him take her arm and walk her back to the booth.

		

		They skirted the dance floor, with was now wall-to-wall with dancers, the band blasting away in the background. She slid in with her drink, followed by the tall, hunky black kid.

		

		“What’s up, boys?” she asked, and then waited expectantly.

		

		“Your husband,” Mike stammered nervously. “He’s not nuts or anything is he?”

		

		“Nuts?” Glory just looked at him, shocked by that one.

		

		“Yeah, like, he isn’t going to go off when one of us starts…you know…?” he dropped his voice down to below a whisper and completed his sentence, “when one of us starts fucking you, right?”

		

		“Yeah, he’s not violent or anything is he?” Lyle asked.

		

		Glory laughed. “No, Christ no, I think sometimes that he likes this stuff even more than I do.”

		

		Looking relieved, Lyle asked--again almost inaudibly, even though he was leaning in right next to her ear, “When he…uh…blows his load, he’s not going to shoot spunk all over my seats and carpet is he? I just had the van detailed last week.”

		

		Before she could even answer, he hastened to offer. “I carry a few clean shop towels…those red rags you see in garages and in gas stations…under the driver’s seat, in case I need to check the oil or something. Do you think your old man would be okay with…uh…jacking off into one of those?”

		

		“You’d better give him two,” Glory said, straight-faced. “He gets pretty excited sometimes, you know…when I really get going?”

		

		Lyle shivered at the thought of that and said quickly, “Two’s cool; however many he needs.”

		

		“So, what else?” she asked, trying her best not to break up and start laughing at the two young men’s obvious nervousness.

		

		“He, your husband, he won’t be expecting to do anything with…us…will he?” Mike mumbled, clearly embarrassed by that idea. “Because me and Lyle, we don’t swing that way, you know?”

		

		This time, Glory did laugh. She shook her head adamantly and said, “No, you don’t have to worry about that. He just likes to watch me in action with other men. He’s not queer.”

		

		The three of them sat tensely in the booth for long moments, and then Mike finally broke out into a relieved-looking smile and said, “Well, then, babe, let’s party!”

		

		****

		

		It was nearing eleven. By now, the whole bar had been properly scandalized by Glory, Lyle, and Mike.

		

		They had been dancing together for hours, each of the young men taking turns squiring her around the floor. And every time she danced with one of them, their hands were invariably clamped down on both of the tight little ass moons beneath the snug satin shorts, and her tits were pressed tight against their big chests.

		

		Often, they spent every note of a slow number dancing exactly like that, tongue- kissing while they did so. That was where the “scandalized” part came from: everyone in the place who was still sober enough to care had figured out by now that both the black man and the white one were very, very close to Glory, and that they were both probably going to get laid tonight by their clingy, affectionate little dance partner.

		

		As a consequence of that, every eye in the place was on them, whether they were dancing or just sitting in the booth. Because Glory was long past caring; she was now alternating between making out with Mike for long minutes, sucking tongue with him like mad, and then having some more gin and tonic, and spending the next few minutes making out just as passionately with Lyle, while Mike watched, grinning.

		

		Glory was flying! She was more than a little drunk and so turned on from putting on this hot show for the whole crowd in the pub that it was all she could do to keep from sucking her two sweet, handsome boys off right in the booth, while the whole place was watching her do it!

		

		The band struck up a really hot number and Glory nodded emphatically toward the dance floor. Mike looked at her drunkenly and said, “Which one, princess, which one of us do you want to dance with this time?”

		

		“Both of you,” she whispered hotly, her golden eyes glowing with excitement like two white-hot coals in a pot-bellied stove, “let’s burn this fucking place down out on that floor this time, and then go out and take the tour of that sweet van of yours, Lyle, what do you say?”

		

		She grabbed her latest drink and chugged it, emptying it in four big swallows. Mike and Lyle--who had less booze left in their glasses than she’d, had--quickly followed her lead, and then all three of them hit the floor together and began to dance. Glory was all over both of them, running her fingertips teasingly across both their handsome faces as she wriggled her ass all over the place, bumping it against theirs while the three of them boogied as one, the boys of either side of her.

		

		Halfway through the torrid dance routine, Mike reached over and picked her up, pulling her tight against his chest; holding her petite body easily up off the floor. She wrapped her legs around his torso and they kissed passionately, exchanging spit and tongue swipes. After a long moment, Lyle tapped his friend on the shoulder and Mike stopped kissing Glory and handed her over to Lyle, who hugged her in close, just as Mike had been doing, and sucked tongue with her as her short shorts-clad legs now encircled him instead of Mike.

		

		“Fuck, get a room,” an awed male voice whispered from next to the couple, on the dance floor.

		

		Lyle opened his eyes and looked over at the guy who had spoken but saw no animosity there. The dude was grinning and flashing the black man an envious “thumbs up” sign.

		

		Several other guys were smiling too. Lyle gave them a quick answering grin and then went back to kissing and “dancing” with Glory.

		

		She had her eyes open too, and saw that Mike had left the dance floor. He was now over at the bar, standing next to Blake’s stool, ironically, settling up the bar tab for the booth.

		

		Glory smiled, knowing that meant that they could get out of here as soon as this song ended. She stopped making out with Lyle long enough to flash Blake a big grin and he nodded back at her almost imperceptibly, his head barely dipping in her direction.

		

		The song ended and Lyle broke off the kiss and set her back on the floor. She went over to the booth, slightly unsteady on the four inch high heels she was wearing, and retrieved her purse and her sweater.

		

		“Are you ready?” Mike asked her when she and Lyle caught up with him over by the bar.

		

		“Oh, baby, am I ever?” she said, winking at him.

		

		They made their way down the hallway, past the restrooms, and out the back exit. In less that a minute, Lyle was opening the van’s back door up with his key.

		

		“Make sure that front door on the passenger side is open,” Glory reminded him from inside the van, where she lay sprawled out on the soft carpet, her purse and sweater already shoved off into a corner, where they would be out of the way.

		

		He did as she asked, and then joined her and Mike in the back, where he slammed the rear door closed. Lyle lay on one side of her and Mike on the other.

		

		She said, “Let’s get naked, boys, I’m so horny I can barely stand it!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Three-Way Van Fun

		

		They were on her in seconds. Mike swooped in and kissed her, his tongue shooting into her mouth, his hands all over both of her pert, solid little knockers.

		

		Lyle nuzzled in close to her from in back, his hands kneading her tight ass moons through her snug satin shorts. He kissed the back of her neck and licked her tingling skin as he pawed at her ass.

		

		“My clothes,” Glory gasped, breaking off the kiss and sighing,. “Unzip my shorts. Pull off my panties and finger my hot pussy, boys. Get this halter off and suck my nipples, please!”

		

		The young men had her completely nude seconds later, her skimpy dance costume tossed into the corner along with her purse, sweater, and shoes. For long seconds, they just sat back on their heels and looked down at her fully revealed body; their eyes shining like two pirates who had just broken open the chest that had lain beneath the spot marked “X” on the treasure map. They were grinning happily, as if that chest was overflowing with gold doubloons.

		

		“Look at that tiny little waxed-smooth cunt!” Lyle murmured.

		

		“And those sweet tits,” Mike added breathlessly.

		

		“Not to mention how fucking gorgeous she is!” Lyle sighed, and then he could hold back no longer: he pounced.

		

		His lips were mashed down atop Glory’s an instant later. And his tongue slid down into her mouth.

		

		She moaned with lust and she suddenly felt Mike’s hot breath on her cunny lips a second later, while she continued to make out hungrily with the handsome black kid. Mike’s tongue ran from the bottom of her slit to the top, stopping to caress her clitty for long seconds before finally plunging deep inside her.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” Glory murmured into Lyle’s hot mouth.

		

		She hadn’t fucked a black guy in years, not since her junior year in high school. Glory had taken one black lover after the other that year, going steady with one hunky African American football star for part of the year, and then dumping him in favor of an even studlier black guy who had been his best friend—until Glory had ditched him for the second guy, that is.

		

		The second kid, Tyvone, had been equipped with a beautiful smile and a ten inch cock, so it had been no contest between the two sexy boys, in Glory’s mind.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, sweet Tyvone, could he ever give it to me with that huge black snake of his? Glory remembered fondly. I hope young Lyle can live up to his long-ago predecessor tonight. It felt like he was really hung when we were dancing, I guess we’ll see soon enough.

		

		“Man, this is the sweetest pussy I’ve ever had my tongue inside of,” Mike said just then, breathing hard with excitement. “Do you want a little taste, before I stick my cock in it, bro?”

		

		Lyle stopped kissing Glory and sat up, beaming. “You bet, dude, trade me for a little while. Let me eat that sweet thing while you go after these fine titties of hers, my man!”

		

		The two boys grinned and high-fived each other, as if they’d just scored a touchdown. They changed places quickly and Glory got to sample her black lover’s tongue and lips technique on her clitty while Mike moved over to a spot in the van where he could bend down across her tits.

		

		“Dude, look at the way these little pinkies stand at attention,” Mike chortled to his friend. “And I haven’t even sucked them yet!”

		

		Seconds later, he was sucking them, his lips flitting from one erect little pink bud to the other, as Glory ran her fingers through his hair and sighed and moved her ass up against Lyle’s slurping mouth and lively tongue. She groaned, “Oh, that’s just right, you naughty babies! Suck my titties, bite my nipples a little, Mike, honey, while he licks my cunny so nice!”

		

		After another minute or two of the heavenly licking and sucking, the front door to the van swung open and Blake Hall got in, closing it behind him. He immediately turned around and knelt down in the high-backed “Captain’s Chair” style seat, peering around it on the inside edge, so that he could see clearly what was going on in the back, just a few feet away.

		

		The van’s three occupants were stopped in mid-lick and mid-nip. Glory looked up at her hubby and beamed happily at him.

		

		“Uh, hi, guys, I’m Blake, Glory’s husband?!” he said somewhat awkwardly. “I’m just here to watch; go back to what you were doing. Everything’s cool.”

		

		He waited until Lyle was loudly gobbling pussy again and Mike had gone back to working over his wife’s bare tits before unzipping his slacks and doffing his boxers. His prick was already hard, just from seeing the sexy tableau in the back of the van, and he began to fist it slowly, a huge smile on his face.

		

		Glory moaned and closed her eyes momentarily, reveling in the scene. It was just as she’d imagined it, with the hot, hunky boys all over her while Blake watched it all eagerly, cock in hand!

		

		She opened her eyes a few moments later when she felt Mike’s teeth release her swollen left nipple and his fingers leave her right one. He was sitting back on his heels, quickly removing his shirt and undoing his belt and his jeans.

		

		Lyle’s mouth left her pulsing clitty seconds later and he, too, began to hustle out of his light sweater, shirt, and jeans. He asked Mike how he wanted to do this.

		

		“I get to fuck her first,” Mike insisted, his tone leaving no room for negotiation. “I got a super blowjob last week, but I didn’t get to sample this primo little pussy. So I’ll go first, while she sucks you off.”

		

		He seemed to realize that he was talking about Glory as if she was a piece of meat to be divvied up between them, and turned to look at her. He said, “That’s if it’s okay with you, of course, princess?”

		

		She smiled up at him and said, “I want both of you to fuck me, as many times as you want. And I want to suck both of you off and swallow your jizz at least once each, too. So any way you want to start things out is fine with me, as long as you do it all to me, boys, before the night is over.”

		

		Lyle looked at Mike and Mike looked at Lyle. They both broke out into huge, shit-eating grins, and Mike said, “Did I tell you, or what? Is she not the hottest, sexiest piece of ass on the planet, dude?”

		

		Lyle nodded that she was. He got out of his clothes quickly, his socks and athletic shoes going last.

		

		When he was completely nude, he started to make his way back up to where Glory’s head lay on the carpet, watching intently as the two young men got naked. He stopped midway when he noticed Blake, kneeling on the seat, hard cock in hand, just a foot away from him.

		“Under the front seat, dude,” the muttered in Blake’s direction, appearing not to really want to look at the older white man and his naked dick, “on the driver’s side; there’s some clean shop towels. You can use them to catch your load when you…uh…you know.”

		

		“Got you, man; no problem,” Blake said, releasing his hold on his hard on and bending over so that he could grab the stack of shop towels from where it had lain, neatly folded, under the driver’s seat.

		

		****

		

		Blake was beside himself with joy. These two big, athletic types looked so huge next to his dainty, petite Glory.

		

		He could see his wife’s eyes go wide as she looked from Mike’s long, fat cock over at Lyle’s. The black man’s dick was the size of Robert the banker’s, or larger!

		

		They were back into place now, Lyle up by Glory’s head, his friend, Mike, down by her pussy. Mike dove on her once again, pushing her over onto her right side on the van’s carpeted floor, his hands urging her to cock her left leg at the knee so that he could once again feed greedily on her juicy little cunt lips.

		

		Glory moaned as he ate her ferociously, reaching up to twist a nipple between his big fingers as he did so. Lyle took her pretty face in between his big, black hands—hands that seemed as large as catcher’s mitts—and turned her head to face his groin.

		

		“Show me,” he whispered, his voice now low and raspy with need, “show me how good you suck cock, mama! Mike says you’re the best he’s ever had!”

		

		Glory mewled excitedly and stuck her tongue out to lick his fat cock head. He closed his eyes and sighed as her tongue went round and round for long seconds.

		

		“That’s right, you pretty little snatch!” he gasped. “Lick my big black dick for me. Suck it good, you hot bitch!”

		

		He pushed his prick tip into her mouth and Glory cooed around it, working her pussy against Mike’s mouth as she ate half of Lyle’s length easily. Moaning, he pressed in tighter, and three-quarters of his massive prong slid down into lips and throat.

		

		“Take it, you hot mama,” he sighed, feeding her just a little more with each lunge into her mouth. “Oh, man, you’re so fucking gorgeous…I can’t believe what a slut you are, Glory, you beautiful bitch!”

		

		The big man tugged her head in with his hands the next time he slid into her sucking lips, burying nearly his entire mammoth dick in her mouth and down her throat. Glory made a choking sound but kept sucking gamely on the fat throat-stuffer of a cock.

		

		Geez, he’s really banging her mouth, Blake thought, a tiny kernel of worry forming in the back of his mind.

		

		He tried to dismiss it, but then found he couldn’t. In that instant, he realized that even though he was here, in the van, watching, there would be little he could do if these two young musclemen went too far with his wife; if they made her do things she didn’t really want to do. They were both a decade younger than him, at least, and they were buffed and bulging from years of long sessions in a weight room somewhere.

		

		Blake was not in bad shape, for a guy who was thirty-four and who mostly bossed around other guys at work for a living nowadays. He rarely did any manual labor himself anymore.

		

		He jogged a few mornings a week, when he remembered to do it. But other than that, he pretty much depended on his naturally-high metabolism to keep him trim and active-looking.

		

		So there was really no way he was going to muscle these two into backing off, if they elected to do things to Glory that she didn’t want them to do. Blake shuddered as he realized that.

		

		His cock grew even firmer in his slowly-stroking fist as he thought about how powerless he was to stop them from abusing his hot little wife, should they choose to do so. He felt awful about having that reaction on his part. After all, what kind of a wuss revels in the notion that he’s about to see his wife body-slammed by two hulking studs and that he can do nothing to stop them?

		

		But, on the other hand, he couldn’t help but admit, the situation did turn him on furiously! He’d never thought of himself as a wimp, and still didn’t, but the realization that his inability to stop these two from doing whatever they wanted with Glory, right in front of his eyes, made everything that was happening just that much hotter. He couldn’t deny it!

		

		“Man, this little cunt does suck a mean dick,” Lyle gasped just then. “You liking that sweet pussy of hers, my man, as much as I’m liking this hot little mouth of hers around my big wanger, because I’m really digging this!”

		

		Lyle didn’t wait for a reply; he simply buried his cock all the way up to his huge nut sac the next time he thrust it into Glory’s mouth. She hacked and coughed around his dick, but he didn’t pull it back.

		

		“That feels so cool, her gagging around my bone, man,” he whispered to Mike. “Come on, dude, and let’s double-bang this little whore. You fuck her pussy while I ream out her mouth and this tight little throat of hers!”

		

		Glory looked up frantically at the black man now, and Blake could see the beginnings of real fear in her wide eyes. Gone was the cocky, sure-of-herself woman who’d been calling the shots earlier in the evening, inside the pub, offering these two hulking bruisers take-it-or-leave-it deals.

		

		Blake realized with a sinking feeling that Glory was about to get abused, badly, by these two, and that there wasn’t a fucking thing he could do about it!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Abusing Glory

		

		Mike pulled his tongue out of Glory’s super-wet pussy mouth and rolled over onto his right side. He got in behind her, in a spoon position, and fed his big cock into her from back there, watching raptly as his friend held her head in place and skull-fucked her with his huge dick.

		

		Glory began to mewl and wriggle and try to pull her head back, but Lyle was having none of it. He held her easily in place and fucked her mouth hard and deep, using it like a second pussy.

		

		Every few penetrations now brought a ragged, gasping, and choking flurry of tiny coughs from Glory. Her eyes were tearing steadily, her eye makeup ruined and running down her cheeks in black-mascara rivulets.

		

		“Man, what a tight pussy she’s got!” Mike marveled, fucking it hard as he watched Lyle despoil her mouth. “Wait until you get yourself some of this, dude!”

		

		“I want some, babe, don’t think I don’t!” Lyle panted, “But right now, I’m enjoying this blowjob a lot. This little cunt could suck ball bearings through a soda straw. She’s gobbling my fat boy up like she can’t get enough!”

		

		To his amazement, Blake saw that the boy was right. Glory, despite her coughing and gagging, was still sucking hard on his prick

		

		He looked closer and saw that her tongue was also still circling his cock as it violated her mouth and throat! Blake shook his head, marveling at what a lusty little slut he was married to!

		

		It was clear to him now that—even though Glory was being manhandled and abused like mad--she still loved every second of her degradation and rough use! She moaned just then and rocked her hips back hard on Mike’s gliding cock, really fucking him back with gusto.

		

		Jesus, what a tramp she is! Blake thought proudly as he watched his wife being a total sleaze with the two college boys.

		

		“Fuck, fuck, what hot piece of ass,” Mike sighed, “just look at her fuck me while you’re raping her throat, dude!”

		

		“Yeah, I see that,” Lyle said with something like awe in his voice. “I can hardly wait to fuck her, after I feed her a bellyful of my spunk, man!”

		

		Blake wouldn’t have thought it possible, just two minutes ago—when his wife had seemed genuinely terrified by the young men’s rough handling of her—but Glory gurgled happily around his sliding dick when he mentioned flooding her mouth with his jizz. She seemed to bear down even harder as she whipped her ass back to meet Mike’s steamy thrusts into her pussy.

		

		She glanced up at her husband just then and gave him just the tiniest vestige of a smile around the cock that was pillaging her lips and throat. He smiled back, more in love with her than ever, crazy about her fearlessness and passion for this kind of nasty, forbidden sex.

		

		Her lips were drooling saliva down onto her neck and upper chest and her face was a mess of spoiled makeup, but she still somehow managed to look sexy and aroused. She suddenly looked to be entirely in her element, sucking cock and getting her pussy pummeled at the same time by yet another big dick!

		

		Blake knew it was crazy, but his heart swelled with pride. She was magnificent, in her own way; she was the very epitome of hot, kinky, taboo sex—she was his little goddess of naughty-wife behavior!

		

		“Oh, man, her pussy is going nuts around my dick!” Mike sighed just then. “I can’t last too much longer, dude. This cunt of hers is just too good!”

		

		“Tell me about it,” Lyle groaned. “This her mouth is as tight and sweet as any pussy I’ve ever fucked…and most pussies don’t have a lively little tongue inside them to help drive you insane, either, man!”

		

		Glory gave a throaty little howl around Lyle’s cock and started to shake uncontrollably in between the two rutting men. Mike moaned right along with her and the growled, “Oh, fuck, she’s coming! She coming all around my dick, dude; you ought to feel that tight little cunny of her suckin’ at my bone!”

		

		He rammed his long dick in as far as it would go and unloaded in Glory’s spasming pussy. Blake tensed as he saw large gouts of cock cream beginning to form around the big prick that was berthed deep in his wife’s pussy!

		

		Mike came even harder and the come-circle surrounding his dick became larger and larger, as he filled Blake’s wife with his spurts of semen. Glory whimpered and gurgled around Lyle’s cock as it ravaged her mouth and throat at the same time Mike’s was filling her climaxing pussy with his hot seed.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck!” Blake gasped, seeing that.

		

		“Yeah, well check this out, man!” Lyle said tauntingly to Blake, looking over at the cuckolded husband as Blake placed one of the red shop towels under his prick with his left hand while he jacked himself off into the towel with his right.

		

		The big black man grabbed Glory by her earlobes and buried his dick all the way up to his balls in her mouth and throat as he bellowed, “Swallow or die, you hot bitch!”

		

		Just as Blake began to shoot long, silvery-white ropes of jism into the red towel, he trembled as he watched his wife’s throat and mouth being filled to the brim with the same pearly fluid he was blowing onto the towel. Glory gulped and gasped and swallowed frantically as the young man started fucking her mouth and throat again, dumping his nut juice into it in huge, spattering jets.

		

		She coughed helplessly, and two big streamers of come oozed out her nostrils and dripped down onto her upper lip. Lyle groaned and said, “Look at that! Look at this hot bitch coughing up my spunk, man!”

		

		He banged her lips even faster, pumping Glory’s mouth full again and again. She whined and glugged down the thick goo as best she could, still orgasming hard around Mike’s shooting prick.

		

		Blake moaned again and kept on blowing out smaller wads of come into the soaked towel. He couldn’t believe how much jizz the boys were inundating his wife’s cunny and mouth with!

		

		“Oh, man,” Lyle sighed at last, pulling his spent prick from Glory’s come-laden lips, “now that was a blowjob, dude! Your wife sucks cock better than anyone I’ve ever met.”

		

		Mike nodded, pulling his softening dick out of Glory’s overflowing cunt. He told his friend, “You said it, man. And she fucks like a dream. Wait until you try her pussy.”

		

		Lyle flashed Glory an evil grin and said, “I won’t have to wait long. I ain’t no old dude, like your old man, Glory-baby. I get hard again real fast, especially when I’m staring at a little hottie like you who’s just covered in spunk and looking like the slut’s slut!”

		

		“Yeah, no shit, she does look nothing but hot, all jizzed on that way, doesn’t she?” Mike agreed as he stared down at Blake’s wife.

		

		“I…I need just a minute to rest,” Glory pleaded, licking her lips, swallowing come, and brushing the back of her hand across the bottom of her nostrils to wipe away the two tendrils of semen that still clung to them “you guys spunked the shit out of me just now.”

		

		“Yeah, and we will again, real soon,” Lyle said menacingly, a nasty grin on his face. “I feel like fucking you over and over again, Glory. You’re the hottest little bitch I’ve ever known!”

		

		She flinched at that threat and cowered back away from Lyle just a little. His grin grew larger, as he read her fear.

		

		Looking up at Mike, he said, “Look at this little cunt, man. She’s hot for more cock; you can see it in her eyes. But she’s afraid we’re going to really bang it into her some more…she wants it, and she wants it hard, but she’s afraid we might give it to her a little too hard, you know?”

		

		Mike nodded; an answering grin on his face as he studied Glory, who was gazing from one young man to the other nervously as she cleaned herself up as best she could, wiping the spunk from her lips and nose. She glanced down and gasped as she saw that Mike’s dick was already starting to get hard again!

		

		“Yeah, that’s right,” Lyle breathed in her ear from behind her as she stared down at Mike’s firming cock meat. “Like I said, we’re young studs, baby; no waiting for dick from us!”

		

		He tapped her ass cheek with his own rapidly stiffening prick and Glory shuddered. Looking back over her shoulder, she pleaded, “Not yet, you guys, just give me a minute to…”

		

		She was cut off a Mike grabbed her from in front and turned her head from Lyle to him. Her golden eyes wide with fear, he grabbed a big handful of her auburn tresses from in back and forced her face downward, toward his now rapidly hardening dick.

		

		“Suck it, you hot bitch, just the way you sucked off Lyle’s just now while I fucked you!”

		

		“Nuhhhoooo, no, not yet, I…!” Her begging pleas was cut off by his fat cock head sliding into her lips, his hand forcing her head down onto his almost erect prick.

		

		Blake watched in horror/ecstasy as his wife’s face was stuffed full of cock once again. Mike was now employing her mouth and throat like some sort of human, unwilling sex toy, jacking himself off with her face!

		

		Jesus, they’re just…using her! He thought, both elated and disgusted with himself that his own cock was rapidly swelling to firmness again as he watched his sweet Glory being roughly manhandled into being a human fuck-doll!

		

		It’s the Viagra I took a half hour ago; he told himself, that’s what’s making me so hard, so soon. It’s not my fault. It’s not that I like seeing my own wife abused like this!

		

		He lifted the spunk-soaked red rag from his lap, wadded it into a ball and dropped in behind him on the rubber floor mat on the passenger’s side. With a sigh of resignation at what a perverted creep he was, his fitted the clean towel that had lain underneath the first one over the end of his now very hard prick and began to stroke himself off again as he watched his poor wife choke and gag and gargle cock once more.

		

		“Jesus, what a great little cocksucker she is!” Mike sighed, milking his hard dick with her mouth and throat relentlessly.

		

		Glory was dripping tears down onto his nut sac in a steady stream as he reamed out her throat with his cock head. Snot and semen hung out of her nose as she sucked and licked obediently on his swollen manhood. Little mewling noises were coming from her violated throat as he fucked it.

		

		“Have you got a big wad for her to swallow, man?” Lyle asked, grinning at the spectacle of Glory being skull-fucked again.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Mike said proudly, “the bitch is going to be drowning in spunk again here in a minute, dude, trust me on that one!”

		

		Blake’s wife made a pitiful little whining sound at that, sounding as if she were begging him not inundate her in jism again quite so soon. That just seemed to make Mike all the more eager to do just that.

		

		He moved her face up and down his dick even faster, yanking hard on her hair and then shoving her mouth down all the way onto his up-thrust prick. Blake shuddered, watching Glory gasp and pant for air, her throat clearly clogged with the fat cock shaft, the head going deep into her throat, making her gag with every pass.

		

		“Oh, man, get ready, bitch!” Mike moaned just then. “You look so fucking hot, getting your throat raped, babe! Oh, oh, it’s too fucking much!”

		

		He leaned back and supported his sitting body with his strong left hand and arm, arching his ass up off the carpet and forcing every last centimeter of his dick up into Glory’s throat as he used his right hand to grind her mouth down onto the thick pubic fur at the base of his cock.

		

		“Ulllllllllgggghhhhhhhhhhhh!” Glory gurgled, her throat working involuntarily around the boy’s prick, trying to gag as he held her in place and began to empty his nuts into her throat in big, ropy jets of ball juice.

		

		Glory swallowed as best she could, letting some of the hot spend ooze out of her lips and back down onto Mike’s clenching nut sac. She whined again and then gulped down another two big mouthfuls of come, sucking air frantically in between swallows.

		

		Blake shivered atop the seat, hoping Glory didn’t choke to death! His cock was brick hard as he stroked it, but he hadn’t come yet.

		

		He told himself that his wife’s total degradation didn’t turn him on—even though he knew that it did, actually. What he was really waiting for, he realized with a start, was seeing what Lyle was going to do with her after Mike got finished!

		

		God, I’m such a fucking shit weasel! He told himself furiously, disgusted beyond belief with his own level of perversion. But I do want to see him fuck her! I want to see that huge black club of a dick of his reaming out my poor little Glory’s pussy before I shoot off again!

		

		He wasn’t going to have to wait long to see it either, he realized abruptly. As soon as Mike stopped coming, Lyle reached over and grabbed Glory around the waist and lifted her away from his friend.

		

		There was an audible “pop” as her lips came off of Mike’s shrinking tool, and a big waterfall of spunk ran out of her mouth and spattered down onto Mike’s pubic hair and balls. He made a face and said, “Jesus, dude, get a grip. Look at the mess you’re making with that jizz!”

		

		Glory was hacking and coughing and wheezing as she tried to catch her breath. She looked desperately over at her husband as she sucked in big, raspy pants of air and licked the excess cock juice off her lips and chin.

		

		She got to wipe her nose again with the back of her right hand once, and then Lyle was manhandling her body over towards, Blake, who sat back on his heels with his stiff dick in his hand, staring, open-mouthed, at the spectacle of his wife’s spunk-shiny face and ruined eye makeup. Lyle pushed her face between the seats; her head coming to rest right beside her husband’s hard on.

		

		“Suck your old man off now, while I fuck the shit out of this jizzy cunt of yours, baby,” he hissed, rubbing the head of his dick against her wet pussy lips as she knelt on all fours in front of him. “It won’t be the first time I’ve gotten sloppy seconds behind Mike, or him behind me!”

		

		He rose up briefly on his knees, his massive black dick in hand, proudly showing off its mass and length to Blake, who knelt in wide-eyed disbelief in the Captain’s Chair seat. Lyle taunted him with his huge cock, saying, “This is what she’s getting next, dude, right up this tight little cunny of hers, while you watch!”

		

		With that, he lowered his hard on to Glory’s gaped open pussy mouth and shoved it inside in one, long, savage thrust. Glory screamed at being filled so fully, so completely with dick so unexpectedly, her golden eyes shooting open as the young man’s nuts bounced to a stop against her clit.

		

		“Oh, God, he’s all the way in me, baby!” Glory whined, looking up at Blake.

		

		His cock jumped against her cheek as her husband watched the black kid begin to rut furiously into her pussy from behind. He closed his eyes and moaned.

		

		I can’t help it…she just looks so frigging hot, getting power-fucked by that huge black cock! Blake thought helplessly, opening his eyes again to stare in rapt awe at the lewd spectacle of Glory getting her pussy pounded over and over again.

		

		She moaned and, to Blake’s amazement, began to slowly work her shapely little ass back against the hammering prick as it ravaged her pussy. Blake gasped and grabbed his hard dick again and began to absently stroke it as he watched his wife getting it from Lyle.

		

		Talk about “Fast and Furious”, Blake thought, Glory’s trim ass cheeks jellying with the power of the boy’s rapid-fire thrusts into her quim, God, is he ever fucking her hard!

		

		He groaned, unable to help himself, so aroused by what he was seeing that he began to beat his meat faster and faster. Glory moaned and pulled her head back a few inches and moved her face over right in front of her husband’s dick head.

		

		“I’ll suck you off while he creams me, darling,” she whispered. “I don’t mind, and I know you’ll love it if I do.”

		

		Blake started, looking down at her. He murmured, “I don’t know, babe, after all of that spunk these to made you swallow already.”

		

		“Shove it in my mouth and let me suck it for you,” she insisted. “After these two, it will be easy, believe me.”

		

		Blake didn’t know if he liked the implication there, that his dick was nothing next the other men’s, but a moment later, his cock head was inside Glory’s mouth and her tongue was all over it. He groaned and closed his eyes and began to fuck her lips eagerly as Lyle banged away in her defenseless little pussy slit.

		

		Three minutes later, they were all coming at the same time, Lyle firing gushes of hot semen up her cunt while she twisted and moaned and came, and Blake blowing three large splashes of cock cream into her gulping throat as he watched the black kid cuckold him yet again.

		

		****

		

		“I hope you won’t be too disappointed, but I don’t think I’m ever going to call Mike again,” Glory said late that night, after they had returned home, showered together, and gotten into bed.

		

		For the first time since they’d started playing their little wife-watching game, they hadn’t fucked when they’d gotten home. They’d both been far more interested in the shower and feeling clean again tonight.

		

		“I suspected that you wouldn’t,” Blake told her, cuddling her naked body in closer to his.

		

		The lights were off in the bedroom and there was no light except for some moonlight filtering through the window. He stroked her auburn hair lovingly and said, “They were way too rough with you, too excited by the idea that you were theirs tonight, to do whatever they wanted to do with you. They scared me, frankly.”

		

		“Me, too,” she admitted, kissing him on the chest and snuggling close.

		

		After a long moment, she said softly, “Do you know what really scared me?”

		

		“No, what was that, darling?”

		

		“I was scared of how much I liked that feeling…that they could make me do anything with them, and that I’d have to do it!”

		

		Blake swallowed hard, glad that it was as dark as it was in the room, so that she couldn’t see his guilty face. He finally whispered, “me, too, I liked that part of it, too. That’s why I think we might want to stay away from those guys, okay?”

		

		“Yes,” she agreed quickly, “that was sort of wild, crazy, out-there fun tonight, but I like Robert the banker’s sweet, hot fucking a lot better, on a steady basis. And, of course, yours, too, honey. You know what I mean?”

		

		“I do,” he said.

		

		And then they had themselves a very slow, very gentle, very loving sexual coupling, and went to sleep in each other’s arms.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Robert On Wednesday

		

		“Home sweet home,” Blake said wryly, checking out the closet one last time, making sure that his water, power bar, piss container, jerk-off towel, and chair were all in place.

		

		They were, so he closed the closet door and followed Glory into the nearby bathroom for a final makeup and hair check before they left for The Two Roses. She was due to meet Robert there for a little dancing and a few drinks before they came back to the house for a night of carnal fun.

		

		“Remember, dear, this should be the last time we’re forced to do the hiding thing,” she told him with a smile in the mirror as she gave her hair a final small spritz of spray, to hold it in place, “If things go as I hope they will, the next time he comes over, you’ll both be fucking me in our bed; no hiding in the closet anymore.”

		

		He smiled at that happy image and nodded. They quickly made their way out to the car and Blake drove them to The Two Roses Lounge.

		

		She spotted Robert’s small Mercedes sedan parked out front and whispered, “There’s his car; so he’s already inside, waiting for me. Let me go in first, and then you park the car, somewhere well away from his car, and come in while we’re out on the floor, dancing.”

		

		Leaning across the console, she kissed Blake on the cheek and whispered, “And don’t sit anywhere near us tonight. He’s going to meet you this weekend, as my husband, so try not to make any sort of impression on him tonight. I’ve told him you’re out of town again, so I don’t want him remembering later, after meeting you, that he saw you in the bar tonight, watching us, and realize that I purposely misled him when I said you weren’t in town; okay?”

		

		“Good thinking,” Blake said. “I’ll get a spot over in the corner and try to stay invisible.”

		

		“And remember to leave by ten-thirty,” she said as she got out of the car. “I’ll get him out of here and on the way to our place by a quarter to eleven at the latest, so you should be in place, watching me suck that long, fat cock of his, by about eleven, alright?”

		

		He grinned and said, “That sounds very alright by me, baby. I can hardly wait.”

		

		****

		

		Robert’s trim, lanky body felt wonderful up against hers as they danced. Glory’s cheek was up against the powder-blue, knit, pullover polo shirt he was wearing tonight, and her lower body was moving in perfect time with his.

		

		She could feel his semi-hard dick up against her and that made her smile. His cock felt wonderful, even when it wasn’t fully erect, and she knew that it would feel even better in her mouth soon, and then up inside her wet pussy!

		

		“So, how have you been since I last saw you?” She murmured, snuggling in even tighter against him.

		

		“Good, I had a ball last weekend. I took Mindy to Disneyland on Saturday afternoon and that was loads of fun for both of us.”

		

		They danced in silence for a moment, and then he whispered, “The only downside of the weekend, and of the week that followed it, was that I missed you, Glory. God, I could hardly wait for it to be Wednesday night!”

		

		She laughed softly and looked up at him, her chin still resting on his chest. “I couldn’t wait for tonight, either, babe. We’re going to have such fun tonight; both here, dancing, and later…when we get back to my place.”

		

		He shivered at that notion and nodded his agreement. “And your husband is gone again?”

		

		“Yeah, he won’t be home until four in the morning, earliest case, so we’ll have plenty of time, darling,” she said, still smiling warmly up at him.

		

		His handsome face assumed a pained expression for just a moment, and then he said, “I can’t lie to you, Glory, it goes against my nature to be sneaking around like this with a married woman. It would absolutely kill me if I had a guy do that to me with a woman I cared about. But I can’t seem to help myself…I just want you too much!”

		

		Glory decided: this was a great opportunity. She needed to start warming Robert up to the idea of fucking her in front of Blake as soon as possible, so now was as good a time as any to start.

		

		The song ended, and she took his hand and led him back over to their table, which was right beside the neon-lit dance floor. She sat down and then leaned across the table toward him and whispered, “Remember how I told you last time that my husband pretty much knew what I was up to, on nights when he travels out of town?”

		

		He took a sip of his cocktail and nodded that he did remember. She said, in a very soft voice, so that the people sitting at the surrounding tables couldn’t overhear her, “Well, last week, after he got back, I told him all about my meeting you at a cocktail lounge and us dancing, and about me taking you back to the house with me, and to bed.”

		

		Robert Stanton’s eyes went big. He whispered, “You…you…told him about…me?”

		

		“No, silly,” she laughed. “Not about you, specifically; I mean. I didn’t tell him your name, or that you were a banker or anything. I just told him that I met this really hot young guy and that I brought him back to the house with me and…and that I fucked him!”

		

		Robert almost choked on his drink. She hastened to explain, “It’s okay, really, I always tell him about what I do with guys I meet; whether it was just some serious kissing and letting them feel me up while we were dancing, or if it was a blowjob, or…”

		

		Her voice trailed off and she did her level best to look shy, and embarrassed, as she finished up with, “Or if I let a guy fuck me, like you did, so beautifully last week, Robert, you stud!”

		

		They both laughed nervously at that, and then he said, his eyes bright with curiosity now, “And how did he take that? Did he get pissed at you?”

		

		She gave him a long, naughty giggle and whispered, “He got crazy-excited! We fucked for, like, forever after I shared that experience with him! He made me come a bunch of times and then he really filled me full of spunk…it was the hottest sex we’d had in a while, let me tell you!”

		

		Robert looked shocked. And then, he slowly smiled and nodded that he got it, “So you two do this on purpose, like some kind of a game, right?”

		

		“Yes, we love it,” Glory admitted. “It really, really spices up our sex life, after seven years of marriage.”

		

		“Huh, maybe I should have tried that with my wife, Connie,” Robert said, clearly striving to keep the bitterness out of his voice. “I always thought our sex life was pretty good, but she sure found herself a boyfriend in a hurry, as soon as I was out of the picture.”

		

		Glory didn’t want to let this drift off into a gut-wrenching, bittersweet rant about Robert’s soon-to-be-ex, so she said, “My husband and I have been doing this for a while now, and we just love it.”

		

		He smiled at her and said, “Well, in that case, I’m more than pleased to be the third man, here in this steamy scenario; lucky me, when you think about it.”

		

		Glory smiled back.

		

		That went super, she thought to herself. The hook is set; now all I have to do is reel him in.

		

		The cocktail waitress came over and they ordered another round of drinks on Robert’s tab. While the girl was getting them, they danced again.

		

		****

		

		It wasn’t the frantic, clothes-yanking frenzy it had been the first time, when Robert and Glory came into the master bedroom at just after eleven that night. They were kissing, but they weren’t pawing each other. Their kiss this time was gentle and sweet, yet still possessing the urgency of two people who know they’re about to be intimate with each other.

		

		“God, you’re such a fucking beauty,” Robert sighed as he unzipped Glory’s dress and helped her out of it. “I can’t believe I’m the lucky guy you picked to do this with.”

		

		She smiled at him and let him undo her bra as well. When her clothes were all gone, except for her frilly little peach-colored panties and her tall high heels, she kicked the heels off and went down on her knees in front of him, shoving the panties down her legs and stepping out of them as she did.

		

		“Well, you sexy hottie of a man, you’d better believe it!” she whispered up at him as she unzipped his pants and then undid the trouser clasp and his belt.

		

		“Oh, there’s that gorgeous cock I’ve been daydreaming about since last week,” she murmured, as she doffed his boxer shorts and bared his magnificent prick and large nut sac.

		

		She teased that fat sac with her long, manicured nails while she licked the tip of his cock head with her lively tongue. Robert groaned and she eased the big knob inside her wet lips and continued to twirl her tongue all around it for him.

		

		“Jesus, you’re so damned pretty,” he whispered, watching her intently. “I can’t believe I’m getting my cock sucked by such a knockout of a woman!”

		

		Glory cooed around his big hard on and pushed her mouth forward slowly, eating every inch of Robert’s manhood, right up to his kinky pubic hair, her tongue never stopping it’s gentle, circular caress. His knees shook, and she began to bob her head in and out, tonguing him, sucking tenderly at his hot, hard flesh, letting the saliva build up in her mouth.

		

		Within another minute, the room was filled with the slurpy, sucking sound of Glory really going to town of Robert’s cock. He reached down and stopped her, his knees threatening to buckle again.

		

		“I’ve got to lie down, Glory, or I’m going to fall down,” he said as he smiled apologetically down at her. “I’ve never had a blowjob that was even close to as intense as the ones you give!”

		

		She let his gleaming cock slip from her lips and stood up. Taking his hand, she said, “Come on, baby, let’s give this bed a workout, what do you say?”

		

		As they made their way over to the bed, she managed to get his shirt pulled off over his head. She sat him on the edge of the mattress and got him out of the shoes, socks, pants, and boxer shorts that were down around his ankles.

		

		“That’s better,” she whispered, “now we can really have fun.”

		

		He sighed as she got him in the middle of the bed, on his back, and crawled in between his splayed open legs. She let a big glob of spit out ooze out of her mouth, directly over his upraised cock. It ran down onto his nut sac and then Glory spread the warm saliva around on his balls with her tongue.

		

		Robert groaned loudly as she sucked his right nut into her mouth and began to hum a little tune, her tongue all over the hairy surface. She teased his anus with her fingertip and thought briefly about rimming him—shoving her lively tongue up his asshole after licking at it for a while—but then decided to save that for this weekend, when Blake would be on the bed with them, she fervently hoped, to see it up close when she first pierced his asshole with her tongue.

		

		“Oh, oh, holy fuck, but you’re hot with that mouth and tongue!” Robert gasped, his anus clasping shut sharply under her teasing fingertip.

		

		She switched balls and sucked his left nut for a while, humming the same little tune and tickling the fat gonad with her tongue as she did so. Robert’s eyes were closed in sheer ecstasy.

		

		“I want to suck you a little more…before you fuck me for the first time tonight, darling,” she murmured as she let his ball slip out of her mouth moments later. “Would you like that?”

		

		All Robert could do was to make little gurgling sounds of pure pleasure and nod his head. Glory tipped his cock downward just a little and then eased her lips over it.

		

		“Aggghhhhhhhh!” Robert gasped as she ate every last inch of him, her tongue going crazy on his shaft and head.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		It’s A Date

		

		Glory did him slow and easy. She didn’t want to guzzle his cock cream yet. That was something she was saving for later.

		

		Right now, she wanted this long, fat dick deep inside her cunt. She wanted her darling Blake to see her ride it. She wanted to corkscrew her perfect ass down onto it again and again as her husband watched from his little closet hideaway.

		

		“Such a big one!” she sighed, as she let his super-slick cock slowly slide from her lips once more as she got up onto her knees.

		

		Glory threw one leg over his torso and then the other. She gingerly lowered her sopping-wet pussy down onto him; an inch at a time, and Robert shivered with pleasure under her and made a gasping, gargling sound, as if someone was strangling him.

		

		“God, God, what a hot, tight one you’ve got!” He bit his lower lip as he said that, to keep from screaming out how good she felt, and went on to sigh, “And it’s so fucking wet and slick!”

		

		“Oh, darling, it’s going to be even slicker,” she promised him, bending low over his chest, dragging her very erect nipples over his light fur, “after you shoot a bucketful of that hot, slippery jism of yours into me!”

		

		Robert gasped and held on as she began to fuck him in earnest. Her trim little ass went up and down on his up-thrust prick like a cylinder around a piston, corkscrewing in a circular motion as it did so.

		

		“Holy Christ, what a great fuck you are!” Robert moaned. “God, but you’re hot, Glory. I’ve never known a woman like you!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, but you do now,” she whispered, her voice a low, sexy growl by now, “lucky you.”

		

		She fucked him for a good five minutes, kissing him passionately as she did so. He was beside himself with excitement by then, his hips coming up off the bed, thrusting up into her, his tongue lashing up at hers.

		

		“Are you going to come, darling?” she sighed, pulling her lips from his. “Do you have lots of that hot cock cream I love so much for me?”

		

		“Y-Yesssssssss,” he hissed, insane with the need to blast his jizz deep into her pussy, “Oh, fuck, yesssssssss!”

		

		“Oh, then give it to me, baby!” Glory shouted, leaning back, screwing him for all she was worth, her head thrown back in pure bliss. “I’m coming, Robert! Come with me, fuck me, fuck that hot stuff of yours up into me, baby!”

		

		Robert’s ass bucked upward, sheathing his cock as deeply up into her cunt as he could lever himself. He screamed out his joy and began to unload blast after blast of spunk up into her boiling-hot cunny.

		

		“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah,” Glory mewled, coming hard around his spurting prick, “Oh, God, yeah, that‘s the way to give it to me, darling!”

		

		The two lovers clung tightly together, shivering through the intensity of their shared orgasm. Glory thought briefly of Blake, hiding in his closet, no doubt filling a hand towel with his own spunk as he watched, and smiled contentedly.

		

		He’s got to love this one! Glory thought smugly, her climax finally starting to wane. God, but that was hot. This kid can really fuck!

		

		****

		

		“You must know by now how much I just love this big thing,” Glory said, stopping her mouth’s worship of his hard, glistening-with-spit cock she had in her fist.

		

		She kissed the wet flesh lovingly and ran her tongue up and down it a few more times. Robert, propped up on the pillows, smiled as if he were in heaven.

		

		“I have to ask you something, my darling Robert,” she said, staring up at him, her left fist slowly jacking his slippery dick as she spoke. “You can feel free to say no, but I pray you won’t because, as I said, I just love this big thing and I want it again on Saturday night, if you say yes.”

		

		He looked at her, clearly intrigued. She whispered, “I’m going to tell my husband about tonight, of course, when he returns. And then he’s going to fuck me senseless tomorrow, when I tease him with all of the naughty details about what I did with this long, fat beauty of yours tonight.”

		

		The moment of truth was finally here. She took a deep breath and then said, “But I want to do more. My husband and I have agreed that we want to take the next step.”

		

		Robert looked at her questioningly. “And what will that be?”

		

		“I want to fuck a man right in front of him,” Glory admitted. “He’s dying to see me in action…not just hear about what I did secondhand, after it’s all over. We’re looking for a man to join us, Robert, right in this bed, this Saturday night.”

		

		She swallowed hard, not really having to act anymore; she was genuinely nervous at that moment. What if he said no?

		

		“I want you to fuck me and let me suck this wonderful cock of yours off, while he watches us!”

		

		Robert looked shocked speechless. He continued to just stare at her.

		

		“Oh, baby, it will be such fun!” she said, stroking his cock faster. “I’ve already told him how great this prick of yours is, and how hard I get off with it inside of me, fucking me so wonderfully!”

		

		When he still said nothing, she pleaded, “Please, darling, he’s dying to see you do me! And I want you to see him fuck me, too. After you get off in my pussy this weekend, he’s going to bang me like a fucking gong; just wait and see if he doesn’t. And then I bet you’d be all hard again, and you could fuck me again, too, right after he does!”

		

		She kissed his fat cock and then whispered, “Don’t you see? I want you to spend the entire night with us Saturday. I want both of you to take turns fucking me all night long!”

		

		Looking overwhelmed, Robert sat quietly, his cock still as hard as a bowling pin in her grip. At last, a leering little grin settled onto his face.

		

		“And he’d really be okay with it?” Robert demanded, as though he couldn’t quite believe that Glory’s husband would want to participate in such a free-for-all fuckfest with his wife.

		

		“He’ll be ecstatic if you say yes, darling,” she assured him. “My Blake is a real cocksman. He’s not hung like you are, but his prick is plenty large enough to satisfy me, and he really knows how to please me with it.”

		

		She grinned at Robert and added, “He fucks me great, all the time. But it’s even better after I’ve been whispering the naughty details about how another guy just did me. The two of us really get it on then!”

		

		When he looked to be wavering, almost convinced, she said, “And it’ll be twice as good, after he’s just watched me get fucked in person; I just know it will! Please say yes, Robert?”

		

		“How…how would it happen?” he managed to croak at last, his cock jerking in her fist.

		

		“Easy, you come over for drinks and dinner at about seven. I’ll get Blake to barbeque for the three of us--he’s really good at the grill--and then we’ll just adjourn to the bedroom and you can both fuck me.”

		

		She shot him a really naughty smile and whispered, “Maybe you can both fuck me at once; one of you in my mouth and one up my pussy?”

		

		When his prick lurched again at that notion, she added, “Or, if things really get as hot as I hope they will in this bedroom come Saturday night, one of you can fuck me in the pussy while the other one does my ass…how does that sound?”

		

		Robert shivered and closed his eyes. She licked his cock head and then whispered, “I’ll take that as a yes, then?”

		

		Her lips reclaimed his whole cock moments later, and Robert groaned and just gave himself over to the incredible blowjob she began to give him. Glory sucked and slurped and teased his nuts with her fingertips.

		

		She even licked his asshole once and then toyed with it as she went back to sucking him like she wanted every last drop of what was left in the big nuts she was playing with. In just another few minutes, she got it.

		

		Robert wailed out his intense pleasure as his butt came up off the bed and his cock went deep into her throat. His nuts began to jerk and then Glory was busy swallowing and swallowing…

		

		****

		

		“Here’s your prize for the night,” Glory said as she came back into the bedroom at two in the morning, after letting Robert out and locking the front door after him.

		

		She ladled a big wad of Robert Stanton’s come into Blake’s mouth as she kissed him and her pervy husband shivered with disgust/pleasure, and swallowed it as they made out. Then Glory took his hard cock in her hand and led him over to the bed with it.

		

		“So, do you think he’ll chicken out by Saturday?” Blake asked her as they got on the bed together, amid the already tangled sheets, which smelled of sweat-and sex.

		

		“I hope not,” Glory said, putting her arms around Blake, staring lovingly into his eyes with her golden orbs, “I wasn’t fibbing a bit tonight when I told him how hot it would be if he does show up this weekend. I’m going to do everything I said, plus a lot more!”

		

		“Yeah, you really want this to happen, don’t you, babe?”

		

		“God, yes, and so do you,” she chided him, pushing him onto his back, her arms still around his neck. “I’m dying to fuck him right in front of you, when you’re this close to us, watching that big cock of his going in and out of me!”

		

		Blake shuddered at that mental image. He nodded, “Yeah, you’re right, I want that, too. I’m hoping that he’ll show up just as much as you are; kitten.”

		

		Glory reached down and found her husband’s hard on with her right fist. She began to stroke it as she whispered, “Well, so far, it’s a date. Let’s hope he doesn’t break it.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Dinner And More

		

		The doorbell rang right at seven that Saturday night and Glory’s heart raced into overdrive. She winked at Blake, who was fussing with the steaks he had immersed in a marinade of his own invention, and then started for the front door.

		

		Robert Stanton stood on the front porch, a florist’s box in one arm and a bottle of a very expensive cabernet sauvignon in the other. He was dressed casually, in a short-sleeved, checkered, cotton shirt, black walking shorts, and a pair of sandals.

		

		Glory pulled him into the house, shut the front door, and kissed him passionately. The look of affected, nervous concern that had been on his handsome face as he’d stood on the front porch was gone by the time she finally broke off the kiss, replaced by one of relief...and barely concealed lust for her magnificent body.

		

		She opened the flower box and saw that it contained a dozen beautiful red roses. She gushed, “Oh, Robert, how thoughtful of you! Come and meet Blake and let’s get you a drink and then I’ll put these in water.”

		

		She led him through the house, through the dining room, and then into the kitchen, where Robert put the bottle of wine on the kitchen counter. They went out onto the screened-in patio, stepped down into that room, and then emerged, hand in hand, together into the backyard, where Blake Hall stood with his outdoor cooking tongs, preparing to set the steaks on the perfectly pre-heated gas grill.

		

		“Hey, you must be that Robert guy my wife keeps raving about,” Blake said, a big smile on his face as he looked up and saw their slightly built, handsome guest. He conveniently ignored the fact that the young man was holding Glory’s hand.

		

		“Uh, yes, that’s me,” Robert said softly, stepping forward, letting go of Glory’s hand and instead extending it to her husband.

		

		Blake put the tongs down and shook with him, and then pulled him in for a big bear hug, clapping him on the back. He said, “Glory’s crazy about you, you know. I’m so glad you could make it tonight. We’re going to have a ball. She’s so excited about this evening that she can barely contain herself.”

		

		“Oh, like you’re not just as excited as me?” Glory chided him. “Don’t just stand there like a lump, darling, get our guest a drink.”

		

		“That, I can definitely do,” Blake relied, turning back to Robert, “What would you like to drink tonight, young man?”

		

		“Chivas and soda, if you’ve got it,” Robert said.

		

		“We’ve got damn near everything,” Blake assured him. “And that’s an easy one. I favor Chivas myself, when I’m in the mood for scotch.”

		

		Blake went over to the patio and stepped inside to a small wet bar set up, complete with a regular-sized refrigerator standing next to it which contained an ice-maker tray full of ice. He returned seconds later with the scotch and soda for Robert and picked up his own cocktail from the stainless steel shelf on the barbeque and offered up a toast.

		

		“Here’s to the three of us,” he said, beaming, “may we have unlimited, no-holds-barred fun tonight. And may this night be the first of many evenings spent together, mutually enjoying ourselves!”

		

		Robert flashed the two of them an uncertain, slightly-nervous smile, but he clicked rims with them and drank to the toast.

		

		****

		

		“Yes, I’m a minor-league manager,” Blake told Robert as they ate dinner in the shade of the big picnic umbrella which covered the redwood table they sat at in the Hall’s backyard, “I started out with the company years ago, sorting packages at Christmas time—you know, just seasonal, temporary help—but they liked my hustle and offered me a permanent job soon after that.”

		

		He stopped and took a sip of the excellent cabernet Robert had brought and continued with, “Next I drove a delivery van for a few years, delivering packages to homes and businesses, and then I got promoted last year to management.”

		

		Shrugging, he said, “I’m still pretty low on the management totem pole at this point, but it beats humping boxes for a living. I fill in on open shifts a lot, so that other, more senior managers can have some time off here and there.”

		

		Glory, looking proudly over at her husband, said, “Yes, but that has its advantages. Number one, Blake makes great money now, and number two, the crazy shifts he works gives us some latitude when it comes to playing our favorite little game”

		

		She looked expectantly at Robert and said softly, “You know…wife-watching?”

		

		He grinned as if he was in on a very naughty secret and nodded that he did know. Blake said, “Yeah, and with Glory working until closing time a lot of nights at the department store, my working late, too, a lot of nights, has worked out fine.”

		

		Glory told Robert, “I make a nice living and have full benefits, paid for by the store, but I also get a commission on all of the designer clothes I sell, and believe me, I sell a lot!

		

		“Yeah, she makes damned near as much money as I do!” Blake said with equal pride, smiling at his gorgeous wife.

		

		“And I get to buy anything in the store at a steep employee discount, too.”

		

		Robert nodded approvingly and looked around at the impressive, upper-middle-class home and yard. He said, “You guys do better than I do, that’s obvious. And I’m a banker!”

		

		“You’re still a young man, Robert, but Glory tells me you’re already a branch manager,” Blake said. “That must mean you’re going somewhere with the bank.”

		

		“Yeah, that’s what they tell me, at least,” Robert said modestly, drinking some wine.

		

		The three of them sat in companionable silence for a moment as the meal ended. Then Glory quickly cleared the table and brought out desert; which was a sinfully rich chocolate torte with a raspberry sauce and fresh, crushed raspberries strewn across the cake.

		

		They drank the rest of the cabernet with it, and it went very well with the heavy chocolate and the tang of the berries. When they were done, Glory cleared the dishes away and came over and sat down on the redwood bench, next to Robert.

		

		“Let’s go inside and have an after-dinner drink or two, cutie,” she whispered, loud enough for her husband, seated on the other side of the table to hear, “and then…let’s fuck!”

		

		****

		

		Robert seemed nervous as a cat as the three of them, all just slightly tipsy, walked into the big master bedroom together at nine o’clock. Glory kissed him on the cheek and whispered, “Just relax and let the evening flow; this is going to be so much fun, darling, trust me.”

		

		She undid the buttons on his short sleeved shirt, kissed his bare chest for a moment, and then turned to Blake, who was standing nearby, grinning as he watched her and Robert together. Glory grabbed her husband’s knit polo shirt and yanked it out of his dark green shorts and up over his head.

		

		“This is a good start,” she murmured approvingly, running her hand across Blake’s bare upper torso, and then turning to use her other hand to tug Robert’s loose shirt from his body and drop it to the floor next to Blake’s. “Both of my handsome boys half-naked already…I love that.”

		

		She unhooked her halter top and then pulled it over her head, leaving her upper body just as naked as the men’s. Going down onto her knees between them, she reached over and undid Robert’s belt, and then turned toward Blake and undid his as well.

		

		In moments, she had their shorts down around their shoe tops. She pulled Robert’s boxers down and let them drop down to join his shorts; then she did the same with her husband’s.

		

		“Oh, what a pair of tasty treats we have here!” she sighed, hefting Robert’s half hard prick in her right palm and Blake’s in her left, weighing and caressing them. “Step a little closer, boys, don’t make me stretch.”

		

		Both men did as she asked immediately. Glory turned back to Robert and eased his fat cock into her mouth, sucking gently and twirling her tongue all around his rapidly hardening length.

		

		“She’s great at that, isn’t she?” Blake sighed, watching his wife suck the other man’s dick

		

		“She sure is,” Robert gasped, looking up at Blake and risking a tentative smile, clearly starting to relax and enjoy the evening.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, yummy, just like always,” Glory said, releasing Robert’s swollen prick from her lips and starting to gently fist it with her right hand as she turned to Blake and swallowed his whole cock eagerly.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Blake whispered, looking up from his wife’s bobbing head to Robert, “that’s what I’m talkin’ about--what a cocksucker my little Glory is!”

		

		Both of the men were soon brick-hard. Glory took Blake’s rigid prong in her left hand and kept Robert’s in her right and stood up. Blake reached over and undid her shorts and then he and Robert each took a side and eased the shorts off over her ass and let them drop to her sandal-clad feet.

		

		Grinning, they reached for her sheer red panties and eased them down and off as well, leaving Glory as naked as each of them was. She smiled at them and whispered, her voice having that low, throaty rasp to it that it got when she was becoming really aroused, “Let’s get on this bed and play, boys. I need these inside me…and soon!”

		

		Wordlessly, they disengaged their hard dicks from her fists and laid her out on the big bed, Robert getting onto the mattress on Glory’s left side, and her husband on the right. She turned and kissed Robert, her tongue going in his mouth, her fingers toying with his short brownish-blond locks.

		

		The fact that her mouth had just been full of Blake’s hard cock didn’t seem to register with Robert or, if it did, he didn’t seem to care. She broke off the torrid kiss and turned on her other side to kiss Blake, while Robert moved closer to her and palmed her ass cheeks while she made out with her husband.

		

		Glory moaned and Blake let her go, so that she could turn again and kiss Robert, who now squeezed her naked breasts as they made out while her husband alternated between kneading her ass cheeks and slipping a big finger between her legs from behind and teasing her clit while she sucked the other man’s tongue.

		

		After another minute, Glory tore her mouth away from Robert’s and groaned; her golden eyes closed in rising ecstasy, “Oh, fuck me! One of you fuck me…I don’t care which one, but one of you…get your cock in me, please!”

		

		“You’re the guest; do you want to fuck her first?” Blake asked Robert, “or would you prefer that she suck your cock while I do her?”

		

		Robert looked slightly nonplussed at the casualness of his question. He finally stammered, “No, you go first, I want to feel her mouth on me some more.”

		

		Blake nodded and urged Glory up onto her hands and knees. She readily complied; arranging herself on the bed to that Robert could scoot up and lean back against the pillows in front of the headboard, his cock sticking straight up in the air.

		

		She eagerly began to bob her head over Robert’s whopper of a dick as Blake moved in behind her and slipped his prick deep into her juicy cunt from behind, doggie style. Glory moaned around Robert’s sliding cock meat as she began to get power fucked by her husband.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Staying For Breakfast

		

		“Oh, man, but this is hot!” Robert gasped; Glory’s talented mouth and tongue all over his dick as he watched her husband really letting her have it from behind; her mouth being shoved further onto his prick with each lusty thrust.

		

		Blake grinned and nodded his assent. “It’s just like Glory and I knew it would be. It’s always great fucking her, but you being here makes it so much kinkier…so much more exciting, somehow!”

		

		Glory mewled excitedly around Robert’s dick, sucking furiously, clearly so turned on that she wasn’t going to last long this time. She was going to come right away; both of the men could see that.

		

		About ninety seconds later, she let Robert’s cock slip out of her mouth for a moment and sighed, “Oh, God, Blake, fuck me hard. I’m coming already!”

		

		Blake did just that. He rammed his prick into her hard and deep and fast, her head forced all the way down to the base of Robert’s cock, which was once more between her lips. She licked all around him as she began to shiver and moan; her orgasm upon her.

		

		“Damn, give it her!” Robert urged Blake; his eyes glittering with lust as he watched the woman sucking his dick so beautifully begin to come. “She’s so fucking gorgeous when she climaxes!”

		

		“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah, you’re so right about that!” Blake gasped, Glory’s pussy tightening down around his prick so hard that he could barely work it in and out of her as she went off around it.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, fuck, it feels so good to commmmmmmmmmmme!” Glory wailed, lifting her head from Robert’s cock and orgasming flat-out.

		

		Blake fucked her until she stopped making the little animal sounds of pure delight she sometimes made when she came. He slipped his still very hard cock out of her and she sighed with satisfaction and turned over onto her back, panting for breath, lying right next to Robert.

		

		“Do her,” Blake advised their guest, nodding toward his wife’s juicy snatch. “She’s as wet as she can be, after that nice orgasm. That big, long bone of yours will slip right in, believe me.”

		

		Robert stared hungrily at Glory’s wet pinkness, his cock lurching above his ball sac. Then he looked over at her face.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” she said softly, holding up her arms. “Fuck me, Robert. I know Blake wants to see you in me, and God knows, I want that, too…so much!”

		

		Seeming to at last be getting comfortable with the idea of the three of them in bed together, free to do whatever they wanted, Robert turned over and made his way down between Glory’s open legs. He fitted the head of his big cock into her overflowing lips and pushed gently.

		

		“Yesssssssss,” Glory sighed as he filled her. “Oh, God, yes, fuck me, baby!”

		

		She looked over Robert’s back--as he started to give it to her deep and strong, just the way she was craving it from him—at Blake, and smiled triumphantly. Robert was definitely theirs now. He was definitely on board with being their steady “second man”!

		

		Blake grinned back and moved around, past Robert, up Glory’s left side. As she turned her head to look up at him, Blake fed four inches of his pussy-oil-lubed cock into his wife’s mouth, turning to watch Robert pouring the meat to her as she began to suck him. Robert smiled tentatively and said, “That looks so fucking sexy, her sucking your prick with her pussy juice all over it while I’m…you know…fucking her!”

		

		“It does,” Blake agreed, staring with fascination at the other man’s huge dick violating his wife’s little cunt over and over again. “Fuck her hard, man, she loves it. Any fool can see how much she loves having that long, fat cock of yours inside her!”

		

		Robert nodded, seeming to lose the last of his inhibitions. He rammed his prick down into Glory as hard as he could and she moaned with pleasure around her husband’s cock as she sucked it.

		

		“Oh, man, look at her eat that up!” Blake whispered, to Robert. “She’s getting so fucking turned on again. Fuck her hard and make her come, Robert; look at her, she’s in heaven!”

		

		Robert fucked her like an Olympic athlete competing in the Sprint Fucking event. Glory howled out her growing excitement around Blake’s cock, sucking furiously on it as he reamed her mouth and throat out with it.

		

		She lasted another minute or two and then she began to tremble again. Blake told Robert, “She’s going off! Fuck her until her teeth rattle, man, really give it to her! Make her come again!”

		

		Robert closed his eyes and groaned. A thin sheen of sweat had broken out on his forehead and he was rutting like a wild man.

		

		“I’ve gotta’ come!” he gasped, his eyes coming open, looking into Blake’s, seeking permission.

		

		“Do it!” Blake said excitedly. “That’ll make it even better. God knows, she wants it. She wants your come deep in her belly, man!”

		

		Glory gurgled, starting to orgasm again. Robert gasped and threw back his head. “Oh, man, here it is. I can’t wait another second; she’s just too fucking hot inside to last!”

		

		Blake groaned and started to spew his load down into his wife’s mouth as he watched Robert blasting jizz into her pussy. Glory gargled and choked and swallowed, coming hard herself.

		

		The trio stayed bonded together, all of them climaxing as one, for long moments. At last, Blake went soft and pulled his sated prick from Glory’s come-filled mouth.

		

		He smiled down at her, and then over at Blake. He whispered, “Welcome to our little party, Robert. You’re just the guest we’ve been searching for; I hope you’ll be a frequent overnight visitor.”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Robert, he’s up my ass now!” Glory whined melodramatically. “That naughty Blake is fucking my little asshole!”

		

		Robert sighed, feeding more and more of his rigid dick into her sucking lips. She practically purred around his gliding cock, obviously loving Blake up her butt while Robert fucked her mouth.

		

		“She’s going to be slick and ready, after I come in this hot little hole of hers, buddy,” Blake panted, fucking his wife’s lubed-up anus hard. “Don’t let her suck you off. Fuck her back here next. She’ll have all of this lube in her, plus a big wad of my slippery come…her tight little ass will never be readier for that big sucker of yours!”

		

		Robert groaned at just the thought of that. He looked down at Glory, whose mouth was flying up and down his prick and whispered, “Would you like that, honey? Would you like me to fuck that pretty little butt of yours after Blake gets done?”

		

		Glory didn’t even bother taking his cock out of her mouth. She just nodded that she would and kept on sucking.

		

		Blake was teasing her clit with his fingertips as he hammered his cock in and out of her tight backdoor. And she couldn’t seem to get enough of Robert’s steely dick with her sucking mouth.

		

		“Damn, Blake, I can’t believe she’s going to come again!” Robert sighed, watching her. “How many times is this going to be?”

		

		“I’ve lost count pal, but the night is still young,” Blake managed to huff, fucking Glory’s tight asshole with gusto. “She’s got lots of orgasms left for us to fuck out of her before morning. Trust me on that one!”

		

		Glory let Robert’s cock slip from her mouth. She looked back over her shoulder at Blake and then kissed him as she started to really come hard. Her husband was clearly even more turned on by the notion of her mouth being fresh off of Robert’s dick.

		

		He groaned and cut loose in her ass as they kissed, and pummeled Glory’s clit furiously with his fingertips while he filled her ass sheath with hot come. They clung together until he was spent and she was gasping for breath from the power of her own orgasm.

		

		Robert was learning quickly about Glory and her capabilities, her…needs. He gave her almost no time to recover.

		

		He simply peeled her away from Blake and pushed her down onto her tummy and stuffed his spit-shiny cock deep into her come-filled asshole. Glory whimpered and bit the bedspread, moaning in agony/ecstasy as he began to fuck her in the ass.

		

		“Jesus, it’s so tight!” Robert muttered, looking over at Blake, who was staring approvingly at the ass-banging the younger man was administering to his cock-hungry wife. “And you were so right.”

		

		Blake gave him a quizzical look and Robert said, smiling, “Its slick as it can be, from all of that lube and your come, man!”

		

		Nodding sagely, Blake told him, “Play with her clit and bang the shit out of her ass, Robert. Then, later, you can fuck her back there again while I ball that snug little pussy of hers again.”

		

		Robert nodded back and fucked hard down into Glory’s tightness. He heeded her husband’s advice and wedged his hand under her, finding her clit among her soupy folds and toying with it as he reamed out her asshole.

		

		“Oh, oh, you hot fuckers,” Glory gasped, spitting out the bedspread and raising her head up a few inches off the bed, “Are you going to fuck me all night long, in every hole I’ve got?

		

		“You bet we are, you sweet slut!” Robert growled in her ear as he hammered her ass relentlessly.

		

		“Oh, good,” Glory cooed. “Because that’s just what I need!”

		

		****

		

		“Man, I can hardly believe that,” Robert said, amazed at what Blake had just shared with him.

		

		The three of them, freshly showered and wearing bathrobes, sat out on the covered patio, watching the sun rise. They were sipping strong, black coffee that Glory had just made for them.

		

		They sat on an old settee that had been delegated to the back porch last year when Glory had redecorated the main house and had bought all new furniture. Robert was on one end and Blake was on the other. Glory was between them, her head on her husband’s shoulder. It had been resting on Robert’s not long ago.

		

		“Well, it’s true. When we first started playing our little wife-watching game that night all those months ago in the pub, our once red-hot sex life was down to maybe three times a month? And Glory—with all of those incredible blowjob skills of hers—would only suck me off four or five times a year…and that was if I was lucky and it was a good year.”

		

		“I was slowly going crazy, but I didn’t know it,” Glory said, turning her head and fixing Robert with those glowing, golden eyes of hers.

		

		She laughed and said, “You, of all people, know what a sexual being I am, Robert. Can you imagine me having so-so sex a couple of times a month?”

		

		He shook his head and said, “No, I really can’t.”

		

		“But she was,” Blake commented. “Believe it, because it was true. And I was whacking off like a sneaky, demented mofo to net porn; maybe five or six times a week.”

		

		Robert gave a bitter laugh and admitted, with a rueful smile, “Until I met Glory, I bet I was topping that by four or five times a week. I was so horny I was climbing the walls at night and net porn was all I had for relief!”

		

		“Well, your problem is solved now, darling,” Glory told him with a sexy little answering smile. “Every other Saturday night, I’m all yours, all night long, if you want to come and play with us.”

		

		“But keep what happened to us in mind, if you ever do get married again, somewhere down the road,” Blake advised him with a grin. “And make sure you find a girl like Glory, if you remarry, or you might end up just like we did.”

		

		Robert laughed and said, “Good idea, but where do you find a hottie like this one?”

		

		“Now, that I can’t help you with, my young friend,” Blake answered. “She’s the only one I’ve ever met, and I’m not giving her up any time soon!”

		

		****

		

		“Thanks for a great dinner, a fabulous breakfast, and the sweetest night of my whole life,” Robert told them as they stood by the front door at one o’clock on Sunday afternoon.

		

		Blake had his arm around Glory and all of them were dressed much as they had been the night before, when Robert had first showed up at their door. He was wearing the same clothes, not having thought to bring a change.

		

		“Will we see you again, in two week?” Glory asked him, her eyes big with hope that she would.

		

		“God, yes!” he told her, grinning. “Just try and keep me away!”

		

		She turned and looked at Blake. “Can I suck him off one more time before he goes, just as a little good bye gesture?”

		

		Blake laughed, “Knock yourself out, darling. I’ll be out back, cleaning up the barbeque. We were in such a hurry last night to get into the bedroom that I forgot to do it.”

		

		She smiled at him, gave him a tiny buss on the cheek, and turned to face their departing guest again. Dropping to her knees in front of him, she reached up and undid his shorts and his belt, saying, “I don’t want you to forget about me, darling.”

		

		Once his cock was out, she sucked it in hungrily. Robert gave Blake a tiny wave as he left the room and put a hand against the wall to steady his body as Glory gave him one of her patented sloppy, slurpy suck offs.

		

		****

		

		“I’m pretty sure he’ll be back in two weeks for round two, aren’t you darling?” Glory asked Blake as she got on the bed, naked, with him.

		

		He was naked too, and his cock was already half stiff, despite all of the endless sex he’d watched and participated in last night. “You bet I do.”

		

		She leaned down and kissed him, pushing a big wad of Robert Stanton’s come into his mouth with her spunk laden tongue. Blake shuddered as he swallowed the warm goo and got ready to slide his now very hard cock up into his wife’s juicy quim as they kissed.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		But What About This Weekend?

		

		“How should I dress?” Glory asked excitedly.

		

		“Be elegant tonight; I have a place in mind that’s very retro, very upscale,” Blake answered. “After all, we are trying to latch onto another classy guy like Robert; someone we’ll feel good about having over to the house and trusting to know who we are.”

		

		He was peering into the closet as he spoke; making sure that he could spend a number of hours in there later, should their quest tonight prove successful. Sure that all he needed was in place, he closed the closet door. Then he went over to the clock radio next to their bed and turned it on softly.

		

		“Do you think a motel might be better, for the first night?” he asked her. “We don’t want to go too fast with this, and get the wrong kind of guy involved in our personal lives. That’s why we did so well with Robert and fucked up so badly with those two louts at the pub, Lyle and Mike.”

		

		Glory shuddered, remembering those two, the van, and how they’d manhandled her and treated her like a hunk of meat. She said, “No, we wouldn’t want anyone as course and uncouth as those two guys knowing where we live or who we really are, that’s for sure.”

		

		After a long silence, she said, “Well, if nothing else, I can always give the guy a nice suck off in the back of the Chrysler while you watch. It’s not much, but it’s better than nothing. So be sure to park somewhere dark tonight.”

		

		“I will, but I hope we don’t have to settle for that again,” Blake groused as he watched her pick a long, sexy gown from her side of the closet and hold it against her body, checking it out in the mirrored closet door. “Frankly, after last weekend with Robert I’m spoiled. That was the hottest night we’ve ever had. Jacking off against the side of the car while, you gulp down some guy’s load, really can’t compare to a night like that one.”

		

		She turned and shot him a look, saying, “Oh, is that so? We could just stay home, if you’d like. There’s a good movie on HBO, from what I understand.”

		

		Blake it held together for a moment and then burst out laughing. She joined him.

		

		When they finally stopped, he said, “You’re right; some naughty, wife-watching sex is better than no naughty, wife-watching sex. Go ahead and get ready. Maybe we’ll get lucky and find another Robert right off the bat; you never know. We could get lucky.”

		

		****

		

		The lounge that Blake had chosen was located in the tony, upscale no-man’s-land in between West Hollywood and Beverly Hills, a very fashionable area. They bypassed the valet stand and instead swung around in back of the small club, which was called The Velvet Keyboard, and featured a piano bar and a small dance floor, set amid luxurious surroundings that brought to mind the excesses of Hollywood nightclubs in the nineteen-forties. Blake wheeled the Chrysler into the self-park lot behind the lounge, finding the darkest spot he could, just in case they might need it later.

		

		“I’ll go in first, check the place out, and then text you,” Blake told her.

		

		She gave him a long, tongue-filled kiss and then whispered, “Do I look alright?”

		

		He smiled at her and said, “You’ll be the classiest, prettiest, sexiest babe in the place, just like always.

		

		She fidgeted in the car after Blake had gone around to the club’s front entrance, not at all sure of that. The lot around her was filled with Lexus, Mercedes, BMW’s, and other top shelf cars. There was even a Ferrari and a pair of Maseratis. Their new Chrysler 300 looked like the beggar-mobile, parked in this lot!

		

		Blake had found a nice spot to park, though. It was way in the back, beneath the shade of a large oak tree that grew across the fence, it’s huge, leafy limbs blocked out the security lights and the distant streetlight, which bathed the rest of the lot in a floodlit aura of bright illumination.

		

		Her phone went off. It was Blake’s text, telling her that he had found an ideal spot at the bar and that there was a table that would be perfect for her at the back of the room, in a dark corner. He added that she’d have to hurry, because it was the last open table he saw in the whole place.

		

		She got out of the car immediately and put her cell away as she crossed the lot. Not wanting to waste the time it would take to go around to the front, she went in the back door and found her way past the restrooms and out into the main room of the darkly lit club.

		

		The retro-decorated lounge was, indeed, a showplace, with black and white squares of marble flooring, velvet curtains done in a bright crimson, a long, elegant bar—which Blake sat in the middle of, on a high-backed, black leather upholstered swivel stool, surveying the scene—and a clutch of small two and four-seat tables strewn throughout the rest of the dark room, each with a small candle atop it, burning inside the red glass holder which surrounded it.

		

		She had to admit, the place looked as if Fred Astaire, with Ginger Rogers on his arm, might saunter in at any moment and hand his top hat and cane to the hat check girl. There wasn’t actually a hat check girl, of course, but the lounge looked like one wouldn’t have been out of place if there had been.

		

		Glory made her way to the back of the small club and took the table Blake had texted her about. It was perfect, a two seater, with a nice view of the rest of the room and it had a dark, sexy ambience about it.

		

		She had no sooner sat down when a cocktail waitress, in a dress that was almost as nice as the one Glory was wearing, came up and took her order for a gin and tonic. The man at the piano launched into a spirited version of something that sounded vaguely classical to Glory.

		

		Looking around the room, she saw that the other tables were mostly occupied by couples, but that there were a handful of single men at the bar. All of the women in the posh club were dressed to the nines, as she was, in her floor length black dress with a daring slit up one side, her best high heels, and a diamond necklace and earring ensemble that had been a five-year wedding anniversary gift from Blake.

		

		The men all wore nice sport coats or business suits, with ties. There were even a couple of tuxedos visible, and there wasn’t a pair of jeans in the place.

		

		Her drink came, and she took a big sip of it, slightly nervous in this atmosphere. This was about as far away from the pub where she’d first met Plaid Shirt Mike Gold as you could get, and it was a good deal classier than The Two Roses Lounge as well, where she and Robert had danced the night away together.

		

		The classical song ended and a soft, beautifully-rendered version of The Way You Look Tonight began. Glory knew the song because she often stayed up late on nights when Blake was working all night or until late, waiting for him to get home, and one of her favorite old movie channels played all of Fred Astaire’s old movies on a regular basis. The song was one he was famous for introducing, back in the thirties.

		

		She was taping her foot to it when a very handsome man in his early forties came over and asked if she would care to dance. Glory looked him over and felt her pussy lips moisten.

		

		He was a honey! Her new dance partner was about six feet tall, with beautifully styled black hair that was going grey around the temples, and a face that could have been in the movies back in the nineteen-forties. He was Clark Gable handsome!

		

		“And what are you doing, out and about all by yourself this evening, young lady?” he asked her as he swept her around the dance floor, noting her wedding set with a nod.

		

		“My husband is the understanding type,” she told him, flashing her absolutely sexiest smile his way.

		

		Picking up post adolescent college boys or even horny young bankers like Robert Stanton was child’s play when compared to interesting a suave, sophisticated man like this one. She knew she’d have to be captivating, charming, and sultry to hold this cutie’s attention for long!

		

		****

		

		His name was Glen Breckenridge and he owned several businesses in and around Los Angeles. Glory got the impression that he was very wealthy. She also found out that he had been married and divorced twice so far, that he was forty-two, that he was also in between girlfriends at the moment, and, most importantly, that he thought she was fantastic!

		

		It was edging on toward ten-fifteen and they were dancing so close together that she could have been painted onto his body by an artist. He was now sitting at her table in between dances, and they had shared a number of drinks and long, passionate, tongue-filled kisses so far, back in their darkened corner of the room.

		

		Glory’s pussy was awash in lube and her nipples were getting slightly tender from being erect for so long. Her sensitive pink nubs rubbed against the bodice of her gown with no brassiere in between them and the fabric.

		

		All of that, plus the sexy ambience of the club, the soft, sensual piano music, and the suave, handsome, older man himself had her as turned on as she could be. She wanted to take Glen home and fuck him absolutely senseless!

		

		“Glen, darling, I have a naughty, naughty proposition for you,” she whispered in his ear.

		

		“Oh, and just what might that be?” he asked, clearly intrigued to hear it.

		

		“I was wondering if you might be interested in giving me a lift home soon, and coming inside for a nightcap?”

		

		He grinned at her, like a wolf appraising a tender young lamb, and said, “Just a drink…nothing more?”

		

		“Oh, I think there might be a lot more, if you play your cards right,” she promised him with a flirty smile.

		

		“You said earlier that your husband is the understanding type,” he answered slyly. “But I doubt any man is that understanding.”

		

		“He really is a most understanding guy…but he also happens to be in Chicago tonight, until at least four tomorrow morning,” Glory lied charmingly.

		

		“So you and I might have a wonderful time, getting to know each other better tonight?” he asked.

		

		“You’d better believe it,” she whispered, not bothering to conceal her lust for him. “And I want to get to know every inch of you better, honey!”

		

		Glen finished his drink in one swallow and motioned to the bar for the waitress to bring him his tab. Glory looked over at Blake and nodded almost imperceptibly.

		

		He dropped a twenty on the bar, finished his drink, and headed for the back door leading out to the parking lot. Just to give him a little better lead, Glory whispered to Glen, “I’m going to use the lady’s room, darling, and then we’ll go, alright?”

		

		“Fine with me,” he told her. “I’ll have our tab paid by the time you get back and away we’ll go.”

		

		****

		

		“What a charming home,” he said as he helped her off with her wrap.

		

		“Why, thank you,” Glory said, staying turned away from him so that he could unzip her and help her out of her gown as well.

		

		They were standing in the bedroom and she was certain that Blake was in the closet, watching their every move, dick in hand.

		

		She stepped out of the gown and stood before him, dressed only in some wispy panties, her Jimmy Choo heels, and a tiny pair of nude ped socks. Smiling at the look of utter hunger for her she saw on his lips as he took in her naked breasts, she eased off the jacket to his bespoke suit and tossed it over on the chair beside the bed.

		

		Removing his tie, she sailed it onto the coat and then went to work on the buttons of his dress shirt. She sucked in her breath as the shirt came open and she saw that Glen Breckenridge kept himself in very fine shape indeed, and that he was nicely sun-tanned, and waxed bare of chest hair.

		

		She kissed her way across that wonderful expanse of naked male chest and then slowly kissed her way down his flat tummy, going down onto her knees. She unbuckled his belt and opened his trousers on her way to the carpet.

		

		“And now for the very best part,” she said, reaching up and removing his boxers.

		

		Oh, holy fuck, he’s as big as Robert, she thought, maybe even bigger. It’s hard to tell yet, because he’s still only half hard!

		

		Glory quickly got him out of his socks, shoes, and clear of his slacks and shorts. Then she took his semi-flaccid prick in her hand and licked all around the fat tip of it.

		

		“Jesus, but you’re a pretty woman,” he said quietly, staring down at her as her mouth went to work on his cock.

		

		She didn’t bother to answer, she just took every last inch of him into her mouth and began to suck softly on its impressive mass, her tongue making big, teasing circles around it. Glen sighed and started to get hard, very hard.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		Second Regular

		

		“Jesus Christ, Jesus Christ, what a fuck you are, baby!” Glen gasped, powering his big cock into Glory again and again as he knelt behind her on the bed.

		

		“Oh, do me!” Her voice was low and breathy and full of need. “Fuck me hard, darling and make me come again!”

		

		Blake stopped stroking his dick. He had come once already, when Glory had sucked this Glen guy off after he’d balled the ever-living bejeezus out of her that first time. After she’d come, screaming out her pleasure on his huge dick, he’d pulled it out of her and forced it into her oh, so willing mouth; fucking it into her lips until he’d come and she’d swallowed every drop for him!

		

		Now his wife’s newest lover was pounding the fuck out of her pussy again, having taken only a few minutes to get hard again after flooding her tonsils with cock cream not that long ago. Blake shook his head in wonder.

		

		This guy wasn’t young, like Robert. He was older than Blake by some eight years. So it stood to reason that he must have had a prescription for some awesome erection enhancer, because he was tearing Glory’s tight little twat a new one with that monster of his at the moment.

		

		“Oh, oh, my God, that’s it!” Glory screamed just then. “That’s it. That’s the way to fuck me, Glen, darling, really stuff that big boy of yours deep inside me!”

		

		“What a hot little piece you are,” Glen panted, fucking for all he was worth, making Glory’s shapely ass moons jiggle each time he relentlessly banged into her. “Your husband is one lucky man!”

		

		Glory gave out with a long, low moan of utter excitement and Blake knew that she was about to get her cunt off again. This guy was every bit the cocksman that Robert was, and Robert was pretty damned good, for Blake’s money!

		

		“Fuck, your pussy’s grabbing at me,” Glen sighed, still rutting like a bull. “Damn, what a fuck you’re throwing me, Glory, you hot young bitch!”

		

		“Yesssssssss,” Glory screamed, her head thrown back, “Oh, God, I’m coming again. You’re making my hot pussy go off so hard, baby. Spunk me, give me that hot jizz of yours, darling!”

		

		Glen’s voice joined hers and suddenly, he was pumping her full of semen. Blake shivered as he saw the other man creaming his wife’s pussy sheath.

		

		Oh, yeah, this is great, this is perfect! The cuckolded husband shuddered with arousal and jacked a huge wad of jism into the white towel in his left hand, stroking his dick like crazy with his right one. Just look at him fill that hot little slit of hers up with that shit!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, so gooooooood,” Glory sang happily, shivering and coming as Glen shot and shot inside her.

		

		He held on for as long as he could, and then sighed as he pulled his spent dick out of her come-dripping pussy. “Goddamn, honey, I’m going to have to rest a few minutes after that one. That was some orgasm. You come like a fucking house afire, when you go off.”

		

		Glory oozed down onto her belly and then turned over to face him as he sagged down next to her onto the bedspread. She smiled contentedly and said, “That was sensational, darling. It was just exactly what I needed.”

		

		He laughed and asked her playfully, “Doesn’t that husband of yours ever fuck you?”

		

		“Oh, he does me all the time,” Glory whispered, touching his cheek softly with her fingertips. “But it’s never enough. He says I’m insatiable…but I think he’s just being mean.”

		

		She let her hand drift downward, across his neck, down onto his chest, and then down his belly. Her fingertips touched his limp cock, and she took it lightly in her fist and began to play with it.

		

		“He may have something in that ‘insatiable’, thing at that,” Glen said with a wry smile as she fisted him.

		

		“That’s why he lets me play the way he does,” Glory whispered again, sliding down just a little, getting ready to suck Glen’s gooey dick soon, when it got a little firmer.

		

		“Oh, does he know about your…uh…extracurricular activities, then? Does he suspect that you fool around on him when he’s out of town?” Glen asked the question curiously, as if that concept both surprised and intrigued him.

		

		“Oh, yes, I always tell him every tiny thing I did after I’ve been with another man. It turns him on so much that he gets as hard as an iron pipe. And then he fucks me senseless while I tell him all the details about what a bad girl I was when I cuckolded him!”

		

		Glen’s dick jerked in her grip. His eyes got wider and he murmured, “And he doesn’t mind you…cheating on him this way?”

		

		“God, no, he loves it,” Glory said, her golden eyes bright with arousal again. “We’re taking our little games to another level, as a matter of fact, as soon as we can find the right man.”

		

		Glen hesitated for a moment, and then managed to gasp, “The right man…the right man for what?”

		

		“My husband is just dying to actually watch me with another man,” Glory said truthfully. “He wants to see me being all nasty with one of my lovers, not just hear about it afterward. He’s just dying to fuck me in the ass while I blow another guy!”

		

		Glen gulped and his prick started to really firm up as she gently worked his skin up and down. He whispered, “You’re kidding, right?”

		

		“No way,” Glory told him insistently, “the two of us are so ready for a hot threesome with some lucky guy that we can practically taste it!”

		

		“A…a threesome,” Glen muttered, clearly envisioning that, “you and him and another man?”

		

		“You bet,” Glory said. “My Blake, that’s my husband, he thinks it would be just the epitome of hot…watching another man fuck me in the ass while he fucks my pussy.”

		

		Glen sucked in a breath. His cock was now almost fully hard in Glory’s fist.

		

		“Would you ever consider something like, that, Glen?” she quizzed him, wide eyed. “You’re a fantastic lover, and you have a great cock. You’d be perfect for us!”

		

		After a long silence, Glen said, “I’ve always sort of fantasized about that, me and another guy with a hot woman. Don’t all guys daydream about that kind of thing?”

		

		“Well,” she said softly, sliding down another foot, so that her mouth was near his cock head, “if you want to stop daydreaming about it, and make your fantasy a reality, make sure to give me your phone number before you leave tonight.”

		

		She slipped her mouth over the end of his cock and ran her tongue all around it as he moaned softly. When she had it good and slippery, she began to suck it.

		

		After she had him lying back with a beatific smile on his face, mumbling about how magical her lips and tongue were, she let it ease out of her mouth for a second and asked him, “So what do you think, my sexy Glen, would you like to fuck me up my tight little asshole while I’m sucking my husband off, right here in this bed?”

		

		She didn’t bother to wait for an answer. She just stuffed his cock back in her mouth, tilted her head to the right angle so that she could deep-throat all of him, and then began to blow him again.

		

		Glen groaned and hung on!

		

		****

		

		“Go slow, darling,” she sighed, “you’re way bigger than anything else that’s ever been up my bottom.”

		

		He paused, her ass filled with slippery sex lube, and his cock well greased with it as well. She gave him a pouty frown back over her shoulder and tried to look reluctant as she said, “I should be letting you do this to me. You’re too damned big.”

		

		Glory waited until she could see that he was starting to doubt that he’d get so lucky as to fuck her in the ass tonight, and then made a big show of relenting, saying, “Oh, alright, go ahead and put it in me back there--just don’t hurt me. I shouldn’t do this…but I just want please you so badly, darling, that I can’t help myself!”

		

		She whimpered theatrically as his cock head forced its way past her tight sphincter muscle, and then moaned, “I’m only letting you have me this way because I want you so much, Glen. And because I so want you to be my second guy, with my husband!”

		

		He groaned with pleasure as a third of his long dick slid into her ultra-tight confines. With a huge smile on his handsome face, he said, “Don’t you worry, Glory, I want that as badly as you do, believe me. I can’t wait to double fuck this hot little body of yours with another guy. It’s been a fantasy of mine since high school!”

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh,” Glory gasped as the rest of Glen’s lengthy spear of male flesh split her open and his nut sac came to rest against her clit. “Oh, God, what a big one; what a huge cock you have, darling!”

		

		Glen reached under her and found her clit with his fingertips. He began to lightly tease it as he pulled his long cock nearly out of Glory’s ass tube and then slowly fed it all the way back inside, sighing with pleasure as he did.

		

		“Jesus, but your tight and slick back there, honey,” he whispered, fucking her again. “You have one sweet, hot ass!”

		

		Glory mewled and bit her lower lip, pretending that taking the big cock was still slightly painful for her. It wasn’t. It felt like pure heaven, gliding up and down back there, faster and faster; her clit on fire with need.

		

		“Oh, Glen, darling, it’s starting to feel so nice!” She turned and looked back at him, keeping her eyes wide, as if she wasn’t that used to having anal sex. “You do it so good; what a cocksman you are, baby!”

		

		He grinned and fucked her faster, really hammering it home as he went deep up her ass. Glory blanched, as if it hurt, getting a big cock shoved into her that far.

		

		Man, that feels sweet, she thought. He’s doing my clitty so well; and that big cock of his feels great. I can’t wait for him and Blake to double me!

		

		The room was filled with the sound of his thighs smacking against hers as he drilled her anus. She moaned and leaned back even further, craning her neck toward him.

		

		He got the idea and leaned forward as well, kissing her mouth as he fucked her ass hard and deep. Glory moaned again, her tongue going wild against his.

		

		Glen shuddered at how good it felt to be claiming every hole in her body like this. He reamed her out with all he had and soon, she was groaning and jerking her taut little moons back against him, burying him as far up her bottom as his long dick would go.

		

		He pulled him mouth away and asked, “Are you close, baby? Because I can’t last much longer—this unbelievably hot, tight, little ass of yours feels too damned good around my prick!”

		

		She cooed to him, “Shoot it; shoot it deep in my ass and I’ll come with you, darling! I’m so ready. Your big cock makes me come so hard, baby!”

		

		He groaned and forced his dick all the way up into her and unleashed a big jet of come into her bowels. Glory shivered as if he were pumping ice water up into her instead of hot cock cream and began to come herself.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, it’s so good!” She wailed out her pleasure and knew that he could feel her anal sleeve clamping down on his entrapped prick as it spasmed in time with her pussy sheath when she orgasmed.

		

		The two lovers clung together until Glen had nothing left to pump into her and his mighty cock began to deflate. He stayed in her for as long as he could but, at last, her anal muscles forced his now limp prick out, along with a big wad of his white semen.

		

		“That was something,” he sighed. “God, you’re incredible. Where do I sign up to double fuck you along with your husband? I can’t wait!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

		Summertime

		

		It was the first weekend in June. Robert and Blake were drinking a cocktail under the shade of the umbrella and Glory and Glen were fixing a salad together in the kitchen.

		

		It was the first time the four of them had been together. Robert and Glen had been coming to the house and spending the night on alternating Saturdays a few months now, Glory having long ago told them about each other. But they hadn’t been here on the same Saturday until tonight. When she had suggested to them that a foursome might be fun for a change, both men had readily agreed.

		

		So far, it had worked out wonderfully. Robert being in banking, and Glen being an entrepreneur, they had hit it off right away. They seemed as comfortable around each other as could be. Glory could hardly wait to get dinner over with and get naked with both of them and Blake!

		

		The door to the screened-in patio opened and Glory emerged, carrying a big salad in a large, clear plastic bowl. Glen followed closely behind, carrying a bowl with four steaming-hot baked potatoes, salt and pepper, and a butter dish.

		

		“How are those steaks coming, Blake?” Glen asked his friend.

		

		“I don’t know,” Blake said with a smile. “I’m letting Robert cook them tonight. He’s getting pretty good with the grill.”

		

		Robert got up and went over to check on the four big sirloins. He glanced over at the trio seated at the table and said, “I ought to be getting good by now. I’m here every other Saturday, and we cook outside nine times out of ten.”

		

		“Yeah, I’ve taken a few turns at that grill myself, come to think of it,” Glen said. “Blake’s like Tom Sawyer and whitewashing the fence; he’s always talking his guests into doing all the work for him.”

		

		“Not all of it,” Blake said, grinning. “I still fuck Glory myself all the time when you guys aren’t here to help.”

		

		The four of them burst into laughter at that, and Glory shook her head, “Thanks for making it sound like work, darling.”

		

		Blake reached over, took her hand and kissed the back of it tenderly. He whispered, “No, it’s a pure pleasure, darling, as I’m sure both of our guests would agree.”

		

		****

		

		“Ullllllmmmmpppppppphhhhh!” Glory commented.

		

		She wanted to say, “God, Omigod, Jesus, but that feels great! Fuck me! Fuck me just like that!”

		

		But she couldn’t manage it because Glen’s big cock was in her mouth and halfway down her throat. He was standing on the bed, next to his fellow orgy participants, his palm against the wall, helping to balance him on the mattress, which was bouncing up and down as Blake fucked his wife’s pussy while Robert fucked her in the ass.

		

		Glory was in heaven. There was so much hot, hard, cock for her to experience that she’d barely known where to start.

		

		Being a practical girl, as well as being greedy for all of the sweet, stiff dick she could get, she’d decided not to pick one—she’d simply elected to have them all at once. And it was proving to be wonderful!

		

		“Damn,” Glen sighed just then, as he fucked her mouth. “You’re one of the only women I’ve ever met who could deep throat every inch of me, babe. What a cocksucker you are!”

		

		“Yeah and what about this ass of hers,” Robert asked, “have you ever had a better fuck than Glory’s ass?”

		

		“Only her pussy,” Blake chimed in, fucking that pussy hard. “This is one sweet ride, too, boys.”

		

		“You said it,” Glen agreed, reaching down and stroking Glory’s tawny auburn locks tenderly as he slid his cock in and out of her sucking lips. “She’s one fantastic little woman, our Glory.”

		

		She shivered. This was so impossibly cool! Glen was looking down at her, right into her golden eyes, with nothing but love for her in his blue ones.

		

		And Blake; her Blake was fucking her pussy so beautifully. His cock was gliding in and out of her juicy folds right over her clit!

		

		“Man, your ass is so perfect, baby,” Robert whispered in her ear just then. “You’re perfect, Glory. You’re the perfect woman.”

		

		She trembled again, very close; she was going to come in moments. She could feel her clit starting to throb and her tummy clench the way it always did when she was going to have a big orgasm.

		

		She made a gurgling sound around Glen’s dick and started to shake violently. He smile down at her and said, “That’s it, baby. Come, come for us, Glory. You’re so damned beautiful when you orgasm, babe.”

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” Glory murmured, starting to go off.

		

		She half closed her eyes and sucked hard on Glen’s cock, hoping he’d jizz her soon, wanting to swallow his spunk while she came. Robert pushed all the way up into her just then and sighed in her ear, “Here it is, baby, just for you. All of my come, right up that sweet little butt of yours!”

		

		Glory screamed as he filled her with jets of hot, slick ball juice, but her scream was muffled by Glen’s huge dick, which started to come as well. The scream turned into a muted gurgle, as she swallowed the first big mouthful and sucked for more.

		

		Blake leaned in closer, from in front of her and whispered, “Me, too, babygirl, I can’t resist creaming you for even another second!”

		

		She felt his jism rocket up into her pussy just then. The steamy stuff back-washed out of her tightness and onto her clit and she came even harder.

		

		Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, this is perfect! She thought, barely able to breathe, she was orgasming so fully. All of this hot come shooting into me; all of my beautiful lovers creaming me at once!

		

		Glory held on and climaxed, the waves of utter bliss breaking over her as her boys filled her every hole with come. She moaned and swallowed and hung on as they pumped her full.

		

		****

		

		“Man, I hope you don’t mind me crashing the party like this, on your weekend,” Robert told Glen as they took turns working the shampoo into Glory’s hair.

		

		All four of them were in the shower together, after the torrid butt-fuck, pussy-fuck, and blowjob. Glen laughed and said, “No, it’s great. When Glory and Blake asked me if I’d mind it they asked you to come tonight, too, I told ‘em that it was great with me.”

		

		He shrugged and said, “I’m always looking for hot new experiences, and I’ve had nothing but, since I met these two. That’s for sure!”

		

		Robert began to wash the shampoo out of Glory’s auburn hair. He drew her head close to him when he was done, and then kissed her tenderly under the spray.

		

		When he was done, Glen took her from him and kissed her just gently, just as lovingly. And then Blake got in the act, taking his wife in his arms and kissing her as the other two men watched, their cocks getting hard again as they eyed the steamy kiss.

		

		Blake finally let her go, and Glory said, breathless, “Oh, God, but I love being the only girl here, with all of you fucking hotties! Dry me off and get me back on that bed, boys. I’m dying to fuck all of you again!”

		

		Her three lovers laughed and Blake shut off the shower. In moments, they were all back out in the bathroom, dripping water everywhere as they all used towels on Glory’s small body, getting her dry as quickly as they could.

		

		The men did slap-dash, haphazard jobs drying their own bodies after they had Glory dry, except for her hair. It was still very damp, but none of them wanted to wait through a session of blow drying.

		

		They were all too anxious to get her back into the bedroom. She let them lead, push, and hustle her back over to the bed and lay her down on the side of it.

		

		“Let’s all take turns fucking her and making her come,” Glen suggested.

		

		“That’s a great idea,” Blake said, we’ve all come at least once now, so we should be able to fuck her for quite a while, if we take turns and spell each other.”

		

		“Yeah, let’s see how many times we can get that hot little pussy of hers off before one of us comes,” Robert agreed, smiling wolfishly down at her.

		

		“I’d better make sure she’d wet enough to do this,” Glen said, dropping to his knees and pushing his face between Glory’s spread thighs.

		

		“Hah, you’re a real humanitarian, Glen, going out of your way to look out for her like that!” Robert said kiddingly, watching Glen eat pussy like a wild man.

		

		“I’m not a greedy man,” Glen said, glancing back over his shoulder at Robert and Blake, a shit-eating grin on his handsome face and pussy juice all over his cheeks and chin. “I intend to let you fuck her first, Robert, after I get her good and wet.”

		

		With that, he turned back around and went after Glory’s glistening pink folds voraciously once with his tongue and lips. Glory wriggled around on the mattress and moaned, her golden eyes half closed in rising ecstasy.

		

		“Eat me,” she sighed, “eat me right up, Glen, darling, so my other boys can fuck me.”

		

		A minute later, with Glory right on the edge of an orgasm, Glen stopped licking her and got back out of the way. Robert leaned down, pulled her right over to the edge of the mattress, shoved her legs up toward the ceiling as he put his big cock all the way into her with one hard lunge. Glory gasped and laid still as Robert began to really give it to her.

		

		“Oh, yeah, just like that,” she murmured, her breasts jiggling wildly on her chest as he slammed into her with long, hard, powerful thrusts, again and again. “Jesus, yes, go ahead and fuck me. Fuck me hard, all of you!”

		

		Robert hammered her like a pile driver. Glory mewled and gasped and grabbed her own tits to keep them from shaking so violently as she got nailed by her younger lover.

		

		She began to squeezed her very erect nipples and then shuddered, saying, “Oh, I’m coming already, Robert. God, what a fucking you’re giving me! I’m coming, baby!”

		

		He pounded her relentlessly through her orgasm and she closed her eyes and whipped her head from side to side on the mattress beneath him. As the fiery climax started to abate, he eased his cock out of her and Glen stepped in and filled her juicy quim with his fat cock, hardly missing a stroke.

		

		“Oh, Jesus, one right after the other!” she moaned, getting fucked furiously once more. “You hot fuckers, you! Ugh! Ugh! Oh, do it to me! Fuck me, all of you fuck me!”

		

		“This is hot,” Robert told Blake grinning, as they watched Glen wailing away on Glory’s super-wet hole, “don’t you think?”

		

		“You know it,” Blake said, “I can hardly wait my turn, and then you’re up again.”

		

		“I’m ready right now,” Robert said, hefting his hard on, which was still gleaming from a thick coat of Glory’s pussy lube. “She turns me on the way no other woman ever has, and I see Glen feels the same way about her.”

		

		He clapped Blake on the shoulder and said, “You’re the luckiest guy I know, man, being married to her!”

		

		Glory screamed; coming again, hard amid the furious fucking Glen was dishing out. Blake smile as he watched her go off and said, “I know, Robert. I know.”

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		There’s Still Fridays

		

		Sunday night, Blake and Glory went to bed early, both of them having to get up early tomorrow morning, and both of the also, truthfully, slightly wrung out from their Saturday night and well into Sunday morning with Glen and Robert. They’d bid a fond good bye to “the boys”, as Glory lovingly referred to them at two that afternoon.

		

		“That was some night,” Blake said, cuddling his wife next to him on the clean sheets he’d just helped her put on the bed.

		

		“It was absolutely wonderful,” Glory said dreamily, a big, satisfied-looking smile on her face.

		

		She turned her head and looked at her husband and asked, “Did you enjoy it?”

		

		“God, yes,” he said, grinning back at her. “You know me, I just love watching you suck cock and get fucked, and ‘the boys’ did a super job, there.”

		

		“They sure did,” Glory sighed, the smile never leaving her face, “I loved every single second of it. Glen was disappointed that Robert couldn’t join us next Saturday, but he has his little girl that weekend.”

		

		“We’ll still have a great night, just the three of us,” Blake said.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I just bet we do,” Glory agreed.

		

		They lay there for a minute, not talking, just reliving the wild weekend in their minds, her head on his shoulder. After a while, she said, “I love what we’re doing now. It’s perfect.”

		

		He said, “That it is, and yet, I sense you’re not quite satisfied, are you?”

		

		She giggled and said, “We’ve been married too long, Blake. You read my mind.”

		

		“So, what’s missing?”

		

		“The only thing I miss is the dancing,” she said at last. “I love what we’re doing now, and I wouldn’t trade it for anything. But I do sort of miss the fun we had when we were looking for Robert and Glen. I miss teasing all of those guys in the clubs, rubbing up against them, getting them all hot for me…while you watched!”

		

		“Yeah, we did have some seriously hot sex when we got home from those little expeditions, didn’t we?”

		

		She laughed and said, “We sure did. You know what I wish? I wish we could keep Saturdays just like they are, with Robert and Glen. They’re terrific. I don’t think we could find two better second men for our little threesomes.”

		

		Glory looked over at Blake and said, “But I wish we could have our cake and eat it too. I’d like the occasional pub crawl once in a while, just for the fun of it.”

		

		Blake laughed and said, “That’s the easiest thing in the world to fix, babe.”

		

		“Oh, how so…how do we keep ‘the boys’ and have that, too, husband of mine; what do you have up your sleeve?”

		

		“The weekend has two nights, not just one, my dear,” he said, grinning at her like the fox that has just sneaked into the hen house. We’ve got Friday nights for exploring and wife-watching fun, and Saturdays for incredible three-way or four-way sex. “

		

		She broke out into a huge smile.

		

		****

		

		Sure enough, next Friday night found Blake sitting on a bar stool in a bar called Heaven’s Gate on Santa Monica Boulevard. There was a fairly decent country-rock band playing and Glory was out on the floor with her arms around a nice-looking man of about thirty who had his arms around her as well, and his tongue halfway down her throat as they kissed.

		

		The Chrysler was parked in the darkest corner of the parking lot out back. There were still four other contenders, from what Blake could tell, in the BJ of the night contest, but the guy who was macking on his wife right at the moment looked to him to be leading the pack at the moment.

		

		He sipped his cocktail and smiled, his cock already hard inside his slacks, in anticipation of watching his wife in action out back in a little while. He had the feeling that Friday nights from now on were going to be just as entertaining as Saturdays were, in a different, but still very fun and exciting way…

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author's Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals.

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

		CKR
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