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Chapter One

“Hey,” Jane Remington said into her cell phone,
and waited for a reply.

“Hey, yourself,” her husband, Teddy, answered.
“How was your flight?”

“It was fine. Is Kimberley handy?”

“No, she’s upstairs, finishing her homework.
I’ll be serving her, and me, dinner here in a few minutes.”

“What are you fixing, Chef?” Jane asked
jokingly. Teddy’s lack of cooking skills was legendary around their
house.

“Pizza and a salad; it should be here any time
now.”

“God, I’m glad I’m only doing a handful of
seminars out here. I swear you’re going to ruin our daughter’s good
eating habits, and your own, if left to your own devices for
long!”

Teddy laughed. “Don’t worry; I’m taking us out
to dinner someplace nice tomorrow night, I promise. You know, green
salad, entrée with veggies and all of that; no fast food,
okay?”

“I’ll hold you to it,” Jane warned him, with
mock sternness.

“How’s your room?”

“It’s nice, but a little unusual,” she replied.
“Apparently there are several conventions in town and all of the
hotels are overbooked, so the place I’m staying at is completely
full. Because of that, they ended up giving me a suite with two
bedrooms and two full bathrooms. It’s very large, but they’re
letting me have it for the same rate they’d normally charge for a
single king room, so nobody in accounting should bitch about
it.”

After a long moment of silence, Teddy asked,
“So…it’s nine o’clock in Boston already. Have you had dinner
yet?”

“I ate an hour ago when I got to the hotel, and
then came up to my room to unpack and call you guys.”

Another bit of silence slid by. Teddy cleared
his throat and asked, “Are you going to go down to the bar and have
a drink before you turn in, like I suggested last night?”

Jane considered that for a moment. She had
always thought of herself as being just as hot in bed as the next
girl--she and Teddy enjoyed a pretty spectacular sex life
together.

But standing here in her hotel room, after the
long flight out from the west coast, she wanted to keep her focus
on business--which was, after all, the reason for this trip. She
was in no mood to indulge in one of Teddy’s silly sex fantasies at
the moment.

She looked out the window at downtown Boston,
sixteen stories below her and sighed, her heart beating faster, in
spite of her best efforts to remain cool and business-like, as she
said, “You know very well what I think of that stupid idea
of yours, Teddy.”

“Oh, is that so? I could have sworn you really
got off on it, or was that some other woman I saw moaning and
coming like mad in our bed last night?”

Jane felt her face color. She remembered the
whispered conversation with her husband last night well
enough--while she and Teddy had been making love--that was for
damned sure!

One of the fantasies her husband of eleven years
had become mildly obsessed with over the last twelve months or so
was one that featured her, alone in some upscale bar at night,
dressed to the nines, having a drink and checking out the men in
the place. In his imagination, they were all checking her out, too,
and liking what they saw.

Last night, he had used today’s, very out of the
ordinary, trip to Boston to expand on that fantasy, placing her
down in the bar at her hotel, having that drink, with men
surrounding her, hitting on her. The verbal picture he’d painted
last night--as he’d caressed her naked body in bed and whispered
hotly in her ear—had portrayed her as playing hard to get, but not
being totally unattainable.

At last, according to Teddy’s steamy scenario,
she’d given in and danced with several of her more handsome
suitors. One, in particular, had really caught her fancy.

As the two of them had caressed each other’s
naked bodies in bed, Teddy had continued to whisper to her all of
the details he’d imagined concerning her fantasy tryst; about how
she’d willingly let the hunky stranger take her out onto the
terrace. And about how she had let him kiss her and hold her tight
in the moonlight; how she’d felt his cock, hard and ready, against
her body as they’d shared that illicit embrace and kiss…

The rest of the fantasy had gone unrevealed, as
Jane had been panting and moaning and urging him to take her by
then. He had, and they’d shared an exquisite orgasm together as
Jane had fantasized right along with her rutting husband about some
handsome stranger in Boston being the one fucking her. Fueled by
her imaginary, taboo hook-up with this make-believe lover, Jane’s
climax last night had been little short of shattering!

“So, are you going down for a drink or two in
the bar or not?” Teddy’s voice came through the cell just then,
yanking her away from fantasy and back to reality. Her husband
sounded both excited by the prospect of her having that drink and
impatient for her reply.

“No. I’ve got seminars to prepare for tomorrow,
and I want to be sharp, so no booze and no staying up late
tonight.”

There was another short silence and then Teddy
blurted, “Aw, Jesus Christ, Janey, this is your one chance to live
a little! Dick Sewell always gets the east coast work; if he hadn’t
come down with bronchitis, he’d be in Boston instead of you, and
you’d be here tonight, in this kitchen, fixing dinner for Kimberley
and me. Aren’t you going to take advantage of this lucky
break?”

“You may call being thousands of miles
from home a lucky break, but I don’t. I’d much rather be
there, at home with my family, than stuck in this fancy hotel room
all the way across the country!”

“Oh, hell, Janey, don’t be that way; try to see
it as an adventure—give yourself permission to have a little
fun, for God’s sake!”

Jane shook her head and then realized that Ted
couldn’t see her gesture over the phone. She said; her voice
clipped and growing short of patience with his nonsense, “Go
upstairs and give the phone to Kimberley, so I can tell her
goodnight. We are not indulging this insane fantasy of yours
and that’s final!”

A few moments of more silence crept by. Finally,
Teddy’s playful, cajoling voice came back on the line and he said,
“One drink; if you’ll agree to slip into something sexy and have
one tiny little drink at the bar tonight, just for me, I’ll sprint
up the stairs right now and get Kim on the line, okay?”

Jane let out an exasperated sigh. She had always
been the practical one, the business person in the family. Teddy
was, in many ways, child-like; a daydreamer, a wild-eyed spinner of
flights of fancy.

Just look what the man did for a living, for
Christ’s sake; tinkering around in his elaborate shop out behind
their sprawling home all day long, working on his latest crazy
invention. If a number of those hare-brained ideas of his hadn’t
turned out to be things that Americans apparently couldn’t live
without—and hadn’t consequently been snapped up by the tens of
millions, mostly via late-night television infomercials—Ted would
probably have ended up an eccentric, broke, out of work
dreamer.

Instead, he was a multi-millionaire. So she was
forced to admit: not all of his crazy ideas were completely…crazy.

She heard the sound of his feet pounding on the
stairs and his breathy panting into the phone as he jogged up the
heavily carpeted steps to the second floor landing. The thought
crossed her mind: Typical Teddy, sprinting up the stairs like a
five year old boy!

“All right,” Jane said, bowing to the inevitable
and giving in, “I’ll go down and have one drink. Now, put Kim on,
you loon!”

“And you’ve got to call and tell me all about it
afterward, agreed?”

Jane drew a breath, wanting this ridiculous
charade to be over with. She said at last, “Agreed; now let me talk
to Kim!”

“Hi, Mommy--how is Boston?” she heard her seven
year old little angel ask just then.

“It’s big and beautiful, and full of history!”
Jane answered happily, her heart lifting at the welcome sound of
her daughter’s tiny voice, “I’ll have to bring you and Daddy out
here some day and show you two all around the city, after I see it
myself, that is. This whole country started right here, you
know.”

“Really, Mommy, the whole country started
there?”

“It sure did. You’ll probably study it in
history class soon. Now, mind Daddy and be a good girl while I’m
gone, okay, sweetheart?”

“Okay, I will,” Kimberley assured her. “I miss
you, Mommy!”

“I miss you, too. Goodnight, my darling, now put
Daddy back on.”

“Hey, the doorbell just rang,” Teddy sounded
excited by the prospect of pizza as he took the cell phone back
from his daughter. “Dinner’s here; I’ll talk you later tonight,
right?”

Jane sighed. “Right, I’ll call you after I have
that drink. Now go get my daughter’s high-calorie, high-cholesterol
dinner, before it gets cold.”

 



Chapter Two

“This is so ridiculous,” Jane muttered, shucking
out of the comfortable but new and very stylish track suit she’d
purchased to fly across the country in. Next, she pulled off her
sports bra and the conservative, “grandma” panties she was
wearing.

Instead, she slipped on some sheer, pink,
thong-style panties and tugged a pair of black pantyhose on over
them. Settling on a lacey, black, nearly see-through strapless bra,
she shrugged it on, snapped it closed, and smoothed into place over
her round little “B” cup handfuls of breast. Lastly, she dropped
short-hemmed little black dress with a low-cut bodice over her
head.

Reaching behind her, she zipped up the sexy
cocktail dress and hooked it closed in back. After adding a nearly
new pair of shiny black, three-inch Jimmy Choo heels to her
ensemble, she checked herself out in room’s full-length mirror, and
frowned.

“Such a waste of time and make up,” she sighed,
heading into the bathroom, fretting about how wasteful and what a
bother it was to put on make up just to remove it again in a hour
or so, “but there’s no sense in wearing a sexy dress without a bit
of make up to go along with it. And my hair definitely needs work,
too, if I’m really going downstairs to have that drink.”

As she fiddled with her hair and donned the
appropriate make up, Jane studied her image in the mirror. She had
to admit, for a thirty-two year old business consultant with a
seven year old daughter at home, she still looked pretty darned
attractive.

“I bet I could meet a hot guy down in the
bar tonight, if I wanted to,” she whispered playfully to the girl
in the mirror as she smoothed out her foundation and added just a
touch of blush to both of her cheeks. “My tits are still firm and
bouncy, and all of that running I do keeps my legs and ass in
really nice shape. And I don’t have a tummy bulge …a muffin top
yet, thank God!”

She straightened back up from leaning toward the
mirror and took a final, critical look at herself. Her hair was
worn loose, down onto her shoulders, and it was a lovely natural
shade of auburn, with dark, rust-colored red highlights, along with
lots of sable-brown strands mixed in. She had to admit: it looked
hot and so did she!

Finishing up her eyeliner, she gave herself a
flirty wink in the mirror, liking the way the subtle treatment
she’d given eyes tonight brought out their light, cornflower-blue
color. She laughed as she told the sexy-looking girl in the mirror,
“Go get ‘em, kid, you look good enough to eat!”

Still giggling at the mildly naughty
double-entendre inherent in that statement, Jane snapped off the
bathroom light. She shook her head at the goofiness of what she was
about to do: spending an hour or so of her time in a bar just to
satisfy her husband’s warped sexual fantasies!

She was still smirking as she got into the
elevator. She thought, as the doors closed, sometimes being
married to Teddy is like having a second child at home. It’s a
little unsettling, leaving him in charge of Kimberley; half the
time, she acts like more of an adult than he does!

****

It was a Monday night, so the hotel bar wasn’t
particularly crowded. Jane was surprised to find that--just like in
Teddy’s fantasy cocktail lounge--this place, too, had a trio of
musicians over in one corner of the large room. They were playing
old standards in front of a round, postage stamp-sized dance floor.
When she walked into the place, the three middle-aged men seated on
the small raised bandstand were doing a credible job on Autumn
Leaves, equipped as they were with just a bare-bones drum kit,
an electric keyboard, and a saxophone.

Shaking her head at the coincidence of her
hotel’s watering hole having live music and the lounge in Teddy’s
fantasy having music as well, Jane took a seat at the bar and
glanced around the room. There were probably fifteen booths and
tables, and the long bar had twenty or so tall, high-backed, black
leather-upholstered swivel chairs arranged in front of it. About
half of the tables and half of the bar chairs were currently
occupied, with couples and foursomes claiming the booths and
tables, and mostly men seated along the bar, either singly or in
groups of two or three.

The bartender came over and gave her a welcoming
smile. He placed a bar coaster along with a small snack dish full
of assorted nuts in front of her and asked, “What will you have
tonight, Ma’am?”

“Chivas, rocks, with a twist,” Jane told
him.

“Shall I start a tab and charge it to your
room?”

“No, you can start a tab, but put it on this
instead,” she said as she reached into her purse and handed the man
her Visa card to take an impression of.

The consulting firm she worked for wouldn’t
blink at her room expenses, dinner, and a glass or two of wine to
accompany her meals. But drinks in the bar would raise some
eyebrows if someone in accounting saw them expensed, so
she’d pay this evening’s bar tab herself.

The barman handed her the card back and she put
it away. Sipping her drink, she turned on the swivel chair and
looked out over the room once more. Several couples were now on the
dance floor, gliding along cheek to cheek as the band played
Stardust.

Are most of these people locals, out for
dinner and a little dancing, or are the bulk of them
out-of-towners, like me? She wondered idly which was the case,
as she sat watching the couples moving around the small floor, and
other couples sitting at the tables, drinking and making small
talk.

She nursed her short cocktail for the next few
minutes, just noting the crowd’s interaction and watching the
dancers, and then turned her chair back to face the bar. An
unexpected second scotch, rocks, with a twist sat on a coaster in
front of her.

“Where did this come from?” she asked the
barman, looking up from the drink.

He jerked his head in the direction of the rest
of the customers at the bar and said, “Those three there, six
stools down? They sent it over with their compliments.”

Jane looked more closely at the three men in
question. They were all of twenty-something year olds; almost a
decade younger than her thirty-two. The trio was dressed in nice
business suits and dress shirts, with ties loosened, just chatting
together.

One of them, a short, chunky fellow with a
bristly little dark mustache and black-framed eyeglasses, noticed
her studying them and said something to his companions. The other
two turned and looked her way, all of them now smiling shyly,
hopefully in her direction.

Well, that chunky little monkey in the middle
isn’t much to look at, but the other two are very nice looking
boys, she thought.

The one on the hefty man’s right was blond, with
blue eyes, and dimples when he smiled, as he was doing right now,
looking at her. He gave the impression of being confident, sure of
himself with women. Even seated at the bar, she could see that he
was long, lean, and in great shape underneath the nicely tailored
grey suit he wore.

His friend seated on the heavier man’s left was
a sharp contrast to him, but still very attractive. This young man
was of average height, and was extremely handsome, with an
olive-skinned complexion, shiny, jet-black hair, and a smile that
displayed dazzlingly-white teeth against his tanned skin.

Not sure quite what to do in this
situation—she’d been married for eleven years now and only
frequented bars when she was part of a group or was accompanied by
her husband, so no one had sent her a complimentary,
let’s-get-acquainted drink in ages—she smiled tentatively at the
trio. That turned out to be the wrong thing to have done, because
the vaguely Latin-looking man on the end took encouragement from it
and immediately got to his feet. He came down the bar toward her
and Jane’s heart went raced into overdrive.

The closer he got the sexier and more confident
he looked, and his dark eyes seemed to her to hold a gleam that was
almost predatory in nature. She suddenly knew how a mouse must have
felt when it spotted the owl swooping in!

“Hi, I’m Art, Art Morrell,” the young man said,
extending his right hand as he got close enough to do so. “My
friends and I saw you sitting here alone and thought you might want
some company. We’re in town for the convention.”

“The convention,” Jane replied, feeling her face
begin to color as she gave the man’s hand a quick, firm,
business-like shake and then released it, “what convention is
that?”

“Communications Expo-East,” the young man said,
as if everyone would know that, “we’re in the cellular business.
What brings you to town…uh…?”

“Jane, I’m Jane Remington,” she blurted,
definitely not used to introducing herself to sexy young men in
bars, “I’m here from the Bay Area, San Francisco? My company does
motivational training seminars, to help client companies boost
sales.”

Art Morrell grinned broadly, displaying his
perfect, gleaming-white teeth once more. “You should give me your
card, Jane; our outfit could use some increased sales figures,
that’s for damned sure! This last year has been almost flat-line
for us, growth-wise.”

Jane smiled back, now on more familiar ground.
“Well, we might be able to help with that. Companies that sign up
with us usually report at least a ten percent jump in sales
production over the first year.”

The man reached into the inside pocket of his
suit coat and produced a leather card case. He took out one of his
business cards and handed it to her.

She read: Art Morrell, Vice President of
Sales; Northeastern Region. The card also contained the
familiar logo and name of one of the biggest cell phone companies
in the country.

“Would you like to join us at a table?” the
confident young man asked. “And tell us a little more about what
your company offers, and maybe dance a little?”

Jane flashed a skeptical smiled his way and then
laughed. “Dance…I don’t think I’ve ever closed a deal on the
dance floor before, Mr. Morrell.”

He grinned at her and said, in a placating
manner, “Call me Art, please. Hey, we’re here to see the trade show
and make some contacts and have a little fun. You’re a beautiful
woman, so you fit right into our plans, as far as the fun
part of that equation goes.”

When she continued to look disdainfully at him,
he hastened to add, “I just thought the four of us might talk,
maybe share a dance or two over the course of the evening. If I
like what I hear from you, I’ll give your card to my boss, Doug
Lassiter, tomorrow at the show. He’s in charge of sales,
nationally.”

After a long moment of silence, Art Morrell
said, almost shyly, “Listen, Jane, we’re harmless. All of us are
married, as I see you are.”

He was glancing down at her left hand; at the
magnificent ring set Teddy had bought for her eleven years ago. Art
Morrell said, “We’d just like a few drinks and to have a decent
time tonight, kicking around some ideas with you about sales and
maybe sharing a dance or two. What do you say, pretty lady, won’t
you take mercy on us, and brighten our otherwise dull evening a
little?”

Jane thought about it for a moment. It was
edging on toward ten, here in Boston, but it felt like seven in the
evening to her west coast-based internal clock.

Teddy will probably come in his jockey
shorts if I’m able to tell him I spent the evening drinking and
dancing with a trio of horny young guys, when I call him back later
tonight!

She loved that idea. Making at least part of her
husband’s goofy scenario come to pass might satisfy his fantasy
cravings for the whole trip.

Besides, she thought, what could it
hurt? These guys are practically still in diapers; way too young
for me. So it’s not likely I’m going to end up out on some moonlit
terrace with one of them, rubbing my body up against his hard cock
while we kiss, the way it happened in Teddy’s version of this
evening!

“Okay,” she said at last, making up her mind and
turning to gather up her purse and her fresh drink, “let’s dance,
Art.”

 



Chapter Three

The heavyset young man’s name was Bill Coolidge,
and he was from the south, New Orleans, Louisiana, to be exact. The
blond hunk was Tommy Preston, and he hailed from her neck of the
woods, California; Los Angeles, specifically.

And Art Morrell, who was based in Philadelphia,
had been right: they were all harmless. Bill even showed her
pictures of his two kids and his wife before he asked her to
dance.

After almost forty-five minutes of lively
conversation about the art of sales and closing deals, accompanied
by several more rounds of drinks and a dance with each of the young
men, Jane was feeling totally at ease. This was actually fun!

It was a lot better than sitting around her
hotel room, flipping through cable channels until she felt tired
enough to go to sleep. She couldn’t believe how wrong her first
impression of young Art had been, that he was a predator. As far as
she was concerned, it just went to prove how nervous Teddy’s
sexy-bar-meeting scenario had made her.

“Your husband doesn’t mind you traveling like
this?” Tommy Preston asked her as they toured around the floor for
their second dance together.

“Why would he?”

Tommy grinned and said, “You’re a great gal,
Jane, but damn, look at yourself! You’re a real beauty, too. Most
men might be a little nervous about a wife that looked the way you
do spending a lot of time alone, in fancy hotels, out on the
road.”

“He has faith in me, Tommy,” Jane answered,
smiling back. “I’m just an old married lady. Besides, I don’t
travel all that often. The guy who usually does the east-coast road
trips, like this one, is sick, so I’m pinch-hitting for him. I
normally work pretty close to our headquarters in San
Francisco.”

“Oh,” Tommy replied, as if that explained some
things. “That makes more sense to me. I just couldn’t see a guy
being comfortable with his wife traveling all around the country,
if she was as gorgeous as you are. I’d think he’d miss you too
much, for one thing.”

She laughed gaily and said, “Why, thank you,
Tommy.”

Narrowing her eyes suddenly, in a teasing
manner, she went on to say, “You’re not hitting on me, are
you, young man?”

He shook his head, still grinning. “No, I’d
never do that. You’re way out of my league, Jane. I can see that;
besides, if my wife, Angie, ever caught me romancing another
woman?”

He shook his head and winced at that thought and
then ended with, “She would kick me so hard in my tiny little dick
that it might never get hard again!”

Both of them roared with laughter at that. Jane
really liked these young men; all of them were bright, quick, and
had great senses of humor; truly a trio of nice guys.

The dance ended and they returned to the table.
Another drink sat in Jane’s spot.

“Jesus, boys, is the plan here to get me
completely hammered tonight?” she chided them as she slid back into
her chair.

“No, I think this is more like last call for us,
Janey,” Art Morrell told her, toasting her with his own fresh
cocktail. “That damned trade show starts at eight in the morning,
and it’s coming up on eleven, so I think this had better be my last
drink.”

The other two young men nodded their agreement.
Tommy said, “I’m not tired, like these two east coast lads, being
from California like you are, Jane. But I’ve got a presentation to
give tomorrow in our seminar room at the convention center, and I
really should get back up to my room and give it a final
polish.”

“Well, it’s sure been fun, guys,” she told them,
toasting them with her scotch and then taking a big drink of it.
“If you’ll excuse me, the powder room calls. All of these drinks
have to go somewhere, if you know what I mean. I’ll be back in a
few.”

She put the drink down on the table and got up.
The women’s rest room was just out the door and down the hall.

After she’d relieved herself, she got out her
cell phone. The elegant restroom-- done in marble, brass, and dark,
burnished hardwood--was empty, except for her, so she speed dialed
home.

“Hey,” Teddy’s voice instantly came on the line,
as if he’d been sitting with the phone in his hand, waiting for it
to ring, “how is the bar?”

“Full of handsome, horny young men, just like
you imagined it would be,” Jane told her husband teasingly. “And I
spent the night dancing with some of them, too, babe. What do you
think about that?”

Teddy laughed. “You did not, you big liar! Come
on, level with me. What was it like, wearing a hot outfit and going
into that bar alone?”

He paused for a moment and then asked, “You
did wear a hot outfit, didn’t you? You didn’t go down there
in your track suit, did you, Janey?”

She giggled, really starting to feel all of the
scotch she’d had tonight. “No, I have on that low-cut,
short-hemmed, really sexy black dress of mine, silly. And I really
did dance with a bunch of men tonight, so there!”

“You’ve had quite a bit to drink, haven’t you?”
he asked after a moment’s pause. “I can hear it in your voice.”

“You betcha’, mister,” she answered, giggling
again, feeling more than a little tipsy.

“It’s just like I said. I went down to the bar,
and these three guys bought me a drink and asked me to sit down
with them at a table, and so I did. And then we spent the night
drinking and dancing and carrying on together something
fierce.”

After letting her husband chew on that for a
little while—just to get back at him a bit for all of this
fantasy-bullshit he insisted in indulging in—Jane leaned against
the marble sink in the big bathroom and told him, in detail, about
her evening. Teddy sighed, and she sensed that her fanciful hubby
was clearly disappointed that the tall, handsome stranger from his
scenario hadn’t materialized, swept her off her feet, and out onto
that moonlit terrace as he’d imagined.

“Just three harmless sales guys looking for
someone to talk to, huh?” he finally asked.

“That’s about it,” she admitted. “But they were
sweet, Teddy. One of them even showed me pictures of his wife and
kids.”

Ted sighed again. “Well, at least you made the
effort. Thanks for that, babe.”

Jane shook her head, suddenly fed up with
hearing about and thinking about her husband’s fantasy. She
blurted, “Oh, grow up, Teddy! What would you do if I actually
had met someone who was totally hot in the bar tonight and
wanted to bed me? Would you encourage me to go upstairs with him?
Would you want me to go ahead and…and…fuck him?
Don’t you realize how way off base this little sexual daydream of
yours is, how it could totally destroy our marriage, if I ever
did do something like that?”

There was dead silence on the phone for at least
thirty seconds. At last, Ted’s voice came back on and said
apologetically, “I don’t know what to tell you, Janey. I can’t
explain it. It just sounds so unbelievably…hot to me, the
idea of you in bed with another man. I know its way kinky, and that
it will probably never happen in real life.”

He sounded contrite, chastened, as if the
potential seriousness of what he’d imagined her doing had finally
dawned on him. Jane smiled and said gently, her anger now
dissipated as quickly as it had surfaced, “Oh, Teddy, if I ever
cheated on you, it certainly wouldn’t be with some baby boy of a
salesman who was still in grade school when I finished high
school!”

Incorrigible to the end, Teddy laughed and said,
“Lots of women go for younger guys, you know, kitten; all of that
youthful stamina in bed, all of that sex drive.”

She laughed along with him and said, “Yeah,
because I’m such a sexual dynamo in the sack, right?”

Ted whispered urgently, “Oh, I don’t know,
Janey, you were pretty damned hot last night! I’m missing you a lot
right now, remembering the two of us in bed together yesterday
evening, especially now that Kim’s asleep and I’m sitting here all
alone.”

A soft smile crept onto her face as she
whispered back, “Yeah--that was pretty special at that, darling.
Keep that thought in mind tonight. And remember, I’ll be back soon
and we’ll do it all over again, goodnight, my darling Teddy.”

She closed the phone, breaking the connection.
After a brief look in the mirror at her hair and make up, she went
back out into the hallway, headed for the bar to finish her last
drink.

 



Chapter Four

Jane was slightly surprised to see only Art
Morrell and another man at the table when she re-entered the room.
Tommy and Bill had apparently called it a night and headed upstairs
in her absence.

As she got closer, she saw that this new man was
tall, elegantly dressed in what was no doubt a custom-tailored
suit, and that he was extremely attractive! A shiver went
through her whole body as she realized who this guy reminded her
of: he was exactly the sort of man she’d imagined
last night, when Teddy had whispered in her ear about the tall,
handsome stranger out on the moonlit terrace!

Both men got to their feet as they saw her
approaching the table. Art said, “Jane, this is Doug Lassiter, my
boss. Remember, I mentioned him earlier in the evening?”

“Of course,” Jane said, staring up at Doug
Lassiter’s sexy green eyes and ruggedly handsome face, “Mr.
Lassiter, I’m Jane Remington, with Action-Step Motivational
Seminars?”

“Art’s been telling me about you, and your
company,” Doug Lassiter replied, his smile little short of dazzling
as they shook hands. “What he didn’t tell me was that you were an
absolutely gorgeous woman, Jane. I’m so pleased to meet you.”

A tiny electric charge seemed to crackle up
Jane’s arm as they shook hands. She smiled deferentially and said,
“Why thank you, Mr. Lassiter, you’re very kind.”

“Call me Doug, please. And I’m not being kind,
I’m merely being truthful.”

Jane found, to her shock, that she didn’t want
to let go of Doug Lassiter’s hand. She just wanted to stand there,
holding it lightly, and staring up into those magical, sexy green
eyes of his!

And that’s what they are, she told
herself, as she peered into them. They’re not just another pair
of emerald green eyes; they seem to radiate
sexiness…there’s simply no other way to describe them.

“Won’t you join me for a drink, Jane? Art was
just taking his leave. We can talk a little about what your company
might have to offer us, if you’d like?”

Jane released his hand and sat down instantly.
She said a brief goodnight to Art as the young man left the table,
and then her attention was back on his oh, so yummy-to-look-at,
totally hottie of a boss.

She guessed Doug Lassiter’s age at thirty-five,
or thereabouts. He was tan and fit and quite tall, probably
six-foot four or five. Even his hair was special. It was thick and
wavy and salt and pepper in color; the premature grey lending an
aura of authority and power to his handsome face, making him seem
like an ‘old soul’, someone who possessed wisdom greater
than his years.

The cocktail waitress came over and took their
drink orders. Jane certainly didn’t need another drink—she felt
more than half drunk already—but handsome Doug was having a
martini, so she decided to have one more scotch, just to be
sociable.

He asked about the seminars her company gave,
and she launched into her standard pitch about the ten percent
increase in sales. Impressed by that, he asked for her business
card and she reached into her purse and gave him one.

The drinks came and they sipped them. He asked
her, “Where are you from, Jane?”

“I live in a community called Moraga, Doug. It’s
in the Bay Area, on the east side of the bay, not far from San
Francisco?”

He glanced down at her left hand, at the big
wedding set, and said, “Your husband is a lucky man. You’re a
memorable woman, Jane; poised, confident, and stunningly
attractive.”

She felt herself blush. Jane looked over at his
left hand and saw that he wore a ring as well.

Maybe I should tell him that he’s very
attractive, too, she thought.

But of course she didn’t. Somehow, it was okay
for a man to tell a woman he’d just met that she was gorgeous, but
for her to tell him the same thing might have given him the wrong
idea.

“This little combo isn’t bad, is it?”

“No, Art and I, and his friends shared a couple
of dances earlier, in between our spirited discussion of sales
techniques and deal closing strategies.”

“This is a nice tune. Shall we?”

He stood up and she couldn’t seem to help
herself. She did, too.

The band had begun a new song by the time they
made it over to the dance floor. They were now playing
Witchcraft. Jane recognized it immediately, her grandfather
having been a big Sinatra fan. She could almost hear Frank crooning
it as she stepped into Doug Lassiter’s embrace and they began to
move together.

How appropriate this particular song is,
she thought, since I feel like this guy is weaving some sort of
spell over me. I felt it when I first saw him up close, at the
table. There’s something just so…impossibly hot about him—he’s so manly, so confident, not to
mention handsome; he seems to effortlessly transmit some sort
of “I’m great in bed” sex vibe!

Almost before she knew it, she was dancing so
close to him that she felt as if their two bodies had melded into
one. She didn’t remember moving it there, but her head was now
resting against his chest. Had she been taller, they would have
been gliding around the dance floor cheek to cheek.

The song ended and another one started. The band
was reprising Autumn Leaves.

Wordlessly, the two of them stayed on the floor
and continued dancing. Doug’s hand slipped down off the small of
her back and came to rest atop her left ass cheek, the way Teddy’s
often did when they danced together.

Normally, she would have reached back and gently
moved the roving hand back up where it belonged but, somehow, it
just felt so right there that she left it in place, choosing
instead to nuzzle in closer to him, her breasts tight against his
lower chest. They moved together on the floor as if they were one
rhythmic entity, so closely joined that she could now feel his
stiff cock up against her as they danced.

God, it feels like a really nice one, she
thought, shocked by her own uncharacteristic boldness at not
pulling back away from him but, instead, pushing her hips forward,
intentionally rubbing his hardness against her tummy.

After the song was over, he guided her back over
to the table, staying behind her, where his hard on would be less
visible to the few people still left in the bar. They reached their
table and he sat down quickly, an embarrassed little smile on his
face.

He’d moved fast, but Jane had still managed to
sneak a quick peek at the tented front of his trousers. She was now
sure her first impression had been right—it was a big
one!

“I apologize,” he whispered across the table.
“That never happens to me; maybe when I was thirteen and first
started dancing with girls, but not now.”

She smiled shyly over at him. “It’s a natural
reaction. Don’t worry about it. It’s not the first time in my life
something like that has happened when I’ve danced with a man.”

He grinned charmingly and whispered, “I bet it
isn’t, not with a woman as sexy and attractive as you are,
Jane.”

She blushed; delighted that he thought she was
‘sexy’ and ‘attractive’. Her voice was soft as well
as she replied, “That sort of thing used to happen all the time,
when I was a teenager, and in college. I don’t go dancing that much
any more, now that I’m older and I have a small daughter at
home.”

“That’s a shame,” he told her, “because you’re a
terrific dancer. I could dance with you all night.”

Before she could answer, the band leader said
into the microphone, “That’s it for this evening, folks. We’ll be
here tomorrow night as well, from five o’clock Happy Hour until
just after eleven.”

There was a brief round of applause from the few
people still left in the bar. Glancing around at how empty the
lounge now was, Jane could see why the band didn’t play all the way
up until the bar’s closing time. If they had, they would probably
have ended up performing solely for the bartender.

“Well, it looks like we’ve danced our last dance
for tonight, in any case,” she told Doug, her voice sounding more
than a little disappointed, even to her. “They roll up the
sidewalks pretty early, here in Boston on a Monday night, don’t
they?”

He smiled at her and said, “They seem to, at
that.”

After a brief pause and another sip of his
almost empty martini, he said, “Hey, I’ve got an idea. Why don’t
you come up to my suite for a little while? I noticed earlier, when
I first checked in, that they have full cable access in the rooms,
including all of the music channels. We could dial up some dance
music and enjoy another twirl or two around the living room, if
you’d like.”

Jane’s heart lurched in her chest. She thought
about Teddy and his idiot fantasy featuring her dancing with a
tall, sexy stranger, and then letting him sweep her off onto the
moonlit terrace to make out with him.

His hotel room is way more dangerous
territory than any terrace, she thought to herself, what
with the bed being just a few feet away
from the living room.

Stalling for time as she thought about whether
or not she wanted to accept his thinly-veiled offer--knowing that
in reality, it was an invitation to do a lot more than dance--she
finished her scotch and said firmly, “I doubt my husband would like
the idea of me being up in a stranger’s hotel suite, dancing cheek
to cheek with him. And I don’t imagine your wife would be too
pleased with it, either, do you?”

He gave her that devastatingly charming,
clit-stirring smile of his once again and whispered back, “You’re
probably right, but I have a solution to that problem.”

“Oh,” she looked back at him, her nipples
firming up inside her skimpy bra, “and just what would that
be?”

“I don’t plan to tell her.”

 



Chapter Five

Jane’s heart quit pounding when he said that—it
seemed to stop entirely for long seconds! She took a deep breath,
remembering her phone conversation with Teddy in the lady’s room
earlier, about there being no danger of her cheating on him with
some young salesman.

She further remembered what she’d gone on to say
about his fantasy being dangerous, potentially deadly to
their marriage. And she also recalled how he’d come back with how
hot the idea of her in bed with another man sounded to
him.

I wonder if he’d still feel that way now,
she asked herself? Because Doug Lassiter isn’t some little boy
salesman; he’s big, tall, sexy stud of a man. And if I accept his
invitation to come up to his suite, we’re going to do a lot more
than dance. That much is obvious!

“So,” Doug said at that moment, “how does that
sound to you, gorgeous? Would you like to come up and share another
dance or two?”

Jane snatched her purse from the table and
abruptly got to her feet, saying, “Let me think about that
for a moment, okay? I have to use the lady’s room.”

Once inside the restroom, she checked the stalls
and found them all to be empty. She took out her phone and hit the
speed dial.

It was still only about eight o’clock on the
west coast and Teddy answered on the second ring. She heard him
mute the television before he said, “Hey, babe, calling again so
soon? What’s up?”

Jane began to pace up and down in the bathroom,
the phone against her cheek, thinking about how to start this
monumentally awkward conversation. What was she supposed to
say?

Hey, darling, I met this incredibly hot guy
who wants to take me upstairs and fuck my lights out. Is that okay
with you? Do you really want your fantasy to come true, because I
can make that happen in about twenty minutes from now!

She shook her head to clear the scotch-induced
cobwebs and help her focus. What about her--did she really want to do this?

I’ve been happily married to Teddy for
eleven years. In all that time, I’ve never even thought about an
affair, never considered it for a moment.

She mulled that over for a moment, examining it.
She supposed this couldn’t really be classified as an
affair. Doug had mentioned earlier, when they’d been making
small talk, that he lived in Chicago. So, if she did allow this to
happen, tonight would be a one-night stand, nothing more than that.
It would be more an once-in-a-lifetime sexual adventure than an
affair!

“Uh, Teddy,” she finally began, her voice
cracking with nervousness, “I…I went back out into the bar after I
talked to you earlier.”

“Yeah, that’s cool.”

“There…there was a man there, at the
table, talking to Art, one of the kids I was dancing with?”

Teddy didn’t reply, waiting for her to go on.
She took a deep breath.

“This guy is no kid. He’s the national sales
manager for the company. He’s about thirty-five, tall, really
good-looking and….and, I guess you’d have to say
he’s…sexy.”

She heard Teddy suck in his breath on the other
end of the line. He stammered, “Uh, did you…did you dance with him,
too?”

“I did,” she blurted guiltily. “He’s a really
good dancer.”

There was almost a minute of dead silence. At
last, Ted asked, “So, kitten, why are you calling me?”

After another pause, Jane answered haltingly,
“This guy, his name is Doug; he asked me up to his room for another
dance or two, since the band quit playing for the night a little
while ago.”

Teddy didn’t say anything. When he at last broke
his silence, he said, in a breathy, excited-sounding whisper, “Are
you going to do it? Are you actually going up to his room with
him?”

Jane agonized. She could hear it in her
husband’s voice: he wanted her to go.

But there was something else there, too. Fear;
she could hear just a hint of fear in Teddy’s breathless tone as
well.

He was clearly afraid of what it would mean to
their marriage if she went upstairs with Doug. Her husband knew as
well as she did that there would be a lot more than dancing going
on in the room tonight if she elected to accompany this sexy new
suitor of hers upstairs.

“What should I do?” she asked plaintively,
desperate for his help in making this fateful decision.

“Do what feels right to you,” he answered
quickly.

“What the hell is that supposed to
mean?”

After yet another lapse in the conversation,
Teddy said, “It means that I give you carte blanche to do whatever
you want tonight, Janey. Have a wonderful time. All I ask is that
you tell me about it, every little detail, once we’re back in bed
together. Agreed?”

Jane swallowed hard, her heart racing into
overdrive. “Agreed; oh, and Teddy?”

“Yes?”

“I love you. I love you with all my heart!
Please remember that.”

She closed the phone and looked at her hair and
make up. Her hand trembling with nervousness, she dropped the phone
into her purse and went back out to the bar to begin her new career
as an adulteress.

Doug had another round of drinks sitting on the
table and Jane was grateful. She was already more than slightly
drunk or she wouldn’t be doing this in the first place, but a
little more liquid courage certainly couldn’t hurt. She downed half
of the scotch in her glass in two big swallows.

“So, what have you decided?” Doug asked her,
sipping at his martini. “Do we dance, lovely lady?”

She drained the rest of her scotch, her scared
blue eyes never leaving his seductive green ones and said, simply,
her voice cracking with nervousness, “Yes, we do. Let’s dance,
handsome.”

****

The ride up to his suite was awkward. Doug
played it cool. He didn’t put his arm around her or attempt to hold
her hand or make any other sort of overt move. And she couldn’t
think of anything to talk about that wouldn’t sound contrived and
forced, so they didn’t speak.

Once on his floor, just one level above hers,
they made their way down the hall and he swiped his key card in the
lock. The suite was huge, larger than hers, even though it had only
the one bedroom, with a separate living room/sitting room, and a
set of double doors that were standing open, the big bedroom
visible through them.

“How about another scotch on the rocks?” he
suggested smoothly as he crossed the room to the mini-bar, taking
off his suit coat and hanging it on the back of one of the four
chairs surrounding a small dining table near the bar.

“That would be great,” she replied, stooping
down to pick up the remote from the coffee table and switch on the
big screen television, which was mounted like an oil painting over
the faux fireplace.

The cable carrier the hotel patronized was the
same one she had at home, so Jane had no trouble finding and
flipping through the music channels until she came to one that
played popular music from the forties, fifties, and sixties. As if
by fate, the first few bars of Frank Sinatra’s classic rendition of
Witchcraft, with Nelson Riddle’s orchestra in the
background, suddenly filled the big room.

“Here’s to the rest of our evening together,
beautiful,” Doug said, handing her the Chivas on the rocks.

She clicked rims and smiled nervously at him,
and then took a big sip of her drink. After a moment, he took the
glass back from her, put both it and his martini on the nearby
coffee table, and took her in his arms.

Wordlessly, they began to move around the room,
her head snuggled up against his chest, his arms slipping around
her back in more of an embrace than a standard dance position. She,
in turn, slid her arms around his waist and pushed her breasts
against his chest, her nipples already feeling stiff and sensitive
behind her thin bra.

After only a few more bars of the song, his
hands slipped down onto her ass cheeks. He squeezed them gently and
she sighed as the lips of her vagina slid against one another. He
confidently began to knead her supple butt flesh, and that had the
effect of rubbing the halves of her pussy together like the twin
sides of a juicy split peach.

I’m wet; she thought to herself, not
really surprised, I’m as wet as I can be.

And she knew that he could feel how hard her
nipples were against him, now that his suit coat was gone and there
was just his white shirt, her dress, and the flimsy bra cups
separating their bodies. With a final little squeeze, he moved his
right hand off her left butt mound and slid it around in front,
bringing his forefinger up under her chin, gently lifting her head
off his chest so that she was staring up at him as they danced.

He bent low and kissed her for the first time,
his tongue sliding out to caress her closed lips. Jane moaned with
a building passion that seemed to flash through her whole body. She
opened her mouth to him, letting his tongue slide inside.

Fuck, fuck, fuck, this isn’t me;
she thought in a near panic, her heart hammering within her chest,
I’m not like this! I don’t cheat on Teddy!

But Doug’s tongue felt so incredibly sexy and
forbidden, dancing across hers. And her…her…pussy was simply
gushing out lubricant!

Doug dropped his right hand back down onto her
ass cheek and began squeezing both of them in unison again as they
shared the sensual kiss, her breasts jerking against his broad
chest, her tongue going wild against his. Jane moaned again,
knowing deep within her heart that she was as good as lost.

I’m doing this, she realized in that
instant, I’m really going to let this hot, sexy
stranger…fuck me tonight!


Chapter Six

They danced two more dances. By the time the
second one was over, Jane was panting with pure lust.

Doug’s hands had roamed during the last dance,
up from her ass and around to the front of her dress. He’d inched
back away from her a little, so that he could slip his palms up her
belly and onto her breasts, gently squeezing and kneading them as
they’d continued the dance, his lips never leaving hers.

Oh, Teddy, forgive me, darling--she
thought as Doug twisted her very erect nipples through her dress
and bra, doing it lightly, with just the amount of pressure she
craved—driving her absolutely crazy with desire--but this guy is
pushing all of the right buttons, and I’m so
fucking horny tonight, all of a sudden!

She thought, how can that be, after that
wonderful orgasm you had with your husband, just last night, when
you were fantasizing with him about something exactly like this
happening to you?

Jane realized in that instant that last night
was a big part of what tonight was all about. Doug was the living,
breathing epitome of the handsome stranger she had fantasized about
while she’d been fucking Teddy. He was—at least
in her mind--the mystery man who had made her go
off so spectacularly, as she’d daydreamed about being seduced, in
Boston, exactly as she was allowing herself to be seduced right
this moment. Doug Lassiter was her and Teddy’s fantasy come to
life.

Damn Teddy and his sexy scenarios. And damn
him for telling me that this was okay…that I had…carte blanche to be as bad as I wanted to be
tonight!

Doug chose that second to move his hands off her
breasts and back down onto her ass. His grip was tighter now as he
squeezed her taut butt cheeks, more insistent—as if he was
confident that he now owned them for the night—his firm grip
sending a lightning bolt of ecstasy through her as yet untouched
clit.

She moaned and mindlessly pushed her
super-aroused nipples into his chest while they kissed. With a
start, she realized that she was now running her tongue all over
his tongue while she nursed at it with her lips, as if it was a
small pink cock that she was busily sucking off!

Doug pulled his mouth away, gasping for breath,
his green eyes betraying his own intense excitement as he stared
into hers. He panted, “God, but you’re something, Jane! I don’t
think I’ve ever met a more exciting woman in my life than you.”

He mashed his lips down onto hers once more and
shoved his tongue back where it had been, his hands coming up to
undo her dress and then unzip it all the way down to her pantyhose
and pink thong. She made no protest, didn’t try to wriggle out of
his grasp, as he unsnapped her bra and pulled the two halves
apart.

In seconds, she found herself standing in a
stranger’s arms, her breasts bare, her dress and bra down around
her feet, resting on top of her Jimmy Choos. Doug’s strong arms
were back around her, his hands running all over her naked back and
down onto her pantyhose. He slipped both hands under the dual
elastic waistbands of her thong and pantyhose and began to knead
her naked ass cheeks as if he were squeezing a rubber exercise
ball.

A fireball of pre-come sensation gripped her
pussy and she groaned and pushed her uncovered tits into his shirt
all the harder. Her firm little mounds jerked in unison against his
muscular chest, in perfect time with her clenching lower lips. Doug
made a sound that was almost a growl of pure lust and forced her
panties and pantyhose downward with the back of his hands, over her
ass cheeks and down past the tops of her thighs.

He slid one big hand, his left one, up onto her
right breast and toyed with her bare nipple as they continued to
suck tongue together. His right hand moved around to the front of
her now mostly naked body, and his middle finger slipped easily up
into her soaking-wet pussy lips.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!” Jane moaned, as the delving
finger glided up into her, across her pumped-full clit.

Too turned on at this point to even attempt
playing coy, she ground her hips down onto the invading finger as
he worked it in and out of her slippery opening. She shuddered, on
the brink of an orgasm already, her tongue going crazy against
his.

“Let’s go in the bedroom, beautiful, so I can
explore this luscious little body of yours properly, all right?” he
managed to gasp as he pulled his mouth from hers again.

In moments, Jane found herself lying, completely
naked, atop the king bed in the other room, watching while Doug
hurried out of his tie, shirt, and trousers. She stared up at him,
a languid little, Mona Lisa-like,
I-can’t-believe-I’m-about-to-get-fucked smile on her face as
he sat briefly on the bed and yanked off his shoes and socks.

Standing back up, he shucked his boxer shorts
down and off his hips, baring his cock to her gaze for the first
time. Free of restraint by the boxers, it stood out away from a
very impressive set of balls, hard and throbbing and ready for
sex.

Holy fucking Christ, she thought as she
stared at it, I knew it was a good-sized one from earlier, when
we were dancing. But this is amazing!

Doug hurried onto the bed, his huge prick
waggling all over the place as he scooped her into his arms once
more. Just before their lips met again, she sneaked a look
downward.

That thing is at least nine inches long and
it’s as big around as a Coke bottle!

As they kissed, Jane thought of Teddy’s
nice-sized cock, the cock that had pleased her so wonderfully so
many times over the last eleven years. It was perhaps six inches
long, and thick—or at least that’s the way she might have described
it, had you asked her to do so—before tonight.

Now she knew that it wasn’t particularly thick;
at least not compared the one nestled up against her belly right at
the moment, its owner’s lips on hers. Doug’s was thick. No, that
wasn’t right, either; Doug’s was…massive!

Did she even want massive, she asked
herself? Experimentally, she reached down and wrapped her hand
around the swollen hunk of male muscle.

A tiny electric-like jolt shot through her as
she fisted the huge prick for the first time, and she decided,
right then and there, that she most definitely did want to
experience massive! She’d never been with anyone who was even close
to being as magnificently well-endowed as Doug Lassiter. And Teddy
had urged her to ‘go for it’ not an hour ago—so why not?

I’ll never get another chance like this in my
life, she told herself. This is probably going to the big
sexual adventure of my entire lifetime, so I am going for it, just like Teddy advised me to.

Doug stopped kissing her and eased her down onto
her back. He eyed her small but perfect breast mounds hungrily and
leaned down to suck half of the left one into his lips. Jane sighed
and eagerly pushed her back up off the bed, feeding him even more
of her solid little hillock of tit.

His tongue felt incredible on her
teased-to-absolute-fullness nipple. She closed her eyes and ran her
hands through his sexy salt and pepper hair, moaning out her
pleasure as he went from bud to bud, kissing, licking, and
occasionally even nipping at them with his sharp front teeth.

“Oh, oh, God, yes…suck ‘em for me, bite them!”
she begged him shamelessly. “You do ‘em so nice…you make them feel
so wonderful, Doug!”

He slid his right hand down her belly and found
her pussy mouth again, plunging the middle finger back inside her,
as it had been earlier, in the front room. Changing nipples yet
again, he began to slowly finger her and Jane couldn’t help but
make little I’m-about-to-come noises as she moved her ass
around the mattress and used her hand to press his head closer to
her throbbing tit.

As her involuntary gyrations reached a fever
pitch, and her groans filled the bedroom, he pulled his mouth off
her breast and said, “Don’t come yet, darling. I’ve got to
taste that sweet little pussy of yours first!”

He slowly withdrew his finger from her
ready-to-explode lower lips as he spoke, his eyes never leaving
hers, and then slipped the glistening-wet finger into his mouth,
tonguing off her pussy nectar and swallowing it with a big
smile.

Jane shivered; hanging right on the edge of a
major orgasm, just watching him do that. This guy was so
fucking sexy! He leaned down and kissed her between her
pulsing breasts and then began a tantalizingly slow progression
down her lower chest and tummy, nibbling and kissing his way
lower.

Oh, God, holy God, this guy is hot! She thought mindlessly wriggling around on the
bed, so aroused that she felt she could come at any second.

His teasing lips and tongue against her warm
skin felt like exquisite, agonizingly beautiful torture! She
trembled from head to toe as he moved over between her spread legs
and got onto his stomach. When she felt the first wisp of his hot
breath on her mons she sucked in her own breath and fought to keep
from coming before his tongue or lips even touched her.

“So much hair,” he murmured as he ran his tongue
tip up one side of her labia, onto her clit, and then rapidly down
the other side, “I’m not used to seeing this much pubic fur; most
girls nowadays either shave their pussies bald or have them
waxed.”

He grinned up at her and then added, “I kind of
like it; its sort natural and sexy looking, somehow.”

And then his mouth was pressed up against her
lower lips as if he was kissing them, and his lively, oh, so expert
tongue was piercing her, wiggling against her swollen clitty as it
disappeared inside. Jane tensed, her orgasm right there…

Doug reached up and claimed the erect little
pink buds on both her breasts with his fingertips. He twisted them
lightly as his tongue went wild on her pussy.

The shockwave of erotic excitement generated in
her nipples and her clit shot downward and upward simultaneously,
meeting somewhere in the middle; her resulting climax explosive and
total. The searing, heart-stopping release seized her whole being
and she closed her eyes, threw her head back and screamed out her
intense pleasure. Her ass came up off the mattress and her toes
curled sharply downward as the orgasm tore through her.

 



Chapter Seven

The best, Jane’s frantic consciousness
recorded in amazement, this has got to be one of the best comes
I’ve ever experienced in my whole life!

The massive orgasm rolled on and on, Doug’s
talented tongue and lips coaxing wave after wave of orgasmic-fury
from her spasming pussy and jerking tits. She thrashed her head
from side to side, whimpered at how intense it was, and simply held
on as best she could.

“So goooooooooood!” She finally managed
to moan after what seemed like an eternity of pure ecstasy. “Oh,
God, you’re making me come so fucking goooooooooooood!”

She bucked and gasped and made a series of
guttural little animal noises of out-and-out joy. When the magical
twinges of pleasure finally began to ebb, she fell back onto the
mattress and lay panting for breath, a beatific smile of utter
satisfaction on her face.

After a long pause, Jane whispered, “God, I’m
glad I’m not married to you!”

He gave that unexpected statement a questioning
look and she grinned back and said, “My heart couldn’t take it.
Your wife must be an athlete.”

Moving up next to her, his mouth and chin shiny
with her orgasmic fluids, he said, “Oh, I don’t make her come that
well every time.”

She felt his steely hardness against her leg as
he turned her toward him and took her body in his arms again. He
whispered to her, “But I bet she comes really hard after I get home
from this trip and fuck her while I’m telling her all about
tonight.”

Jane’s eyes shot open with surprise. She
blurted, “You’re going to tell her about this, about me,
about us being…together, like this?”

“If you don’t mind, I’m going to. I won’t give
her your name, of course, but I’d definitely like to tell her all
about the stunning little hottie from San Francisco I spent the
night with.”

“Oh, am I spending the whole night?”

He leaned forward, his lips inches from hers,
and said, “Of course you are, we’ve only just begun to get
acquainted, Janey Remington. There’s so much more I want to know
about you and that fantastic little body of yours.”

He reached down and gripped his enormous hard on and rubbed the
head against her belly, his leaking pre-come making it glide
sensually against her soft flesh. Jane shivered, desperately
wanting to feel that huge thing inside her, her former reluctance
totally gone now. She was still as completely aroused as she could
ever remember being, despite the furious orgasm she’d just
enjoyed.

“She doesn’t mind sharing that whopper of yours
with other women?” she asked, reaching down and taking it from him,
continuing to rub it against her tummy.

“Not as long as I’m careful who I’m with and
don’t bring back any nasty diseases. And so long as I tell her all
about it afterward; what I did, what you did, how hot it all
felt.”

Jane quivered at the thought of that,
remembering what Teddy had said about him being okay with whatever
she did tonight, as long as she told him all about it the next time
they were in bed together. Could it be that Teddy and Doug’s wife
were afflicted with the same kinky need to share their spouses with
others and then hear all about what happened later?

“Is the sex incredible between you two, after
you tell her how you cheated on her?”

“It’s off the Richter scale, baby; you have no
idea. We fuck like a pair of oversexed teenagers on those nights,
trust me.”

Jane shivered again; wondering if she and Teddy
were going to have the same sort of sexy, torrid relationship the
Lassiters shared. Would the details of her naughty adventure in bed
with a stranger tonight be as exciting for him as Doug’s revealed
transgressions were for his wife?

The big cock jerked in her fist. She glanced up
at its owner.

He said, “You had the sexiest, hottest
expression on your face just then. What were you thinking
about?

She just smiled back at him and slid a little
lower, dragging her once-more erect nipples across his chest as she
scooted downward, his cock still gripped in her fist. Jane
whispered, “Two things; first, what my husband will say and do when
I tell him about tonight, about my spending it with you, in this
bed.”

Still staring boldly, tantalizingly up at him,
her face came level with his enormous erection, she murmured, “And
this…I was thinking about doing this, darling.”

She engulfed the head of his prick in between
her lips and nursed gently on it as she ran her tongue all around
it.

Doug drew in a ragged breath. His whole long,
sexy body suddenly went as stiff as his cock.

Jane pushed her face forward, the big, plum-like
head sliding further into her mouth and nudging into the beginnings
of her throat. She kept running her tongue around it, eagerly
swallowing his steady leakage of pre-come.

God, that stuff tastes nice, she thought.
It’s a little sweeter than Teddy’s, and there so much of it! I bet Doug shoots a bucketful of come when
he goes off. Good thing I’m on the pill.

“Oh, God, baby, I never would have dreamed that
a loyal little wife like you, who’s so new to fooling around on her
husband, could suck a cock so well,” he groaned just then, as she
got two more inches of him stuffed into her mouth and throat and
began to slowly bob her head in and out.

Truthfully, Jane didn’t know how much of what
he’d just said was flattery and how much was truth. She
could really suck a cock, it was true. But Teddy’s had been
the only one she’d sucked in what seemed like forever and, because
of the size difference between his and Doug’s, sucking her
husband’s was no challenge at all, compared to going down on this
one.

The biggest guy she’d ever sucked before now,
back in high school or college had been bigger than Teddy—he’d been
a boy she’d met during her junior year in college and had gone
steady with for a few months—but even his long, fat dick had been
nowhere near the size of this throbbing monster!

“That’s the girl, Janey, just relax your gag
reflex and take as much of it as you can without choking,” Doug
urged her just then, the flat of his right hand against the back of
her head, urging her mouth forward a little more on each
in-stroke.

She did as he wanted, and soon, almost every
last one of his nine or so inches was disappearing between her
sucking lips with each forward thrust of her head. In addition,
Doug was pushing his hips outward just slightly, gently fucking her
mouth as if was a second pussy while she blew him.

This is so hot, so incredibly sexy…sucking a
huge prick like this one. I never thought I’d be doing something
this naughty, this wild, in a million years!

She reached around in back of Doug with her left
hand, across the top of his right hip as he lay on his left side
with her facing him, lying on her right. Jane dug her nails into
his muscular ass cheek and pulled him in toward her face, forcing
even more of his gliding dick into her throat and teasing his ass
at the same time. Her tongue was still dancing around and around
his hard flesh as she sucked.

“Oh, baby, do you ever know how to give a
blowjob!” Doug sighed. “God, what hot little cocksucker you are.
Your husband is one lucky man!”

Jane gurgled happily around her new lover’s
gigantic cock and sucked even harder. His nasty praise of her
skills as a bed partner sent a heavy shudder of forbidden
excitement flowing through her, and she resolved once more to make
Doug’s words true when she returned home from this trip: she was
going to start sucking Teddy’s much smaller prick for him all the
time again, and letting him come in her mouth, too.

After all, if she could do this for a
stranger--and get unbelievably turned on by doing it--then surely
she could do the same for her wonderful husband, couldn’t she?

You bet I can, she thought, swallowing
more of Doug’s thick, oily, slightly sweet- tasting pre-come,
and I will. I’m going to suck your cute cock so great for you,
when I get home, Teddy, I promise!

“Fuck, stop, honey,” Doug begged her just then,
moving his hand around from the back of her head to the front,
placing his palm flat against her forehead, halting her in
mid-suck. “I’m all for a complete blowjob, later; if you still feel
like doing it.”

He drew back, pulling his glistening-with-saliva
cock out of her mouth and then rolling her onto her back next to
him. A huge smile of pure excitement on his handsome face, he got
in between her legs and up onto his knees.

“But right now, I’ve just got to fuck this cute,
furry little twat of yours,” he continued, rubbing his slick cock
head all over her wet lips and up onto her enlarged clit.

He tapped the throbbing bundle of nerve endings
lightly with the big knob of flesh and Jane moaned and closed her
eyes. The sensations his prick tip was causing to shoot clear
through her lower body were so intense that she could do little
else but shiver beneath him and groan with passion.

God help me, but I am
a cheating slut of a wife, she thought, because I want
him! I want him to do just that—to fuck me
with that giant cock of his!

She didn’t have to wait long for her status as a
strayed wife to be complete. Doug eased his surreally large cock
head into her. Jane’s tight little lips resisted for long moments
but, in the end, the slickness of her saliva coating his prick tip
and her own wildly flowing sex lube won out and he popped
inside.

“Oh, oh, go slow, please,” she gasped as he fed
a few inches of rigid dick, fronted by that formidable knob of hard
flesh, down into her slippery sheath, “you’re so damned big!”

“The better to fuck you with, babydoll,”
Doug grinned as he pushed his hips downward, filling her
completely, further than she’d ever been penetrated before.

Jane twisted her head to the side in a weird
combination of slight discomfort and pure ecstasy as his bristly
pubic thatch kissed her pussy mouth. She realized, with a start,
that she had all of his massive cock inside her now.

Oh, massive feels so
strange! She told herself. Massive feels
stretched open and rammed full--oh, so
full--of a cock that’s not supposed to be inside me!

He pulled out just slightly and then slid all
the way back in again, smiling down at her; looking handsome, sexy,
and totally in control. Doug leaned down, pinned her back to the
bed with his chest, and kissed her passionately as he began to take
what had belonged solely to her husband before tonight.

It feels so odd, to be doing this with
someone other than Teddy, Jane thought, her arms coming up to
wrap themselves around her new lover’s muscular upper body, her
ankles automatically locking into place over his hunching ass.

It was odd, and totally different, and
yet the same. Fucking, she mused—the physical act of allowing a
man’s cock into your body and screwing him back as he did you with
it—was pretty much the same, whether it was the familiar prick you
were used to, or another, much larger one.

That’s what’s so intense about this, she
suddenly realized as a tiny spasm of sexual excitement fluttered
through her stuffed-open pussy walls. That’s the key to why this
feels so sexy, so sensual and arousing. It’s because he’s
not my husband. He’s someone I barely
know…he’s like a fantasy that has somehow been made real!

Another, even stronger, flurry of sensation
rippled through her cunny as Doug banged it harder and faster, his
huge cock picking up speed as she became more used to its length
and girth filling and emptying her. She realized, with a start,
that his dick was so big around that her pussy was stretched much
tighter around it, which served to pull her super-aroused her clit
downward, and into almost constant contact with his long, gliding
shaft.

It’s starting to feel so good! She
thought. It’s starting to feel fantastic, prying me open,
ramming in so deep, and setting my poor clitty on fire as he fucks me!

After another minute of the torrid penetration,
another huge pre-orgasmic contraction gripped her pussy. It opened
and closed around Doug’s driving cock.

He pulled his lips from hers and whispered, “Is
it starting to feel nice, Janey…does my big dick feel good in that
tight little pussy of yours?”

Jane bit her lower lips as another searing blast
of pre-come arousal flowed through her whole body, his thick shaft
spearing into her again and again. She ran her hands over his broad
shoulders and nodded, moaning, “Oh, God, yes; you’re going to make
me come again, baby. You’re fucking me so great!”

She felt a little like she was betraying Teddy,
in praising her handsome seducer so lovingly, but she couldn’t help
it. Doug was hammering her right up to heaven with that mega-cock
of his, and every time she looked up at him, her heart raced at how
gorgeous he was, how sexy and in-charge, at how …flat-out hot this new, taboo lover of hers was!

And he wants me; she thought
triumphantly, this macho, major hunk of a guy wants
me. He wants to fuck me…and oh, God, do
I ever want him to!

“Oh, give it to me,” she groaned as another,
even more intense spasm gripped her, “Oh, God, Doug, fuck me hard
and come in my pussy!”

A shark-like grin appeared on his face and he
really started to bang her. Jane gasped and held on, her firm
little handfuls of tit jiggling wildly on her chest as he picked up
the pace, his huge dick now flying in and out of her gripping pussy
sheath, setting it aflame with building passion.

“Gonna’ come,” she managed to pant after another
minute or so of his furious fucking. “You’re making me come again,
you stud!”

Doug’s eyes rolled back in his head and he
gasped loudly. She felt a torrent of semen suddenly erupting into
her cunny in steady, jetting spurts. The fiery cock cream filled
her instantly and washed back out of her as his dick slid back for
yet another penetration.

“Oh, fuuuuuccckkkkk, Jane screamed as the
thick, heavy spunk inundated her throbbing clit, ratcheting her
orgasm upward, to levels of ecstasy she’d never visited before.

She clung frantically to him as her pussy
continued to explode around his pistoning cock, wailing out her joy
as she came and came. Doug moaned right along with her and fucked
her until his balls finally stopped spewing out come.

“Jesus, what a great fuck you are, Jane!” he
wheezed happily as he pulled his softening dick from her
overflowing pussy lips a full minute later.

She smiled up at him, proud he thought that, and
managed to pant, “So are you, baby, so are you!”

 



Chapter Eight

They lolled about in bed, now under the covers,
for long minutes after that first savage, explosive fuck was over.
She marveled at how good his touch felt to her, even though her
desire for him was satisfied, at least for the moment.

“Do you always find a woman to share your bed
with when you travel?” she asked him, running her fingertips over
his cheek, staring into those mesmerizing green eyes of his.

“God, no,” he laughed. “I’m very picky about who
I sleep with, so I end up sleeping alone most of the time.”

He slipped his arms around her and whispered,
“And when I do find someone and we hit it off, the sex isn’t always
sensational, like what we had together just now. It’s rare to find
someone that you can really feel comfortable with and with whom you
can share that special sexual…connection at the same
time.”

“Do we connect?” she asked, in a teasing
tone.

“Do we ever?” he smiled back. “You’re the only
woman I’ve ever met who rivals my wife in pure, unrestrained
passion, Janey; and in the ability to really reach me on a bunch of
different levels, not just sexually.”

Jane blinked, thinking about that. She realized
that, somehow, against all odds, it was true.

She felt so at ease, so right here, in
bed with Doug. It was almost as if she’d known him forever, instead
of just meeting him down in the bar a little while ago. She was
almost as comfortable in his arms, she realized with a start, as
she was in Teddy’s.

How could that be?

“I could be married to you,” he posited just
then, as if he’d been reading her thoughts. “If I hadn’t met my
wife and you hadn’t met your husband, we could be together as a
couple. I got that vibe from you when we first met
downstairs. I knew right away that you and I were going to be
special.”

She laughed, a little disconcerted by what he’d
said, and came back with, “You mean you sensed that you could
seduce me, right?”

Now it was his turn to chuckle and he did.
“Yeah, I knew immediately that we were going to end up here, in bed
together, but that’s not what I mean. I’ve fucked scads of girls in
my life, Janey, but I sensed our time together was going to mean a
lot more than that, right from the time you first said
‘hello’.”

Jane was riveted to what he was saying now,
because she had to admit, she’d sensed something different about
him right away, too, now that she thought back on it. It was true
that he was tall and attractive and sexy as all get out, but she’d
met a lot of gorgeous men over the years. But she’d never before
found herself sharing a bed with one of them, let alone doing that
an hour after they’d first met!

“We really fit together,” he went on to explain,
kissing her lightly on the cheek. “You teach advanced sales
techniques. I’m a master salesman. You’re a knockout of a woman and
I’m a good-looking guy. I sense that your family is very important
to you—in spite of our current circumstance—and I’m that way,
too.”

He shot her a canny look that quickly turned
into a proud one as he said, “I have two daughters and a son, and
they mean the world to me; how about you?”

“One daughter who’s seven,” Jane admitted.
“She’s a little angel and the center of my universe.”

“My oldest is eleven.” He shook his head. “She’s
going to be a little heartbreaker in a couple of years. She takes
after her mom, incredibly pretty, playful, irresistible to boys
already—and she knows it.”

That struck a cord with Jane. She had to admit
it, she was intensely curious about Doug’s beautiful, sexy wife,
who was not only okay with his little…dalliances, but who
apparently reveled in hearing all about them.

“I’ve got to ask,” she began, uncertain as to
how to proceed, “does your wife believe in tit for tat? Does
she…’entertain’ the occasional man while you’re away on
trips?”

Doug laughed. “No, and as strange and unfair as
it might seem, I think it would kill me if I ever found out that
she did. As often as I’ve cheated on her in the past, she swears
she’s never once cheated on me. And I believe her.”

He shook his head at the inequity of their
“arrangement” and added, “That’s not her thing, thank God. She
loves to hear all about what I’ve done, and who I’ve done it
with…that really gets her motor running. But she doesn’t have any
desire to have sex with anyone but me.”

After a moment of silence, he asked, “I have
never quite understood that, to tell you the truth, even though
she’s tried to explain it to me many times, over the years. Is it
some sort of woman thing? Do you get where she’s coming
from, Jane?”

“Not entirely,” she replied, “but I have to say,
my husband is the same way, sort of. He claims that this fantasy he
has about me fucking another man turns him on like absolutely
nothing else does.”

She did a double take and then giggled. “I
guess, after tonight, his fantasy isn’t strictly a fantasy
anymore, now is it?”

He nodded. “How do you think he’ll react to that
when he finds out, or are you simply not going to tell him?”

She shook her head. “I called him earlier
tonight, when I excused myself to use the bathroom? I told him that
I had met a man I could see myself fulfilling his fantasy with,
if he really wanted me to do that. I gave him the
choice.”

“And what did he say about it?”

“I’m here, naked, in bed with you, with a big
load of your come inside me. What do you think he said?”

“He must be one confident man, giving you the
green light for tonight like that.”

“He knows I love only him, Doug, as I suspect
your wife knows you love only her. Am I right?”

He nodded that she was. “The only reason I told
you downstairs that I wasn’t going to mention this to her, when I
first asked you up to my room, was because I didn’t want to try and
explain something as complicated as our relationship in two
minutes, in a cocktail lounge. You might have thought that I was
crazy and simply taken your leave of me, instead of coming
upstairs.”

She nodded as well, understanding that
perfectly. Hearing about Doug and his wife’s unique “arrangement”
was proving to a big step toward helping her grasp what Teddy’s
fantasy was all about and where it came from.

“Well, since he’s okay with this,” Doug said,
moving closer to her under the covers, “and my I know my wife is
going to be fine with it, when I tell her about it; what do you say
we enjoy our night of freedom together to its fullest?”

He didn’t wait for an answer. He kissed her,
with a lot of tongue.

Only when he had her breathing hard again--and
her nipples were stiff against his bare chest once more, and her
fingers were tracing lazy, sexy patterns through his salt and
pepper hair as she sucked at his invading tongue--did he came up
momentarily for air. When he did, it was Jane who whispered, “God,
what a good idea. Let’s dance some more, Doug!”

****

“Yes, yes, yes, oh, God, yes!” she wailed,
bucking her hips back onto him. “Do it just like that; really bury
that huge thing to the hilt in me, darling!”

Doug rammed his cock in as deep as it would go
on his next lunge forward, and Jane’s breasts shook like two small,
round orbs full of jelly on her chest as she knelt on all fours in
front of him. He sighed, “Fuck, you look hot getting it this way,
Janey. That little ass of your is so tight and perfect, and it
feels like my cock is going in all the way up to your
bellybutton!”

Jane moaned. It felt that way to her, too!
Doug’s big horsecock went in so deep this way,
doggie-style, but it felt wonderful, now that she was again getting
used to its enormous girth and length sliding up and down inside
her stretched-open pussy.

God, what a lover this guy is! Jane
thought, wriggling her ass around with him buried in her cunt,
savoring every little throb of arousal the huge dick was coaxing
from her swollen clitty as it penetrated her again and again. I
may only get to enjoy this super-cock of Doug’s for one night, but
I’m gong to remember it forever!

An enormous twinge of pre-orgasmic thrills
gripped her suddenly and she groaned loudly. Doug never stopped;
his cock jack-hammered into her, even as her pussy gripped it
tighter.

“Going to come again so soon, Janey?” he panted,
drilling her even harder. “God, what sexy little thing you are--I
just love a woman who’s multi-orgasmic!”

Is that what I am? She wondered. I
never have been before.

That was her last coherent thought for over a
minute. Her vision suddenly took on a rosy-red tinge and the room
seemed to spin as her whole body shivered with the abrupt onslaught
of her biggest orgasm of the night thus far.

“Oh, holy fuuuuuccckkkkk,” she screamed,
coming like crazy. “It’s…it’s such a, a…biiiiiiiiiig
one!”

.Her arms collapsed and she went down onto her
chest, her right cheek pressed down onto the sheet, her ass still
sticking up into the air, where Doug was driving his huge dick in
and out of her climaxing pussy like a man possessed.

“Come for me, Janey, come hard,” he urged her.
“God, you’re so pretty, so fantastically sexy when you come!”

Jane moaned and dug her fingernails into the
sheets. The orgasm just seemed to keep getting bigger. She wondered
if she’d ever stop coming.

“Doooooooooo it,” she sighed, feeling as
if she’d died and gone to heaven. “Fuck me, don’t ever stop fucking
me!”

Doug didn’t stop. He didn’t stop until a full
minute or so later, when Jane finally gave a final little
whimpering moan and collapsed totally beneath him, her small body
oozing down onto the sheets, as if it were made of melting wax, as
her climax began to wane.

“Jesus, what a fuck that was,” she whispered,
having trouble catching her breath.

He reached under her and turned her onto her
back, and then her side, snuggling in close to her. She felt his
gooey cock up against her belly and realized that it was still
brick-hard.

“You didn’t come that time?” she asked,
incredulous.

“No, we’ve got a lot more fucking to do before
that happens, beautiful.”

Oh, man, what a stud! She thought as he gathered her in for a
kiss.

****

“What do you call this position?” Jane asked,
not at all sure about this.

She was upside down on the carpet, her shoulders
resting against it, her lower body balanced back against Doug’s
powerful legs as he stood over her, his hands lightly on her hips,
steadying her. His cock was in her pussy and he was fucking
straight down into her. He grinned down at her and said, “I don’t
know what the proper term for it is. I just call it the ‘pile
driver’.”

He began to bang that extraordinary prick of his
down into her, in and out; not hard but slow and steady, going all
the way in with each downward lunge. She sighed, understanding now
why he called it “the pile driver”. She felt as if she were
getting fucked right into the floor by a powerful machine of some
kind, like Doug’s wonderful hardness was really reaming her
out tight little pussy!

“Jesus, oh, Jesus, that feels incredible!” she
sighed, staring up and him through the ‘vee’ her own splayed open
legs. “Give it to me—really fuck me with that monster or
yours, darling!

He grinned and increased his pace. The sound of
his cock sluicing in and out of her sloppy-wet pussy walls filled
the room. It was a juicy, obscenely sexy sound that added a dollop
of even greater excitement to their adulterous coupling, at least
in Jane’s mind.

“This position works great for anal, too,” he
whispered, his voice beginning to sound breathy and slightly
labored as he continued to power his cock in and out of her
slippery hole.

He ran his thumb across her anus and she
shivered, wondering if he’d want to take her anally soon. That
thought both aroused and terrified her.

She and Teddy had stopped doing anal just after
Kimberley had been conceived and had never taken it up again. Jane
hadn’t missed it that much—although she had to admit, she’d had a
few very nice orgasms that way, with Teddy fucking her hard and
fast in her bottom while he’d toyed with her clit—their lives had
gotten so much busier after the arrival of the baby that even
“normal” sex had gotten less frequent for a time. She hadn’t had
time to worry about exotic variations like anal sex being missing
from their marital repertoire.

Doug is huge, compared to Teddy. Do I really
want to let him fuck me in the ass?

A tremor of building, pre-orgasmic sensation
reverberated through her body just then, as she daydreamed about
getting her new lover’s mammoth cock shoved into her tight asshole.
She knew, in that instant, that she would let him do it if
he wanted to take her in that way.

Doug was such a macho stud of a man, so smooth
and commanding and totally competent when it came to sex, that she
realized there was virtually nothing she would deny him. She’d let
him do whatever he wanted tonight; fuck her ass, come all over her
face and tits, in her eagerly sucking mouth, or deep in her
pussy.

Tonight was her one-of-a-kind, grand adventure
when it came to sex, so there weren’t going to be any limits
between them, she vowed to herself resolutely, as another jolt of
sensation crackled through her well-fucked pussy!

Deciding to make that decision known to him in
the most provocative way possible, she moved her hands off the rug,
where she’d been using them for a little additional support and
balance, and instead placed them over her jiggling tit mounds. She
instead used her elbows to help steady her upside down body and
began to squeeze her breasts as she stared up at him.

“Damn, but you’re a sexy woman, Janey,” he
sighed, smiling at her antics. “That’s right. Play with those
pretty tits of yours while I fuck this juicy little cunt. Twist
with those nipples while I watch, you scorching-hot
puss!”

Jane moaned as she did just what he’d demanded
to see, grabbing an erect nipple in each hand and tugging at them
as he watched. Another flurry of pre-come spasms shot through her
body and she gasped, “Oh, fuck, I’m going to come again. You’re
going to make me come again, you sexy bastard!”

“You bet I am,” he puffed, fucking her even
harder and faster. “I’m going to make you come all night long,
Janey!”

A minute later, she felt his come splash deep
inside her as he bellowed out his intense pleasure. His shout was
nearly drowned out by her own scream as she joined him in the
shared rapture of their mutual orgasm.

 



Chapter Nine

“So, when’s your first seminar today?” he asked
her as they ate breakfast together, sitting at his table by the
mini-bar, in the front room of his suite.

It was early in the morning, just past
seven-thirty, Boston time, and they were clothed in only the big,
fluffy white terrycloth robes that had hung in the closet,
compliments of the hotel. Their hair was wet, from a shared shower
together minutes earlier; a shower during which Doug had washed her
hair for her, and her body.

And then he’d fucked her to another blistering
climax up against the warm, wet shower tiles as she’d clung to him
like a bear cub climbing a tree trunk, his huge dick driving into
her clingy pussy walls repeatedly and her calves tight around his
ass as he’d penetrated her. Then he’d washed all of the come out of
her for a second time and they’d dried each other off and gone into
the living room to order a nice room service breakfast.

“Actually, I don’t have any seminars today,” she
admitted, staring across the table into his green eyes, wishing she
was back in bed with him, missing his cock inside of her
already.

“Today is a set-up and prep day, where I get the
ballroom we’ve rented rigged up with my projector and set out the
printed material at each seat. Then, tomorrow morning, promptly at
eight, the seminar begins. It’s done at around two, with questions
and answers usually lasting until about three or so.”

“That’s terrific,” he said, beaming at her,
“that means I can spend part of the day with you today.

She gave him a canny look. “Don’t you have work
to do, at the convention hall?”

“Oh, I’ve got to make an appearance this
morning, and tour the show with Art and the other regional vice
presidents. But that’s about it, really. I have a presentation in
our private booth area, with a prospective corporate client at
nine-thirty. And I’m expected to show up for at least a few minutes
at a couple of key hospitality suites this evening, after the show
closes down a five.”

“What did you have in mind for us today, if I
can get away for a while?”

“I thought I’d take you on a little walking tour
of Boston; take a look at the harbor, show you where the aquarium
is--maybe escort you to Faneuil Hall for lunch, take your for a
stroll across Boston Common, and point out some of the historic
sights on Beacon Hill?”

She smiled hugely, her heart leaping in her
chest. That sounded wonderful, especially seeing it all with Doug!
And she told him so.

It bothered her more than she’d care to admit,
but saying goodbye to him, having their wonderful, illicit,
charmingly adulterous time together come to a close was something
she wasn’t looking forward to at all. She ate the last of her
breakfast and asked, “So, when shall we meet?”

“How about ten-thirty, in the lobby, right by
the entrance to the bar where we hooked up last night; does that
sound good to you?”

“It does,” she replied, her heart beating faster
as she looked forward to spending part of her day with him.

****

After breakfast, she went into the bathroom and
got back into her clothes. It felt awkward; being dressed in an
evening outfit—short dress, high heels, fancy purse—at this hour of
the morning.

She hoped she didn’t meet anyone in the elevator
or the hallways, either on this floor or on hers, on her way back
to her own room. Because she knew what she looked like. She looked
like exactly what she was; a woman who’d been picked up by a man
last night, had spent the night in his room, and who was now
returning to hers!

They kissed goodbye for a very long time. Jane
was fearful, for a moment; that the kiss would lead to him removing
her dress again and fucking her on the couch or in the bed, or
maybe even right where they stood, down on the living room’s soft
carpet.

The thing that really struck her was the certain
knowledge on her part that she would have let him! Even though his
huge dick had spent what seemed like the better part of their
shared night together inside her, she was both shocked and amazed
to find that she wanted even more of it.

God, I’m a total slut around him! She
thought, once she was out in the hallway, making her way quickly
over to the elevator and hitting the down button. I’ve never
behaved like this before in my whole life, not even when I was a
teenager with a huge crush on a boy, or back in college, when I was
sleeping around a little, experimenting. What’s wrong with me? Why
do I want this man so much…so
often?

Mercifully, the elevator was empty when it
arrived, and there was no one in the hallway when she got out a
floor below and made her way to her room. She got inside quickly
and began removing her clothes, intending to change into some
designer jeans and a nice blouse, and a fresh bra and panty set, of
course, for her set-up session this morning down in the rented
ballroom.

She stopped in mid-stride as she saw the phone
light blinking and realized she had a message. Hurrying over, she
snatched up the receiver and hit the retrieval button, only to have
the mechanical-sounding “voice” announce that she had not one
message, but three.

Jane’s heart was suddenly in her throat as she
waited for the first message to start. It had been left at one
o’clock in the morning, Boston time. Was this about Kimberley? Had
something terrible happened at home while she’d been out being
unfaithful all night long with Doug?

“Uh…hey…it’s me,” Teddy’s
uncertain-sounding voice said softly. “I…uh, guess you’re not
back in your room yet. I was just a little…I don’t
know…worried, I guess you’d have to say.
I’ll try again later, babe. Hope you’re all right and having
fun.”

Jane bit her lip. Teddy’s lame attempt to sound
light and carefree, as if he really wished her all the best and
loads of “fun” at the end of the message wouldn’t have
fooled anyone—especially not her, the woman who had shared his life
for a little better than eleven years!

The time signature in front of the second
message announced that it was three o’clock; A.M, Boston time.
Teddy didn’t even bother trying to sound unconcerned on this one.
His worried, uptight voice said, “Hey, so you’re not back in
your room yet. I guess you must be spending the night elsewhere. I
love you, kitten…goodnight.”

A tear rolled down Jane’s left cheek. Teddy
sounded awful, as if his heart was broken. His recorded voice had
the hollow ring to it that brought to mind a man on death row who
had been just been told that the governor had turned down his final
appeal for mercy.

She shivered with fear as the last message,
time-stamped at four in the morning, California time, came on.
“I’ve got everything squared away when it comes to getting Kim
to school on time today. I’ll talk to you later, I guess,
okay?”

The mechanical voice then announced that there
were no new messages. She erased those three, bleak, awful
messages—messages that had made her realize the irreparable harm
she might have done to her marriage last night—and hung up the
phone.

That last one had been even more frightening
that the second one. On that last message, Teddy had sounded
detached, in shock. His voice had been totally wooden and
unemotional.

In a rising panic, she called the house. The
phone rang four times and then her own cheery recorded greeting
came on and asked her if she’d like to leave a call-back
number.

Jane hung up and dialed Teddy’s workshop number.
That phone also rang four times and then her husband’s
happy-go-lucky voice came on and urged whoever was calling to leave
a message.

She put the hotel phone down and got out her
cell, hitting the speed dial to Teddy’s cell. It went right to
voicemail without ringing even once.

“Where the heck is he?” she asked out loud, her
heart racing.

He sounded so awful on the phone, on those
messages, so scared and…upset with me and…so
incredibly…sad!

She suddenly had a vision of her despondent
husband’s dead body hanging from the rafters in his shop and she
almost screamed with panic.

“No, he’d never do that,” she told herself in
the emptiness of her hotel suite, three-thousand miles from home,
“not with Kimberley likely to be the one to find him; not with our
little girl to look after. Teddy can be flaky and way over the top
emotionally sometimes, but he’d never do that.”

The reassuring notion that her somewhat
child-like, over-enthusiastic husband was at least responsible
enough not to kill himself over her cheating behavior--not with Kim
in the picture--calmed her. She dried her teary eyes with the heels
of her hands and finished getting out of her evening clothes and
into her work clothes.

“He said he’d reach me later, so I’m sure he
will,” she told herself sternly, trying to put Teddy’s
distraught-sounding voice out of her mind as best she could. “I
guess I’ll see how bad things really are with him when he
calls.”

There’s nothing I can do right now, since he
seems to be away from the house and he’s turned his cell phone
off.

She thought about where he might have gone. The
ocean seemed likely. Teddy often drove there when he was upset or
needed to mull something over. She bet he was parked somewhere in
one of his classic, restored cars—the 1971 XKE convertible,
probably, with the top down—staring out at the Pacific, trying to
get his head around last night and what it had meant.

Well, good, she thought, that’s what
he ought to be doing. I tried to tell him that this “harmless
little fantasy” of his might fuck our lives up, if I ever went
ahead and made it a reality for him. Now let him deal with that, since I took him up on his advice
to…‘go for it’ and made his fantasy
happen.

She moved her things into her other, more
practical purse, including her room key, and started downstairs.
Having convinced herself that Teddy was okay--feeling betrayed and
uneasy and terrible, probably—but okay, she resolved to go
downstairs and get busy setting up the ballroom for tomorrow’s
seminar.

I’ve got to work through what happened last
night myself, before I talk to Teddy, she realized, as she rode
down in the elevator.

When she reached the lobby, she went up to the
front desk clerk and made sure that her course materials had
arrived and had been moved into the ballroom.

Assured that they had, she accepted the key card
to the room from him and went down the corridor to find it. Letting
herself in with the card, she went over to the boxes stacked neatly
up by the drop-down screen she would use to give her presentation
and began opening them.

At least everything is here and accounted
for, she thought, manuals, notebooks, pens emblazoned with
the “Action-Step Motivational Seminars” logo and which had the
company’s eight-hundred number printed on them as well, plus some
scratch paper pads which also featured the company name and number
across the top.

“There are going to be twenty-eight attendees
tomorrow,” she whispered under her breath, starting down the first
long table facing the lowered screen, placing materials in front of
each chair, “so the first four tables should do it.”

****

She had the room set up to her liking in an
hour. After it was finished, she locked the big ballroom up and
went back out to the lobby. She got a cup of tea to go from the
coffee shop and sat down in a big, comfortably-upholstered easy
chair by the fireplace, which had a cheery fire blazing away in it,
and tried to read the local paper she’d found lying on a nearby
coffee table.

After she caught herself reading the same
paragraph for the fourth time and still not having any idea what it
said, she gave up on the paper, put it back down on the table, and
drank the last of her tea. Then she took out her phone and called
all the numbers again; the house, the shop, and Teddy’s cell. There
was still nothing.

Damn it, when is he going to call me, she
wondered?

She found herself becoming slightly irritated
that he hadn’t done so by now. There was a very real possibility
that this conversation, when it finally happened, was going to be
awful, and she wanted to get it over with. Waiting to hear from him
just made it worse!

They rarely fought. Teddy had always treated her
so well that there had been little to fight about.

She did get miffed with him from time to time;
his wild flights of fancy and extravagant behavior could be vexing.
But they were charming, too. They were so…Teddy!

A smile crept on to her lips as she thought
about her eccentric, boisterous, almost manically-enthusiastic
husband; her Teddy. She loved him so!

Teddy wasn’t an ugly man by any means, but he
wasn’t what she’d call conventionally handsome, like Doug Lassiter,
either. Her husband was of medium height, with regular features,
and brown hair that was usually too long, not because he liked it
styled longer but because he often lost all track of time and
didn’t remember to get it cut for weeks on end.

She hadn’t fallen in love with him because of
his looks. She’d fallen in love with him because he was so totally
in love of her, was such an incredibly loving man, and partly
because he did have such a completely over-the-top
personality.

Teddy didn’t do anything by half measures. Their
honeymoon had lasted nearly two months and he’d taken her to almost
every country in Europe—the two of them staying in the finest hotel
in each city--buying her new outfits as they traveled, shipping
clothes back to the Bay Area so they wouldn’t have twenty trunks
full of clothing to drag along with them from country to
country.

The price of her wedding set would have bought a
fairly nice new home in parts of the Midwest. Their property in
Moraga consisted of fifteen acres; upon which sat their lavish
home, a large horse barn for stabling Kimberley’s pony, as well as
Jane and Teddy’s riding horses, another barn of a garage big enough
to house both their everyday cars and his small fleet of restored
classic cars, and his opulently equipped workshop. Teddy had bought
the land for cash and had ordered everything on the property
custom-built to his and Jane’s specifications.

“You look lost in thought,” Doug’s deep, sexy
voice broke into her thoughts.

She looked up, startled. “Is it ten-thirty
already?”

“No, it’s not quite ten yet. But I got done a
little early and ducked out to see if you were finished setting up
for your seminar yet.”

“I am, actually,” she told him, “I had a cup of
tea and read part of the paper.”

“Well, it’s a beautiful fall day outside. Let’s
start that walking tour; what do you say?”

She stood up, grateful for the distraction.
Doug, dressed in another immaculately tailored suit, this one light
grey with a black pinstripe, offered her his arm. She took it, and
off they went.

 



Chapter Ten

The city of Boston, on this wonderful fall
morning, was so beautiful that it actually managed to drive Jane’s
worried thoughts about Teddy and his eventual phone call to the
back of her mind. She strolled along arm and arm, with tall,
handsome Doug Lassiter, across Boston Common, down Beacon Street
for a ways, and through the impressive Government Center at Scollay
Square.

He took her down by the New England Aquarium and
near the docks, where she could see the fabled bay—Boston Tea
Party, anyone? And then they doubled back to the Faneuil Hall
Marketplace, which had dozens of places to eat, from fancy and
elegant to hole-in-the-wall spots featuring Mexican fare and Thai
cuisine. Enthralled by the variety and the sheer sense of touristy
fun the Hall represented, Jane dragged Doug through a number of
shops, checking out everything from electronic gadgets, to a
pushcart featuring all sorts of handmade Irish-themed merchandise,
and another cart that carried a number of incredibly soft, warm
sheepskin slippers, hats, and gloves.

They went into a hat shop which seemed to have
every kind of hat, cap, and tam known to man. Doug playfully donned
a ship captain’s cap, replete with all sorts of gold embossed
“scrambled eggs” across the black visor, making him look like he’d
been promoted to Admiral and, in a bad imitation of a movie
pirate’s accent, invited her to accompany him on a of tour of the
harbor aboard his ship.

She laughed, “If I ever let myself get trapped
on a boat with you, you’d probably never take me back to port, you
brigand!”

He put his arms around her and drew her in
close, both of then still laughing, and said, “You’ve got that
right, lady.”

And then he kissed her. The kiss lasted for a
long time, and when it was over, he slipped off the hat and put it
back on the shelf where he’d found it, and they exited the shop,
holding hands.

They ate a long, leisurely lunch in an outdoor
restaurant, sitting beneath a large blue umbrella. The clam chowder
was wonderful, and then they decided to split an order of the
lobersterman casserole, which was bulging with fresh lobster meat
and proved to be just as melt-in-your-mouth delicious as the
chowder had been.

The two of them each had a couple of glasses of
Chablis with their lunch, and they left the restaurant full,
satisfied, and hand-in-hand once more. The loving couple trudged
slowly back up toward the hotel, indulging in a few meandering
detours and a few more kisses as they dawdled along, laughing and
talking, with Doug pointing out sights of historical interest along
the way.

Jane looked up at him as they walked together in
the bright fall sunshine, her hand swallowed up in his much larger
one. She thought to herself, this feels like a date, a date with
an incredibly handsome, fun guy. I haven’t felt like this since
college; it’s magical…the city, Doug, the two of us being together;
God, help me but I just love cheating on Teddy with this sexy
man!

They stepped into the lobby together, still
holding hands, and he moved them over near the entrance to the bar
where they’d first met last night and swept her into his arms. He
kissed her passionately, his tongue delving into her accepting
lips, with her arms around his neck, her breasts pushed into his
chest.

A huge, starry-eyed smile on her face as they
broke off the kiss at last, she wondered if they had time to slip
up to his suite before he had to go back over to the convention
center. She wanted to feel that big cock of his inside her again.
She wanted to fist it, to suck it for him, to feel it going deep
into her inner recesses.

She wanted to…

As he stepped back a little, she saw Teddy
staring at them from across the lobby, his jaw hanging open,
looking as if she’d just plunged a dagger right into his heart!

****

Jane tore her eyes away from her
stricken-looking husband’s face and glanced up at Doug, pulling her
hand out of his as unobtrusively as she could manage it. He asked,
“Will I see you later this evening, after I make my rounds at the
hospitality suites where I’m expected to make an appearance; let’s
say, ten o’clock, in the bar?”

Jane just stood looking up at him for long
moments. She couldn’t seem to get her brain to work. The shock of
seeing Teddy, suddenly here, in Boston, was devastating.

At last she said, “Uh, that will depend on what
my husband says when I finally get to talk to him, Doug. I haven’t
managed to reach him yet.”

He nodded and she rushed on to explain, “He may
not like the reality of my cheating on him as much as he was in
love with the fantasy aspect of it. We’ll just have to see.”

Doug stepped back, glanced at his watch and
said, “I sure hope that’s not the case. Listen, Jane, I really do
have to run. But I’d love to see you again tonight.”

He flashed her that sexy, ultra-charming smile
of his and whispered, “I’d love to spend the entire night with you
again, as a matter of fact…in bed.”

Part of me would love that, too, she
thought sadly, knowing it would never happen now, knowing that last
night had, indeed, been their one magical, once-in-a-lifetime
moment together.

“I’ll talk to you later,” Doug promised, heading
for the front doors, “I’ll call you in your room later.”

She nodded woodenly, already feeling Doug
slipping away and out of her life forever. Across the room, Teddy
stood rooted to the marble floor, staring at her in what looked
like stunned, agonized disbelief.

Slowly, moving as if her legs were trapped
underwater, she crossed the lobby to him. When she got within a few
feet, she said brusquely, to help disguise the fact that she
feeling so guilty she could die, “What are you doing here?
What about Kim, who’s taking care of her?”

“Uh, I called your sister, Eunice and told her
that it was a minor emergency; that I had to fly out to Boston.
She’s staying at the house until we get back. She didn’t mind
babysitting at all, and Kim just loves her, you know that.”

Jane rolled her eyes. Of course Kimberley loved
Aunt Eunice, Jane’s much younger; somewhat spacey, New Age-devotee
sister. Eunice always let Kim do anything she wanted when she
babysat for them. She didn’t believe in “stifling a child’s natural
instincts” by disciplining them or telling them “no”.

“She’ll be totally out of control when we get
back, after a couple of days alone with Eunice.”

Teddy smiled guiltily and nodded his agreement.
At last, he cleared his throat and said, in a low voice, “Speaking
about being, uh…totally out of control…I gather that guy you were
with just now was…what was his name…Doug--the fellow you
told me about last night?”

Jane felt her face coloring with embarrassment.
She nodded her head once, just a tiny bump up and down,
acknowledging that the man he’d just seen her acting so lovey-dovey
with was, indeed, Doug Lassiter.

“Big guy,” Teddy commented, keeping his voice
flat and emotionless, “great-looking, too, and a sharp
dresser.”

Long moments of uneasy silence engulfed them.
They just stood looking at one another, as if it was the first time
they’d met.

“Let’s go up to my room, where we can talk more
freely,” Jane suggested at last. “I tried to call you, first thing
this morning, but no one answered.”

“I had Eunice come over to the house; to fix Kim
breakfast and make sure she got to school okay. And I got her to
agree to stay at our place until we get back. I gave her a grand,
in cash, for her trouble. Then I went out to the airport and
chartered a jet, a Gulfstream. It only took a little over three
hours to get here.”

A Gulfstream…why did that not surprise her? Her
thoughts flashed back to their daughter’s seventh birthday, last
June, when Teddy had surprised both her and Kimberley by having a
limo service come to the house late that afternoon, just after
Kim’s party had broken up.

He’d told them that they were going for a little
ride, in honor of Kim’s birthday, and then had whisked them away,
across the San Mateo Bridge and to the airport south of San
Francisco, where they’d boarded a chartered private jet for Los
Angeles. Another limo had met them there and they’d spent the night
in Anaheim, at the Disneyland Hotel, where they’d taken the
monorail right into the park the next morning. They had stayed for
two, fun-filled, carefree days and nights, with Teddy buying all of
them Disney-themed clothing along the way, right down to their
underwear.

And they had ended up buying so many souvenirs
and giant stuffed animals that he’d shipped a couple of huge boxes
back to the house before they’d finally flown home on another
chartered jet.

As they rode up in the elevator now, she thought
back on how much fun that little unexpected, impromptu trip had
been. It had been pure Teddy.

This morning’s chartered jet flight across the
country was pure Teddy, too. Her husband didn’t stint when he felt
something was important, and he didn’t hesitate, either.

This trip upstairs in the elevator was proving
to be one of the longest, most tense rides of her life. Teddy stood
looking at her with those big, injured-looking, puppy-dog eyes of
his, not uttering a word, and she felt her heart ache as it never
had before.

At last, they arrived on the sixteenth floor and
she got out her key card and let them into her suite. He looked
around and nodded.

“Nice room, that outfit you work for doesn’t
scrimp, I’ll give ‘em that,” he said.

Jane looked around. Should they sit on the
couch, or would the easy chairs in front of the faux fireplace be
better? Or maybe they should take a seat on the edge of the nearby,
perfectly made up bed. It was perfectly made, she reminded herself,
up because she hadn’t slept in it.

“You were right,” Teddy offered bleakly, after
another full minute of awkward silence between them. “I couldn’t
handle it. I thought I could. I thought I’d really get off on the
idea of you actually sleeping with another man.”

He looked over at the window and stared out at
downtown Boston. After another moment, his sad gaze returned to
her.

“At first, I thought it was fantastic,” he
confessed, “when you called and said you had met someone and that
you wanted to go upstairs to his room, I got so damned excited,
just thinking about that; imaging you and him together, in
bed.”

His face turned ashen again and he continued,
“And then it got to be late, and I called your room and you still
weren’t back.”

Teddy’s face contorted painfully and a tear
rolled out of his right eye and down his cheek. “That’s when I
realized that he…he was really…you know….fucking you!”

A sob escaped his lips and he just sort of caved
in down onto the bed, like one of those empty buildings set for
demolition implodes in upon itself after the explosive charges went
off inside it. He crumpled down into a sitting position on the edge
of the bed and cried as if his heart had been completely shattered
last night by her actions.

Jane sat down next to him and took him in her
arms. Instead of being comforted, he went rigid in her embrace.

“I can’t believe you let him fuck you, Jane,” he
sobbed, “I just can’t believe it!”

She stiffened as well and let go of him. Leaning
back, she said, “You told me you wanted me to, Teddy. You’ve been
practically begging me to sleep with another man for months now,
and then come back and tell you all about it.”

Pausing to let that sink in, she went on to say,
“I called you last night and asked your advice about whether I
should really go through with it or not, and you said I should,
remember?”

He nodded morosely, wiping the tears away with
his right palm. “I know…carte blanche, right…that’s what I
said?”

“Carte blanche,” she agreed, “that’s exactly
what you said. And you told me to have fun…so I did.”

Teddy stared bleakly at her, after she’d said
that, looking as if she’d just punched him in the face. He sucked
in a ragged breath and then wheezed, “Oh, Janey, I’m such a fool
sometimes!”

Tears were rolling down her face, too, by now.
She gathered him into her embrace again, holding him tight and
whispered, “No, you’re a fool all of the time, my darling
Teddy. It’s part of why I love you with all my soul. But you were a
much bigger fool than normal this time.”

He laughed and cried at the same time and
snuggled gratefully into her chest. He seemed relieved, as though
her telling him again that she loved him made all the
difference.

 



Chapter Eleven

“So, why this guy,” Teddy asked, “what’s so
special about him that would make you want to sleep with him over
any of the three young guys you first met in the bar?”

She sighed, staring into Teddy’s liquid brown
eyes, still reddened slightly from crying. Where to start; how did
she explain all of this to her husband?

They were cuddled together at the top of the
bed, still fully clothed, lying atop the bedspread; their heads
resting against the pillows beneath the ornate spread. She was on
her right side and Teddy on his left, their faces only inches
apart.

“You do know that I love only you, right?
And that I never would have done what I did last night if I’d have
known it was going to hurt you so badly.”

He nodded, looking contrite, as if he’d learned
his lesson about encouraging extra-marital flings. She took a deep
breath.

“Some of this, if you really want me to be
honest, is going to hurt. Do you understand that, Teddy,
darling?”

He nodded again, his eyes never leaving hers.
She sighed and finally began.

“Doug was like the fantasy you concocted come to
life. I felt like I was staring right into the eyes of the guy you
made up, the one who wooed the fantasy me on the dance floor and
maneuvered her out onto that moonlit terrace?”

Teddy nodded yet again. “I can see that. He’s
really tall and trim and good-looking, and that suit he had on must
have cost four grand.”

He smiled shyly at his wife and said, “So, it
was the way he looked that really did it for you, huh?”

She flashed him a wry smile and said, “That was
the start of it, but there was a lot more to it, believe me.”

Pausing, she asked herself just how much of her
and Doug’s conversations about the special connection they had felt
right away between them she wanted to reveal to Teddy. She wanted
to explain herself, but she didn’t want Teddy coming away from this
conversation with the notion that she was in love with Doug—because
she wasn’t!

“He told me later, up in his suite, that he’d
known as soon as he met me that we were going to end up in bed
together,” she began. “But he also told me that he’d sensed, right
off the bat, that there was a strong connection between the two of
us…that it went way beyond just sexual attraction.”

Teddy, the ever-inquisitive dreamer, asked, “Was
that true? Or was that just some kind of pick-up line
bullshit?”

She gave him a sardonic smile and said, “He’d
already fucked my lights out once by the time he’d said that to me,
so I think we can safely say that the pick up portion of the
evening was over by then.”

Two things happened when she made that point to
her husband. First off, he winced as she’s calmly alluded to
cheating on him with another guy. But, secondly, at the same time,
his cock had jerked behind the loose pair of
slacks he had on. She’d seen it twitch!

He hates it that I fucked another man—but, on
another level, he still gets off on knowing that I did. She
thought to herself. How bizarre! I wonder if he is like Doug’s wife after all.

“Doug said that most of the women he seduces
while he’s out on the road—and I got the feeling that it was a
sizeable number he was talking about—only reach him on one level;
sex. He told me that he’d felt right away that the two of us were
going to connect on numerous levels; professionally, personally,
and also in regard to what was important to us in life, as
well as sexually. And, I have to say, he was right.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, for instance, he’s the national sales
manager for a major cellular company, and I’m a senior consultant
for a firm that teaches sales techniques, so we share a lot of the
same professional interests and concerns.”

She stopped and then added. “And he’s married,
just like I’m married. And his kids are his number one priority,
just like Kimberley is mine.”

Before she went on, she said, “You remember how
I said some of this would hurt?”

He nodded, looking slightly apprehensive.

She said, “Doug and I have this…I don’t know
exactly what to call it…chemistry--is maybe as good a word
as any--between us? It’s not love, but I feel very comfortable with
him, almost as comfortable as I do with you. But I’d only known him
for, like, an hour, when I first noticed how at ease I felt when I
was with him.”

She gave her husband an embarrassed little smile
and said, “And I’m talking about being at ease when I was naked and
in bed with him. Normally, I think you know how terrified I’d be,
to find myself in that situation with a stranger, no matter
how many scotches I’d downed before I hopped into the sack
with him!”

Teddy’s eyes were wide. He managed to mumble,
“But you don’t love this guy, right? You’re comfortable
around him, like with me, but you don’t love him.”

She smiled again and touched his hair tenderly,
“No, I don’t love him. I love you, you big goofball.”

He grinned and looked immensely relieved. She
went on to say, “It’s the level of comfort Doug and I have between
us that makes our being together special. It’s not just the sex,
although in the interest of telling you the whole truth, I have to
say that the sex was pretty damned outstanding, too.”

Teddy’s grin vanished. She glanced down as his
expression changed and saw his cock jerk again behind his baggy
slacks.

“Do you still want to hear about what we did
together…the sex part?” she asked him, her voice soft, sensing that
he did, but that he was also struggling to accept the fact that
she’d taken his advice to “go for it” to heart last night
and fucked another man.

“I…I don’t know,” he admitted, looking guilty
and confused.

He took a deep, ragged breath and blurted, “I’m
all fucked up, Janey! On the one hand, I’m dying to hear everything
you did with him, and on the other, I feel like hearing that might
be about as much fun as having my liver torn out by scavengers! I
don’t know what I want!”

Jane reached down and touched his cock lightly
through his pants. It was hard as a rock.

She gave him a knowing smile and whispered,
“Let’s get naked, cowboy, and under these covers together. And then
we’ll see, okay?”

He returned her smile tentatively and rose up
off the bed when she began to ease his sport coat off, helping her
pull it free. As soon as she had the coat off, Jane slowly undid
the buttons on the plaid Pendleton shirt he had on, stroking his
chest tenderly through the white tee shirt beneath it as she undid
them.

Soon she the tee shirt off, too, and Teddy was
naked to the waist. Moments later, she had his belt open and his
slacks, and then his zipper.

She bent lower and got him out of his shoes and
socks and pulled the pants free. Teddy smiled up at her
encouragingly as she started on her own clothing, removing her
blouse and bra, and then taking off her jeans, socks and athletic
shoes.

“Just our shorts and panties between us now,
darling,” Jane breathed heavily in his ear as she pulled back the
covers and they both tumbled beneath them, in between the cool
sheets.

She reached down and pulled his jockey shorts
off under the covers and he quickly returned the favor, skimming
off her little thong panties. Taking his very firm cock in her
hand, she kissed him passionately, welcoming his tongue into her
mouth, loving the feel of his familiar arms around her naked body
again.

When they at last broke apart, he asked, “So,
what did you do, when you first got up to his room last night?”

Jane looked at him warily. “Are you sure
you want to hear this, darling?”

He nodded; his brown eyes wide with excitement.
“I want to try…to see if I can hear it. I’ve got to know
whether you telling me exactly what the two of you did together
will be a huge turn on for me or something I just can’t deal
with.”

“Okay,” she said, remembering Doug and his wife,
hoping this turned out as well as their shared revelations did,
rather that being just a painful ordeal for her darling Teddy,
“first, we danced to an old Sinatra song. And then he kissed
me.”

She kept her eyes on Teddy’s face, noting his
reaction. His breathing had grown shallower, and his cock twitched
in her grip when she admitted kissing Doug.

“Wha…what happened next?” Teddy’s voice
resembled the croaking of a frog more than a human asking a
question.

“Well, he had his hands on my butt cheeks while
we danced, and his tongue was all over mine,” Jane murmured,
teasing Teddy’s hard on with just her long, manicured nails.

“Is he a good kisser?”

She smiled and nodded, “He is. He’s an excellent
kisser. And my kissing him, because it was so naughty of me to do
that, since I knew that he was married to someone else and so was
I, really turned me on, Teddy. I got so damned
wet as we made out together!”

Her husband moaned and his prick lurched away
from her teasing fingertips. She leaned a little closer and
murmured, “His cock was really hard by that time, darling. I could
feel it through his trousers and my dress, pressed up against my
tummy as we danced.”

“G-God,” Teddy gasped, his eyes huge as he saw
that in his mind, “was it…you know…was it a big one?”

Jane felt a tiny jolt of pre-come excitement
race through her. This was kind of fun, after all, as long
as Teddy could take it.

“It felt like of those clubs the cops used to
use on people…you know, billy clubs, I think they were called?”

“Whoa,” Teddy wheezed, “that sounds pretty
big.”

“I found out exactly how big it was just a few
minutes later,” Jane whispered, taking his cock back loosely in her
fist and toying with it. “He unzipped my dress while we were making
out, and then he undid my bra, and suddenly I was naked in his
arms, except for my panties and my pantyhose.”

“Ummphhhh!” Teddy made a gasping sound,
his dick twitching violently in her grip.

“He twisted my bare nipple just the way I like
it, Teddy, the way you do it when we’re making love, and then he
shoved my panties and my hose down and slipped his finger into me
while he played with my nipple.”

Her husband shivered, at that mental image, as
if a cold breeze had just wafted through the room. His eyes urged
her to go on, though. So she did.

“He fingered me so nice, darling, and we we’re
still making out hot and heavy while he did it, so pretty soon, he
had me right on the edge of a huge orgasm.”

She paused and leaned in to whisper in his ear,
“But he didn’t make me come yet. Instead, he picked me up and
carried me into the bedroom and took the rest of my clothes off,
after he laid me down on the bed. And then he got out of his
clothes in record time and joined me.”

“Did he…did he…fuck you then?” Teddy’s
voice was little more than a plaintive bleat as he asked the
question.

“No, he kissed me some more and fingered me
until he had me a heartbeat away from going off,” Jane purred in
his ear, running her tongue along the bottom of the lobe when she
finished speaking, feeling Teddy tremble with lust. “And then he
pulled his finger out of me and sucked all of my pussy juice off it
and swallowed it while I watched, after he told me that he just had
to eat me.

Teddy gasped and looked as if he was struggling
not to blow his wad then and there. He managed to stammer, “That
sounds so fucking hot, Janey! Geez, no wonder you
wanted to fuck this guy!”

They both shared a small, nervous,
tension-breaking, laugh and then she said, “I’m not going to lie to
you, darling. By that time, I was dying to fuck him!”

Teddy smiled hesitantly and asked, “Did he get
you off, when he ate you?”

She giggled and nodded that she had. Jane
whispered excitedly, “Do you remember that time we were down in
southern California, right after we’d first gotten married, at that
party at your friend, Lionel’s, house, when we both got so
drunk?”

It was his turn to nod, and he did. Jane grinned
and continued her reminiscence with, “When we slipped away from the
others and you ate me in the spare bedroom—it must have only been
the third or fourth time you’d gone down on me; we hadn’t known
each other all that long yet—do you remember how hard you made me
come that night?”

Teddy smiled, “Yeah, I remember that they heard
you screaming clear at the other end of the house.”

Blushing slightly, she said, “Well, that’s how
hard he made me come when he licked me off last night, honey. It
was like an explosion!”

They just stared at each other for a moment, and
then she added, “It was right after that.”

She gave him a scintillating smile and added,
“That was when he fucked me.”

 



Chapter Twelve

Teddy looked as if he couldn’t catch his breath.
He struggled to get a lungful of air for long moments and then he
managed to gasp, “Was he…was he, you know…big? Did you
like it?”

Jane agonized. Should she tell him the whole
truth? Would he be thrilled, as he had been thus far, or crushed to
learn just how much she had enjoyed her night of cheating on
him with Doug?

“He…I mean to say…he’s…it’s about nine
inches long,” she finally whispered, her eyes leaving his as she
elected to tell him the truth, “and it’s thick, as thick as a Coke
bottle, maybe.”

Her husband’s face was a study in mixed
emotions. He somehow managed to appear hurt, excited, plus both
repelled and thrilled—all at once.

“Did he make you come again?” Teddy asked; his
voice so soft that she could barely hear it, and she was leaning in
right next to him.

“He’s like you, darling,” she answered simply,
“he knows his way around a woman’s body; how to penetrate a girl so
that monster dick of his goes in and comes out right across her
clit with every stroke. I came almost as hard as I did with you the
other night, when we were playing your fantasy game, the night
before my trip started.”

There, I told him the truth, mostly. I see no
point in telling him that Doug actually made me come even
harder than he did the night of the fantasy
fuck. My sweet Teddy doesn’t need to know that.

Her husband looked stunned, but slightly bemused
as well. Just as she’d thought, he’d liked her little back-handed
compliment about his own skill as a cocksman.

And Teddy was excellent in bed. With his
inventor’s intense curiosity and need to know how things worked,
he’d long ago made a study of sex; how the clitoris functioned, the
best ways to stimulate it, what the g-spot was and how to get it
off, how much a girl’s nipples could add to her sexual enjoyment
when they were properly teased and sucked; and he knew all about
the remarkable number of nerve endings found in and around the
anus.

She had teased him once, when they’d first
gotten together, about him treating a woman’s body like something
he’d read the operations manual for. His only comment, as he’d
fucked her to a sensational climax, was that at least he’d
read the damned thing from cover to cover and memorized how
it worked!

“Does he make you come better than I do?” Teddy
suddenly asked, as if he’d read her thoughts; sounding more than a
little worried about her answer.

“Nobody makes me come better than you do,
husband of mine,” she told him with a big smile, pushing him onto
his back and throwing a leg over his tummy.

She scooted back and found his up-thrust cock,
centered it in her now very wet pussy, and let her weight down on
him. He moaned as she came to rest over his pubic thatch, his cock
deep inside her slick, warm walls.

“Fuck me, Teddy,” she whispered, leaning down,
feeding him her left nipple as she began to move her hips, “fuck me
the way only you can, darling!”

Her husband of eleven years nursed at her
sensitive little bud just the way she loved having it done. She had
to admit; Doug was exciting and sexy and terrific in the sack. But
then so was Teddy, in his own knowledgeable, straight-ahead,
he-knows-just-what-I-love sort of way.

“Oh, God, you do me so great,” she murmured, not
lying a bit, riding him faster, coming down on him just a little
harder, and forcing his cock in deeper with each stroke. “You’re my
man, Teddy; you’re the one I want to do this to me for ever
and ever!”

He smiled up at her, love gleaming in his eyes,
as he changed tits, his hand coming up to capture the one his lips
had just left as he began to suck her right one. It was perfect,
just like it always was between them.

Jane smiled down at him, sensing that they were
all right again, that she and Teddy were still forever. Last night
had been marvelous, terrific fun; a true walk on the wild side!

But this was her guy. There was no doubt about
that.

She closed her eyes and rode for all she was
worth, feeling the orgasm building already…

****

“You spent the night whole with him,” Teddy
prodded her softly.

They were cuddled together under the covers.
Jane had come like a wild woman atop his cock a few minutes ago,
and she could feel his slippery semen beginning to leak out of her
pussy lips as they embraced. It felt good, as if it signified that
her body had been formally claimed by Teddy again and was now
totally his once more.

“Yes, I did spend the entire night in his room,
so?” she asked when he didn’t say anything more.

“Well, that guy down in the lobby, Doug? He
didn’t look like the kind of man who’d eat my Janey’s pussy up and
then give her a terrific fucking with that huge dick of his and
then just roll over and go to sleep for the rest of the night.”

She gave him a wry smile. He shrugged, smiling
back and said, “So, give…what happened next? He did
fuck you again, right?”

Jane giggled, actually starting to enjoy this.
She began to see what Doug and his hot-blooded wife got out of this
sort of teasing, sexual kiss-and-tell.

“We talked for a while, and then he started
kissing me, playing with my tits again, getting me all hot and
bothered,” she said, a sly smile on her face. “And, when he had me
good and turned on, he fucked me doggie-style.”

Teddy drew in a sharp breath. He demanded, “Tell
me about it! How did it feel? Did he make you come again?”

She nestled in closer to him and slipped her
fingers around her husband’s gooey dick. “Oh, yeah, like a house
afire. Are you sure you want to know everything, darling?”

He pulled her in closer with a little mock
growl. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you; teasing me with
how naughty you were with this guy last night?”

She laughed and said, “Yeah, I am, as it turns
out. And you know what I like about it the best?

“What?”

“I like how much you like hearing it. I
love turning you on, telling you about getting drilled by that big
old cock of his!”

They both laughed at the undeniable truth of
that, and she felt his prick stir against her warm skin. “If I keep
telling you what happened last night, are you going to fuck your
little Janey all day long?”

He whispered, “God, yes!”

And then he kissed her.

****

“Do you promise not to be mad if I tell you
something really naughty?” she asked.

It was nearly four in the afternoon and they
were still in bed. They had spent the whole day, talking and
kissing and fucking like a pair of horny teenagers, in between
short naps. Neither of them, as it turned out, had gotten much
sleep last night.

“Naughtier than sucking his cock and getting the
bejeezus fucked out of you doggie style, and then getting pile
driven into the floor by a mondo-dick?” he asked her teasingly.
“Jesus, Janey, what could possibly be left?”

She laughed. This was so cool! Teddy was more
than okay with hearing all of the lurid details about what she and
Doug had done last night. He just kept on getting hard and fucking
her—and there wasn’t a thing wrong with that, as far as Jane
was concerned!

“Promise,” she insisted in a playful voice,
“that you won’t get mad.”

“Okay, I promise, you little slut,” he teased
her right back.

“Doug wanted me to sleep with him again
tonight,” she told him smugly.

She was more than a little proud of the fact
that a real sex-god like Doug Lassiter had wanted to spend another
night in bed with her. She didn’t mind tantalizing Teddy a little
with it; he seemed as if he could take it.

“Did you say yes?”

She shook her head. “I put him off; told him I’d
have to let him know later, that it would depend on how my husband
took my spending the first night with him. I hadn’t talked to you
yet, since you were in transit out here and out of reach. I didn’t
know where you were at the time.”

Teddy’s eyes narrowed. “When I first saw the two
of you down in the lobby, it didn’t look to me like you were going
to tell him “no” about much of anything.”

She smiled and ran her fingertips lightly over
his cheek, “Jealous, much, darling?”

“Yes,” he said and grinned back, “I’ve got the
sexiest, hottest wife on the planet, and I’d say her recent
behavior with another man has given me ample reason to be
jealous, now hasn’t it?”

They both chuckled as she acknowledged that it
had, indeed, when she slowly nodded “yes” to his question. He drew
her into his arms and they kissed for long moments.

Jane loved this. She felt closer to her husband
at this moment than she had in years; even more in love with him
than she’d been before last night. It was as if her telling him the
whole truth about what she’d done with her lover had turned out to
be some sort of catharsis for the both of them.

“Do you want to fuck him again?” Teddy
blurted suddenly.

Jane thought about that. She didn’t have to
think about it for long.

“If you weren’t in town, and we’d talked about
it on the phone, and you were okay with it, then I probably would
have wanted to spend the night with him again, sure.”

He looked at her questioningly and she shrugged
and went on to say. “I’ve been honest with you, honey. Doug is a
really sexy guy, with a red-hot body and a great cock; and he made
me come over and over again, all night. As long as you were okay
with that, why wouldn’t I want to do it again?”

When he still didn’t say anything, she added,
“After all, you’re only a virgin once. The first time you let a
cock inside you, you’re not anymore. It’s the same thing with
cheating; I doubt it would have made a difference to you if I’d
have fucked Doug just once and then gone back to my room or whether
I spent the entire night and fucked him as many times as he could
get it up. Once I’d crossed the line and let him do it me--even if
it was only once--that still would’ve meant I cheated on you,
right?”

After a moment, Teddy nodded his understanding
of what his wife had just said. “Yeah, I guess that’s true.”

Neither of them spoke until he finally said,
“But I have to ask again: would you like to spend another night
with him?”

She gave him her cutest smile, tilted her head
from side to side, as if she were considering that carefully, and
then said, “I’m not going to lie to you, darling…yes, I
would. But I really can’t do that now, can I, since you’re
here?”

Teddy’s face seemed to grow feverishly intense,
right before her eyes. He licked his lips once and asked nervously,
“Why not?”

After what seemed to Jane to be a very long
moment had gone by, she replied, “What do you mean? Would you
really feel comfortable with me going upstairs to Doug’s room for
the night, while you loll around down here, watching television or
something?”

His brown eyes were suddenly alive with
excitement. Teddy whispered urgently, “I want to actually see it,
this time, Janey! I want to watch you fuck him!”

Jane’s stomach clenched. A tiny tingle of pure
erotic arousal spasmed through her clit as she considered that idea
and how it might work--was her voyeuristic hubby suggesting some
sort of three-way, mini-gangbang between her and Doug and
himself?

“There’s that extra bedroom over there,” Teddy
charged ahead. “If I was to hide in there, with the lights off and
the door cracked open just slightly, I could see everything that
went on in the living room, and in here, in the main bedroom. I
could watch you ball him!”

Another flurry of pre-orgasmic arousal fluttered
through Jane’s pussy as she thought about that. Could she do
that? Could she fuck Doug while her husband watched?

Actually, that sounds hot as hell, she
thought, after another moment spent considering it, sucking
Doug’s big cock while Teddy watches me do it? Talk about a turn on
for all concerned…

“Are you sure about this?” she asked him,
suddenly dubious about Teddy’s ability to hold it together once the
sex started between her and Doug. “You sounded just awful on the
phone last night when you left those messages, while I was balling
him. You’re not going to get crazy jealous on me again, are you,
Teddy-bear?”

He grinned as he heard her call him by one of
her favorite nicknames for him; Teddy-bear. “No, kitten, I promise
I won’t.”

Flashing a naughty grin her way, he said, “But I
will need a couple of towels in there with me. I think I might end
up jacking off a few times, if tonight turns out to be anything
like last night!”

 



Chapter Thirteen

Jane met Doug in the lounge at ten. They sat at
the same table they’d had the evening before and drank two
cocktails each, dancing and talking.

“So, are you going to do me the honor of
accompanying me back up to my suite tonight for a bit
more…dancing, Mrs. Remington?”

She smiled seductively at him and said, “Oh, I
fully intend to dance with you again all night long, my
darling Doug. But I thought we might party in my suite tonight
instead, if you don’t mind. I have to be up, showered, fed, and
ready to deliver an all-day seminar by eight tomorrow morning, so
spending the night in my room would be a lot more convenient for
me.”

“Fine by me,” Doug said, smiling in return. “All
I have on tap for tomorrow is a client meeting or two at our booth
and some more after hours socializing with people at a couple of
hospitality suites.”

“Then here’s to what I hope will be another
memorable evening together,” she said, toasting him with her
scotch.

“That sounds wonderful to me, Jane,” he said,
toasting her back. “I can hardly wait.”

****

When the band stopped playing at eleven, they
finished up their third and final drink and left the bar. As they
crossed the lobby to the elevators the lights suddenly dimmed and,
even through the hotels thick walls, they heard the clap of
thunder.

Doug turned and glanced back at the glass doors
at the front of the lobby. He said, “Looks like we’ve had some
weather move in.”

She turned as well and saw lightning crackling
across the Boston skyline, and then there was a second deep rumble
of thunder. It began to pour down rain outside.

“Well, at least we’ll be snug and warm together
in bed, darling,” she said as she turned back and took Doug’s arm
again, glancing up at him with an inviting little smile.

“Being in bed with you, I imagine I’ll be more
than warm, Janey. I’ll be hotter than hell!”

They laughed and got into the elevator together,
with her cuddling nearer to him as they rode up to the sixteenth
floor. Jane had to admit: she could hardly wait to get naked with
this guy again and fuck him. And knowing Teddy would be watching
made that prospect even more exciting!

Jane made sure to rattle the front door to her
room a little as she unlocked it with her key card—to give Teddy
ample warning that she and Doug had arrived—and then pushed the
door open and led him inside.

Other than the second bedroom door being cracked
open slightly, everything looked just as it had when she’d gone
downstairs an hour or so ago, after Doug’s phone call inviting her
to meet him in the lounge.

An electric thrill ran through Jane as she
imagined her husband standing on the other side of that cracked
open door, probably naked, his hard cock in his hand, watching her
and Doug. She went over to the bed, turned down the covers, and
turned on both of the nightstand lamps, choosing the lowest
setting. Then she snapped off all the other lights in the room.

Jane had dabbled in theater back in high school,
playing the lead in two productions before deciding that she wanted
a more stable career than acting. But she couldn’t help thinking
that her stage experience was going to come in handy tonight,
because she felt almost as if she was about to star in a scene from
a porn movie, with an audience of one; her horny, voyeuristic
husband!

Now, as if she were a lighting director working
on a sage set, she got the room just the way she wanted it: light
enough for Teddy to see every nuance of her little performance with
Doug tonight, but dim enough to give the room a sexy, sensual
feel.

“Do you want to dance a little, before we get
started?” Doug said, pulling her into his embrace.

“I want to spend the night dancing on the end of
your big cock, darling,” she whispered boldly, loud enough for
Teddy to hear.

“That sounds great to me.”

They kissed and Jane kept her body turned so
that Teddy could see Doug’s tongue exploring her mouth. She was
trembling with excitement.

This is so fucking hot! She thought.
Knowing that Teddy is here, watching me acting like such a slut
with Doug…this is going to be even better than last night!

She eased her lover’s beautiful suit coat off
and tossed it on the nearby couch, and then undid his tie and slid
it off as well.

She continued to kiss and suck tongue with him
while she worked on his clothing; Doug returned the favor. He
managed to get her blouse and bra off and to undo her jeans. There
were no pantyhose to fool with tonight, so in a matter of moments,
her pants and the sheer thong she’d been wearing were down around
her shoe tops.

Naked in his arms, she stepped out of the shoes
and her pants, leaving her body clad only in a pair of ankle sox.
His trousers and boxers fell down onto his shoes as well just then,
and she felt his rigid cock push up against her bare tummy as they
continued the long, steamy, spit-swapping kiss.

His arms still around her, and hers around him,
she moved backward, tugging him along with her—almost as if they
were performing some sort of sexy, naked dance moves
together--until her thighs touched the edge of the bed. Pulling
free of his embrace, she sat down, quickly removed her socks, and
then bent at the waist to free Doug of his shoes, socks and
loosened suit slacks.

When she straightened back up, her lips were
dead even with his cock. Staring up at him with a naughty, teasing
smile on her face, she whispered, “How about a blowjob,
handsome?”

Doug didn’t say anything. He simply grinned and
pushed his hips forward, the mushroom-shaped dome of his broad cock
head nudging up against her closed lips.

Jane stuck her tongue out and ran it all around
the fat tip of his enormous manhood a few times, getting it good
and wet. Then she eased forward, opening her lips for him, and he
fucked it right inside, sinking it nearly up to his balls as she
tilted her head back and let him penetrate her throat.

“Jesus, Janey, you’re so fucking pretty,” he
sighed with deep satisfaction, as she began to suck him and he
slowly pumped his dick in and out of her willing lips. “I just love
getting my cock sucked by a beautiful woman, and you’re one of the
prettiest girls I’ve ever throat-fucked.”

“Mmmmmmmmm,” Jane murmured happily, her tongue
going around and around, his prick already starting to leak a
steady stream of that sweet, oily pre-come of Doug’s that she liked
so much.

“Your tits are so nice, baby,” he whispered,
running his hands into her long, lustrous hair and wrapping strands
of it around his fingers, using her silky auburn tresses to pull
her mouth even further onto his gliding cock meat, “and that little
face of yours is just gorgeous, especially when its stuffed full of
my big dick.”

She gave that big dick and extra-strong suck
just then and twirled her tongue around the head even faster. Doug
moaned at how nice that felt and went on to finish his appreciative
inventory of her body.

“And that ass of yours is just fantastic, my
sweet little Jane; all round and firm and perfect.”

Jane felt her pussy gushing out lube. She was in
heaven.

She just loved hearing her handsome Doug praise
her petite, curvy little body. And she also loved sucking his
cock—especially while she knew that her husband had heard each of
her lover’s lewd, obscene compliments just now. Not to mention the
fact that he was eagerly watching every slurp and suck of the
exquisite blowjob she was performing on another man’s cock!

This was everything she’d dreamed it might be,
and more. She was so turned on by now that she didn’t care if Doug
went off in her mouth and filled it with his gooey, hot come or
not. If he did, she’d gladly swallow every drop for him.

And if he chose that moment to pull his
magnificent prick out of her sucking lips and plunge it deep into
her overflowing cunny mouth? That would be even better!

And what if he decides he wants to shove
this whopper of his up your ass tonight?

She thought about that and quickly decided,
I’d even let him do that. Teddy would probably pass out from
excitement, watching this monster cock ream out my tight butt. And
I bet Doug would manage to make me orgasm, too, if he did ass-fuck
me. The man is such a cocksman!

“Fuck, Janey,” her lover sighed, easing his hard
on out of her sucking lips, “you’re too damned much. I’d love to
watch you blow me, because you’re absolutely fantastic with that
hot mouth of yours. But I want to fuck you too much!”

Jane smiled up at him and whispered, “Whatever
pleases you the most, Doug. I’m all yours tonight, just like I was
last night. Fuck me anywhere you want, as often as you want. The
only thing I need is this incredible cock of yours inside me;
however you want to give it to me.”

A huge smile spread across his handsome face. He
said, “Do you really mean that, Janey, you little hottie?”

“You know I do,” she whispered back, nuzzling
her cheek against his saliva-slick manhood, running her fist up and
down it as she spoke.

Doug reached down and gently moved her back onto
the bed, centering her in the middle of it. Next, he went over to
his discarded suit jacket and got something out of one of the
pockets before joining her.

He put the small tube of sex lubricant he had in
his palm over by the pillows at the head of the bed and drew her in
for another kiss. Jane’s heart was suddenly pounding furiously.

She knew she was about to get fucked in the ass
as her husband watched! Nothing else made any sense: her pussy was
super-wet already, as it had been all night long during their time
in bed together before, so what else would require sex lube?

Doug’s such a great lover, she tried to
reassure herself as they made out passionately once again, he
won’t hurt me with that mammoth prick of his when he puts it up my
butt…I just know he won’t—I totally trust him!

He took his time. They kissed and fondled one
another for another full minute or two and then he turned Jane over
onto her stomach.

She started to get up onto her hands and knees
for him, but he stopped her. His hot breath was on her back, and
then it moved down to her ass cheeks as she lay on her tummy.

He kissed her left butt mound and then nipped at
it lightly with his sharp teeth, sending an exquisite little thrill
right through her ass and down into her clit. She rubbed the
enlarged bud against the spread and moaned. He licked up and down
her ass crack before moving over to nip and kiss her right ass
cheek, just the way he had the left one.

“Oh, you’re such a naughty boy, my sweet
Doug,” she sighed as he lapped at her tight butt cleft again,
getting it very wet with his slick saliva, “licking me back
there!”

“You haven’t begun to
experience naughty yet,” he whispered, prying her ass open with his
hands and kissing her anus.

She gasped with surprise and then his tongue
pierced her anal star and slithered down into it. Jane sucked in
her breath.

No one had ever tongue-fucked her asshole
before! It felt kinky and wicked and totally forbidden and…she had
to admit…thoroughly arousing!

“Oh, God, that’s so nasty,” she mewled,
moving her butt up off the mattress and then mashing it back down
again, rubbing her super-sensitive clit against the brocade surface
of the spread.

“You’re such a beautiful, hot little
thing, Janey,” Doug panted, pulling his tongue out of her tight
opening for a moment. “It makes me want to do nasty, hot
things to this magnificent little body of yours!”

His tongue plunged into her again and at the
same time, his fingertips worked their way under her tummy and
found her clit. She shivered as he toyed with her throbbing love
button while he ass-fucked her with his tongue.

“Oh, oh, my sweet God, but you’re turning me
on,” she gasped, reaching up and grabbing a pillow in each hand,
squeezing them in her fists as she shamelessly ground her very
erect nipples down into the bedspread.

Doug had a lot of tongue inside her butt by now,
and he was fucking it in and out steadily, teasing her clit with
his fingertips as he did so. Jane whined at how unbelievably
sensual and completely depraved all of that felt!

Fuck, I’m as hot as I can be, she
thought, I bet my poor Teddy is struggling to keep from blowing
off a load before Doug even gets his cock in me!

Seconds ticked by and Jane made a low, moaning
noise and let go of the pillows. Instead, she moved her hands down
to her breasts, worked them underneath her body, and grabbed a
nipple in each hand.

“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” she grunted as a
ferocious blast of sensation rocketed from her tits down into her
clit and then right into her well-tongued asshole.

Doug waited until she had shivered through two
more of the fierce pre-come seizures and then pulled his fingers
away from her pussy and his tongue from her anus. He got up onto
his knees and turned her body over, reaching for the sex lube.

“Here, kitten; let’s grease that cute little
butt of yours up while I lick your clit for a little while,
okay?”

Jane stared up at him with eyes that were slits
by now. She was trembling.

“I’ll come,” she warned him. “If you lick my
cunny while you play with my ass some more, I’m going to come like
crazy, darling!”

He laughed and got back down onto his stomach.
He shot a big glob of clear, slippery lube into her gaped open
pucker and then put an even bigger dollop on his middle finger.

“I’ll be careful,” he murmured, dipping his
slippery digit into her anal sheath as he touched her clit with
just the very the tip of his tongue.

“Oh, oh, fuck,” Jane gasped, her anus gobbling
up his finger. “I’m so ready…so ready to come, baby—so ready
for your big cock!”

He noisily sucked some of her sweet pussy oil
out and swallowed it as he fingered her asshole. Jane whimpered and
tossed her head from side to side.

“Oh, go ahead and fuck me!” she called out
desperately. “Fuck me right in the ass with that huge dick of
yours, Doug—I want it. I want it so damned
bad!”

 



Chapter Fourteen

Holy fucking moley! Teddy Remington
thought, hard his dick jumping nearly out of his hand.

I can’t believe she said that. My little
Janey, telling a guy she wants to
dance on the end of his cock
all night?

Teddy was totally nude. He had a towel in his
left hand and his prick in his right.

He was fighting for control. He’d nearly lost it
when the pair had first come into the room and started kissed.

In all of his many daydreams about Jane fucking
another man, he’d somehow never imagined her kissing any of them.
The sight of her lips on her new lover’s, the spectacle of her
tongue deep in his mouth, had nearly made Teddy’s prick blow off
like a fucking geyser!

It’s so intimate when they kiss, he
realized, in some ways that’s much harder to see than her
sucking his cock!

Not that the cock-sucking hadn’t been
intimate as well…and thrilling…and sexy as it could be! The
reality of Jane’s lips engulfing nearly every inch of this other
guy’s amazingly big prick had also come perilously close to
unleashing his first load of night, too.

He’d had to shut his eyes for a little while to
keep from blowing his wad. And even then, just the sound of
it--Janey’s fervent slurping and sucking--had nearly done it for
him.

God, I knew that seeing her with another man
was going to be sensational, he thought. And is it ever?
This Doug guy was so right when he went on and on just now about
how pretty she is, how nice her tits are, and her face and that
ass; how unbelievably sexy and hot my wife is! My Janey’s like a
fucking sex goddess. I’m the luckiest guy alive, to be married to
her!

Teddy gingerly stroked his dick again a few
times, watching intently as Doug tongued out his wife’s anus. He
shook his head.

I have to admit, this guy is sexy as hell, too. I don’t blame Janey for wanting
to ball him. Why didn’t I think of eating
out her asshole? I can’t wait to see her take that huge cock of his
back there.

A thought crossed Teddy’s mind and brought him
up short. What if this guy hurt her?

What if his sweet, loving little Jane couldn’t
take one that big up her bottom? The two of them hadn’t had
anal sex in years now. And he had to face obvious facts: his cock
wasn’t anywhere near the size of this guy’s!

His breath caught in his throat just then, when
Doug turned her over onto her back and greased up her backdoor with
sex lube. Teddy leaned closer to the door, peering in excitedly at
the sight of his wife getting finger-fucked up the asshole by
another man as he carefully teased her right up to her orgasm point
with just his tongue tip.

There’s no denying it, this Doug guy has
moves I don’t have—yet!

Teddy resolved to pay close attention tonight,
and to maybe do some research on the net when he got back home.
He’d always thought himself a highly competent lover, and he nearly
always made Janey come when they had sex.

But this guy was very good! Teddy
realized abruptly that he’d better improve his own game if he
wanted to compete with Doug.

After screwing this guy, Jane was going
to expect more in bed from this night forward. That was a
given.

“Oh, go ahead and fuck me!”

He heard his wife call out that obscene request,
and then heard her add, “Fuck me right in the ass with that huge
dick of yours, Doug—I want it. I want it so damned bad!”

Holy Jesus, Teddy thought, letting go of
his ready-to-blow-off dick, he’s got my Janey so turned on that
she’s actually begging to be
butt-fucked!

Even back when the two of them had routinely
practiced anal sex a few times a month, he’d never before heard
Jane scream out that she wanted it! This guy, Doug, was really
something.

Teddy watched as his rival turned Jane back over
onto her stomach and got her up onto her hands and knees. Janey
looked slightly dazed from being so close to orgasm for so long.
But at the same time, her pretty face was positively alive
with passion, too! She was working that lovely little ass of hers
around in tight circle right in front of Doug’s massive hard on, as
if she couldn’t wait to feel it inside her.

She didn’t have to wait long. As Teddy watched,
enthralled, Doug reached underneath Jane and found her clit once
again with his forefingers. He sluiced them over the mouth of her
pussy, concentrating on the upper part, where her clit was now
poking all the way out of its hood.

Jane was so wet that the fingers made a tiny
sloshing sound as he strummed them across her clit, the juicy
little lips slick and sloppy with oozing pussy oil. When Jane’s
eyes fluttered closed in pure ecstasy as his touch, Doug pressed
his well-lubed cock head up against her flowered-open anus and
pushed gently.

“Oh, oh, fuck that thing is big!” Jane mewled,
her angelic face suddenly showing a bit of fear.

But she isn’t pulling away from him,
Teddy noted, his cock once more jumping in his fist. If
anything, she’s leaning back into him slightly, pushing back
against that humongous dick of his.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh,” she murmured just then,
as the mammoth cock head breached her tight sphincter and slipped
inside.

Damn, her voice just dropped a whole octave
when that big knot of a dick head disappeared inside her!

“Ooooh, go slow, please, Doug, darling,”
Jane begged. “That’s the biggest cock I’ve ever had anywhere
near my ass!”

Her lover redoubled his efforts on her clit and
left his prick just inside of Jane’s pried open anus, letting her
body adjust to it. After a long pause, she moaned and nodded her
head almost imperceptibly.

“Okay, it feels a little better now,” she
whispered.

“It sure does,” Doug murmured his avid
agreement, feeding another few inches of prick into her tight
sheath of muscle, “your little ass feels just about perfect around
my dick, Janey--perfect to look at, perfect to fuck!”

As he said that, he managed to get one big
finger up into her pussy, gliding it inside right over her clit. He
began to finger-fuck her as he eased is cock down further into her
butt.

“Oh, oh, it’s so damned big!” Her voice still
sounded lower than usual and her eyes were closed tight.

But she didn’t try to pull away. She held still
and let him claim another few inches of her snug anal sheath.

“All of it!” Doug panted triumphantly a moment
later. “You’ve got every last inch of my cock in you, baby! How
does it feel?”

“Like I’ve got a tree trunk shoved up my ass,”
she said, and then gave at tiny, strained-sounding laugh.

She opened her eyes and looked back over her
shoulder at him. After another second of eye contact, she whispered
simply, “Do it slow, but go ahead and fuck me. Fuck me right
in the ass just the way you wanted to, Doug, you big stud!”

Teddy let go of his cock. He knew that if he
moved the skin up and down even a millimeter right now, he’d be
coming all over the bedroom walls in an instant.

Hearing his wife tell her lover to “fuck me
right in the ass” had to be the sexiest thing he’d ever heard
in his life! He drew in a breath and watched in awe. His little
Janey moaned and closed her eyes again as her new man slowly began
to drill his whopper of a prick in and out of her butt.

“Play with your tits, Jane,” Doug advised her
just then. “Tug on those sensitive little nipples while I tease
your clit and fuck this incredible ass of yours!”

Wordlessly, Jane did as he asked. She went down
onto her elbows and reached back to take a tit in each hand. In
seconds, she was twisting her nipples and moaning as Doug strummed
her swollen clit with his fingertips and gently fucked her in the
asshole.

That’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever
seen in my life! Teddy thought as he watched his wife getting
butt-fucked. She’s really starting to like it…I can
tell!

Indeed, after another minute or two, Doug’s cock
began to move faster and Jane sighed and said softly, “Yes, that’s
the way to give it to me. That’s the way to fuck my hot
asshole, darling!”

“Jesus, what hot piece you are, Janey,” Doug
muttered through clenched teeth, really starting to ream out her
sensational little butt. “Every hole you’ve got is fantastic to
fuck!”

Jane squeezed her tits in her palms and rolled
her head from side to side, her lower body now moving in time with
his. She was spearing her hips backward, fucking him back
enthusiastically.

“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah,” she cried out, “it’s
starting to feel so good. Fuck me, baby; fuck me right in the
ass!”

It was all Teddy Remington could do to keep from
groaning. The sight of his wife getting fucked flat-out by this
stranger’s long, thick cock--right in between her taut ass
mounds--was the most erotic thing he’d ever imagined, let alone
seen.

Jane was really driving her butt back to meet
him, her dangling tits jelling wildly every time the enormous hard
on bottomed out in her ass. The smack of their thighs meeting, the
constant, guttural little grunts from his Janey, the sighs from an
obviously beside-himself-with-lust Doug Lassiter—it was as if every
wanton fantasy concerning his lovely wife that he’d ever dreamed up
had come to life right in front of his amazed eyes.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, fuck,” Jane wailed
just then, “my ass…my ass is on fire from your hot fucking,
darling!”

Doug, rutting hard, grinned and whispered
breathily, “Should I stop?”

She turned and looked back over her shoulder at
him, her light blue eyes electric with desire. “Don’t you dare stop
fucking me…don’t ever stop fucking me, my sweet Doug!”

His grin took on the savage look of utter
arousal. He banged Jane’s ass as hard as he could, his cock flying
in and out of her.

“I’ll fuck you,” he panted, “I’ll fuck you until
you come like a crazy girl for me again, Janey. I’ll fuck this hot,
tight little ass until I flood it with come!”

“Yesssssssss,” Jane hissed, her eyes
closing in rising bliss, “shoot it. Shoot your come right up my
butt, darling! I want it. I want every drop!”

Doug gasped and stopped strumming her clitty. He
rammed his mighty cock into her as deep as he could force it and
slapped her little love bead with his open palm as he started to
unload up her ass.

“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Jane shrieked,
shivering from head to toe as she came.

As if in concert with the adulterous lovers on
the bed, the lights suddenly dimmed down to nothing in the room and
then a huge lightning flash lit the place up as if the sun had
abruptly come out. From behind the door, Teddy groaned softly and
stroked his prick.

A big streamer of his own cock cream arced out
of the end of his dick and spattered against the almost closed door
in front of him. He gasped and fired off a second huge jet as he
watched Doug’s come begin to drip out of his wife’s stuffed-full
anus in long, stringy threads of pearlescent white.

I don’t think they heard me, Teddy
thought frantically, stepping away from the cracked open door lest
another lightning bolt reveal his presence. That thunderclap
right after the last flash of lightning must have hidden the sound
of me coming all over the door.

Doug and Jane sank slowly down onto the bed, his
prick still buried in her ass. She turned her head and caressed his
cheek as he bent low and they kissed.

Teddy sighed, watching that familiar, intimate
gesture. He had to admit, seeing his wife getting butt-fucked was
the hottest thing he’d ever done in his life, but watching her kiss
another man so passionately was akin to having his nuts slowly
crushed in a vice.

It was agony. And yet he had to admit…that
steamy kiss was somehow sexy as hell, too!

 



Chapter Fifteen

“What are you doing, you lunatic?” Teddy heard
Jane’s giggling inquiry as he crept nearer to the bathroom’s open
door.

“I’m just trimming this incredible bush of yours
back a little, babe,” Doug replied playfully.

There was a long silence and Teddy risked a
quick peek around the door. Through the pebbled privacy glass of
the shower; he saw that Jane and her lover were kissing under the
shower spray. Doug had a safety razor in his right hand and Jane’s
left arm was around his neck, drawing him down for the hot
kiss.

Teddy dick lurched as he watched the two of them
making out. Then Doug pulled his head back and grinned
mischievously at her.

The razor hovered near Jane’s thick, sodden
thatch of auburn pubic fur again. She stopped smiling and looked up
at him, a smoky, sexy expression on her pretty face.

“Shave me bare,” she whispered urgently.

“Really,” Doug sounded startled by her sudden
change of heart, “why would you want that?”

She flashed him an elfin grin and whispered
back, “It will be like a small memento of our time together. Every
time I see my bald pussy, I’ll think of you, shaving it for
me…fucking it for me!”

Doug laughed. “Okay, if you’re sure.”

“I’m sure,” she whispered, running her hands
over his broad chest, “I’ll remember how sweet our time together
was, every time I see it.”

Doug reached for the soap and started to raise a
rich, heavy lather over her furry mons. When the suds were thick
enough for his liking, he began to carefully shave her.

“My wife keeps hers bare, too,” he told Jane as
he skillfully removed the suds and hair with the razor, “but she
waxes hers. A full Brazilian wax lasts about a month and half, and
it keeps both her pussy and her ass as bare as a baby’s.”

“Hmmmmmmmm, that sounds interesting,” Jane said,
staring down at the spectacle of her now clean-shaven mons as Doug
carefully started on the hair lining both sides of her slit
itself.

“There’s nothing like a bald snatch for pussy
eating,” Doug said, working industriously as he spoke. “And there’s
something about fucking a hot, slick set of bare pussy lips that’s
incredibly erotic, too.”

“I can see that,” Jane agreed. “I bet Teddy will
love it.”

“You don’t think he’ll be jealous that you
originally shaved it for me?”

Jane emitted a naughty-sounding giggle. “I
intend to tell him that’s exactly why I did it. If I know my
sweet Teddy-bear, it’ll turn him on, knowing that I’m thinking of
you fucking me every time I see my bare pussy.”

She grinned and added; “Besides, if he really
can’t handle it, I can always let it grow out again. It’s a lot
less radical memento than getting my clit pierced as a reminder of
our nights together, or getting a tattoo over my pussy lips that
said “Doug L. fucked me so great!”

The two of them exploded into laughter over
that, and even Teddy’s face morphed into a lopsided grin.

That’s certainly true, he thought, edging
back into the bedroom as the shower went off, I am going to love seeing my Janey’s shaved pussy and
knowing exactly what it means to her. And that is going to be much
easier to deal with than a tattoo saying “Doug’s a great
fuck”!

He turned and padded, naked, over to the second
bedroom and went back inside. When he had the door positioned right
where he wanted it, he looked through the crack and saw Jane and
her lover come back into the other bedroom, their hair still wet
from their shared shower but their bodies mostly dry.

Holy moley, what a cute little pussy! He
thought as he saw his wife’s shaved-bare lips for the first time.
It looks a lot like our seven year old’s, Kimberley’s, only
Janey’s is a little bigger, of course.

Doug, too, seemed fascinated by the small slit.
He took Jane by the hand and led her over to the nearby bed.

“I’ve got to taste that little pink treasure,
babe. It looks so cute I can barely stand it. Plus, it looks so
fucking edible!”

With that, he grabbed her and playfully tossed
her onto the bed. Jane shrieked with surprise and hit the sheet
giggling with delight at his sudden hunger for her.

“Oh, yes…what a little beauty,” Doug sighed,
joining her on the bed and going over onto his stomach between her
splayed open legs.

Not hesitating for another second, he pressed
his face into her pussy and kissed her clit. Now it was Jane’s turn
to sigh.

She lay back against the pillows at the head of
the bed and stared down raptly at the sight of her handsome lover
kissing and licking at her sex. His tongue glided all around her
clit and down both sides of the completely bald area surrounding
her pussy lips.

“Oh, that feels so strange!” she gasped, “That
wriggly tongue of yours feels so nice on my bare skin.”

Teddy had his hand wrapped around his rapidly
hardening dick again as he watched his wife’s lover lap at her
gorgeous little bare pussy. He was smiling dreamily, imagining
himself in Doug’s place.

God, she looks so hot with that shaved
cunny. I’m going to eat that tiny little pink twat of hers every
day from now on!

“Ohhhhhhhh, yes,” Jane sighed just then, “do it
just like that, darling. Lick it for me. Lick my bald pussy!”

Jane’s hands had crept up onto her breast mounds
and she was twisting her nipples lightly while Doug nuzzled and
licked her shaved twat as if he just couldn’t get enough of it.
Teddy grinned and stroked his cock a little faster.

“My God, my God, my God, yes,” Jane panted
moments later, as Doug’s talented tongue began to swirl around and
around on her swollen clit.

“Such a sweet little pussy, baby,” her lover
whispered just before he sucked Jane’s petite bud into his
mouth.

“Jeeeeeeeeeeezussss,” Jane moaned,
“that’s it; suck it…please suck it, and run your tongue all over
it!”

Doug slurped and licked and kissed for long
moments and Jane began to tug a little more insistently on her
nipples. Teddy could see that she was getting really excited. Her
ass was starting to move all around the bed under her lover’s
hungry mouth and her eyes had narrowed to slits. She turned her
head to one side and then the other and her long, beautiful, wet
hair whipped all around the pillow as she did so.

“I’m going to come,” she announced a moment
later, her hips involuntarily hunching up off the mattress to mash
her juicy pussy lips against his mouth. “Oh, fuck, Doug, you’re
eating me so great. I’m going to come. Oh, yeah, oh, yeah—just like
that!”

Teddy’s breathing grew shallow as he watched his
wife shamelessly push her cunt against her another man’s lips and
yank at her own nipples. Jane moaned loudly and began to
shiver.

“Now, I’m coming right now!” she
screamed, her whole body trembling as she closed her eyes and let
the glorious sensation claim her.

Teddy could hardly contain himself. He had to
stop stroking his dick.

The vision of his sweet little wife wailing out
her bliss as she came on the tongue of a stranger was another of
the most sensuous, erotic, fantastically exciting things he’d ever
witnessed in his life. She was magnificent--his little Janey was
like some sort of porn superstar!

I wonder if she looks that hot when she’s
coming with me.

He found himself wondering about that, realizing
that his current perspective—watching his wife with someone
else—afforded him a rare chance to really see her
in action. When he was fucking her or licking her pussy to a
frantic climax, his vision of her and of the two of them together,
was extremely limited.

“Oh, my sexy Doug,” he heard her moan just then,
“you make me come so great! What a lover you are, darling!”

Teddy’s cock jerked in his fist as he heard his
wife’s lavish praise for the other man. He stared at her and--after
a long moment of jealousy and doubt--realized that she was
intentionally fucking with him. There was a playful little grin on
her face and she had been looking right at the crack in the door as
she’d spoken just then.

I’ll get you back for that one, he
thought, laughing inwardly at the ease with which she’d
complimented Doug, teasingly made her husband jealous, and managed
to flirt with both of them at once.

His Janey was so cool! Who else would find the
time to toy with her husband as she was coming down from an
enormous orgasm caused by a handsome near-stranger?

“Jesus, Jane, this little pussy of yours comes
so nice for me,” Doug sighed, raising his head from between her
legs.

A devilish grin spread across his face as he got
up onto his hands and knees and made his way up the bed to lie next
to her, on her right side. He took her in his arms and kissed
her.

Jane moaned and opened her mouth to his tongue,
which was covered with her own pussy juice. He cupped a breast and
squeezed it gently, then thumbed her nipple as they kissed; the
tiny pink knob instantly firming up once more under his touch.

“How about some cock, gorgeous?” His voice was
soft but hungry-sounding as the kiss broke off and they laid
looking into one another’s eyes.

“When have I ever not wanted that
wonderful cock of yours?” she asked him, her tone still saucy and
playful.

“Good point,” he conceded, turning her onto her
side, facing her hidden husband’s location, spooning with her from
in back, “you never say no, do you?”

“Not to you, darling,” she murmured as Doug
reached down and cocked her right leg at the knee, bringing right
her foot flat on the mattress.

Oh, fuck but that looks sexy! Teddy
thought as he watched Doug notch his unbelievably big prick head
into his wife’s tiny pink slit. That little pussy of hers looks
so small and adorable, now that it’s bare.

“Yesssssssss,” Jane sighed as her lips
parted and inch after inch of hard dick slid into her.

Doug reached around from in back and took a
breast in each hand. He tenderly kneaded the small mounds of
sensitive female flesh as he began to fuck Jane from his spooned
behind her position.

God, this guy’s huge, Teddy thought as he
watched the long cock slide up and down inside his wife’s pussy,
my petite little Janey looks so vulnerable, getting it like that, so pried open,
so…penetrated!

Jane groaned with pleasure and turned her head
back to kiss her ravager. Teddy’s cock twitched as he saw the
couple’s lips meet and knew that his wife’s tongue was all over her
lover’s as he fucked her slow and easy.

I’m going to come again, he realized as
he watched the sensual dance happening a few feet away from where
he stood, jacking off in the dark, I can’t help it. This is just
so unbelievably beautiful, so erotic. The two of them are perfect
together. It’s like those incredible bodies of theirs were
made to do this!

Jane pulled her mouth away from Doug’s and
sucked in a big breath. She whispered, “God, but you get me going,
baby. Kissing you while you fuck me drives me absolutely
wild!”

“You said it,” Doug said, breathing hard again
himself. “You’re one of the hottest women I’ve ever known, Janey.
If you and I weren’t both already married, I’d have to marry you
myself. I couldn’t stand to let you get away!”

She flashed him a tantalizing, teasing smile and
said, “Oh? And would you share me with other men if we we’re
married, like my sweet Teddy-bear does?”

Doug laughed softly, still fucking her in slow,
steady strokes, “I don’t know…I might. I might have to…I think
you’re too fucking hot for one man to please all by himself
for long, my darling Janey!”

Teddy rocked back on his heels, trying to keep
from coming before the couple he was watching did. So much about
what they’d just said excited him…that Doug was clearly crazy about
Jane…that he really wanted her…that Jane wanted him, too…and
that she thought her husband was super-cool for letting her do this
with another man, while she knew he was watching!

A riot of emotions gripped the cuckolded Teddy
as he stroked his dick faster and faster. He was proud of Jane—she
was so unbelievably sexy and hot! And, at the same time, he was
jealous as hell of her closeness to Doug, and of Doug’s intimate
emotional ties to her.

But most of all, he was excited. He felt as if
he was about to blow a gasket, watching the torrid scene between
his Janey and her studly lover!

The kissed again and Jane made a little guttural
sound in her throat as she sucked at Doug’s tongue. Her tits jumped
in his grasp and Teddy knew that his wife was about to come yet
again.

Fuck, this guy gets her off like a house
afire! Teddy thought, feeling slightly threatened by just how
good a lover this Doug was turning out to be.

“Doug, oh, God, oh, God, it’s going to happen
again,” Jane gasped as she pulled her lips from his. “I’m going to
come again! Oh, fuck, but that huge dick of yours drives me
crazy, baby!”

“Do it,” Doug urged her, fucking her faster, “do
it, Janey; get that hot little pussy of yours off again, because
I’m gonna’ come, too, I’m going to fill it with spunk!”

The two of them rutted in silence for a moment,
staring into each other’s eyes as Jane craned her neck to look back
at him. There was an enormous roar of thunder, and then the room
lights went away completely.

“Oh, I’m coming!” Jane shrieked.

It’s almost more exciting this way!
Teddy’s fist was flying up and down his dick as he imagined what
was happening in the total darkness that had suddenly enveloped the
room.

“Take it, Janey, you sweet slut!” Doug
bellowed.

A jet of come shot out of Teddy’s prick just as
a bolt of lightning lit up the sky—as well as the room--once more.
He scurried back out of sight, wondering if either of them had seen
him, just as another long rope of jism left the end of his
dick.

“Oh, Doug, there’s so much!” Jane
murmured, sounding utterly ecstatic and right in the middle of a
major orgasm. “There’s so much of your hot come filling my
pussy!”

Teddy bit his tongue to keep from screaming out
his joy as his cock went off yet again at his cheating wife’s last
steamy revelation. The lights came back on and his eyes bugged out
as he saw for himself gouts of white jizz pouring out of
Jane’s smallish pussy lips, flowing out around Doug’s buried
prick.

Christ, he’s flooding
my little Janey with that stuff—this guy comes like a fucking
bull, Teddy realized, trapped in a frenzy of excitement/agony
at the sight of his wife’s cunt leaking huge wads of another man’s
jizz! His cock jerked again and another jet of come spattered down
onto the carpet below him as he watched the lurid tableau in the
nearby room.

“Fuck, Janey, there’s no one else like you,”
Doug whispered, nuzzling her neck tenderly as his prick continued
to gush semen into her tightness, “you’re the absolute best fuck
I’ve ever had…even including my wife. And I never thought
I’d live to hear myself say that!”

 



Chapter Sixteen

“You’re sure you don’t mind going back to your
suite tonight?” Jane said.

“No, this is probably for the best,” Doug said.
The smile on his face told her that he understood.

“You’ve got a ton to do in the morning to get
ready for your seminar, and I’m probably going want to laze around
and sleep in a little.”

They were standing next to the door to the
suite. Doug was mostly dressed, but the collar on his dress shirt
was unbuttoned and he was holding his suit coat and tie in his left
hand. Jane had on a light robe, but was naked underneath it.

“Will you call me tomorrow?” She asked as he
opened the door to leave.

“Just try and stop me,” he shot back with a
grin, taking her in his arms.

The kiss lasted longer than a minute, and both
of them were wearing goofy, ‘I’m so into you’ smiles on
their faces when they finally separated. He stepped outside into
the hallway and closed the door behind him.

Jane turned and saw Teddy emerge from the other
bedroom. He was naked, his cock hanging limp.

“So…was it great for you, the way you thought it
would be? Or did you hate it, seeing me with another man?”

Teddy came over to her. He slipped her robe off
and tossed it on the foot of the messed up bed.

“It was…” he paused, unsure of how to put into
words all of the emotions he was feeling at that moment, “it was
the single sexiest night of my whole life. But parts of it were
more than a little weird, too; like seeing you making out with
another guy with so much passion, seeing you suck his cock, and
then watching you let him fuck you like that.”

“Did you feel threatened by what you saw?” Jane
asked.

“Yeah, somewhat,” Teddy admitted sheepishly,
taking her hand in his.

They walked over to the bed together and sat
down on the edge of it. He smiled at her and whispered, “He was
right about one thing, though. There is no one else like you,
Janey. You’re the most special woman on earth.”

She came into his arms and they kissed. Teddy
realized with a start that she had been kissing Doug exactly like
this, just seconds ago and an electric jolt of kinky excitement
shot through him as he held her.

It was his tongue;
toying with hers just now, not mine!

The thought sent a shiver of jealousy—and
another enormous surge of excitement—rippling through him. Jane
felt it, too, and reached down for his flaccid prick.

It stirred briefly at her touch and then went
soft again. He pulled his lips from hers and said, almost
bashfully, “I don’t think we can have sex tonight.
I…I…relieved myself a couple of times while I watched you
two.”

She gave him a self-conscious but still very
sexy little smile at that news and whispered, “So, it did
turn you on, seeing me with him?”

He beamed at her. “God, Janey, it was
unbelievable…you’re unbelievable!”

Jane blushed slightly. “I confess, I was laying
it on a little thick tonight, for your benefit, darling. But I’m
not going to lie to you, either; Doug does really
ring my chimes for me. But knowing you were watching? That made it
twice as hot!”

Teddy nodded. “I get that. You looked like you
were coming as hard tonight as I’ve ever seen you come before;
maybe harder.”

Jane leaned over and kissed him tenderly for a
moment. When their lips separated, she whispered, “Try not to be
jealous, Teddy-bear. A huge part of why I was so aroused tonight
was because I knew that you were watching me with him. We can’t
expect to reproduce that level of excitement in our bedroom at
home, not with just the two us, so don’t beat yourself up worrying
about it.”

Her smile grew even warmer as she added, “You
fuck me great, darling. You always have. And you do everything else
great, too. You’re my man, Teddy. Doug’s just a passing fancy; a
few stolen nights of naughty fun. That’s all.”

Teddy nodded, looking relieved at her
reassurances. She whispered, “Besides, I think you’re going to just
love the little extra added…benefits my nights with Doug
have earned you.”

He just stared at her, wondering what she meant by that.

“When we get home? We’re going to start having
anal sex again.”

Seeing the way her husband perked up at what
she’d just said, Jane went on to whisper, “When you want a blowjob,
I’m just the girl to give it to you, babe. And it’s going to be the
sloppiest, slurpiest, most terrific suck-off you’ve ever had in
your entire life, guaranteed, my sweet bear!”

He beamed again at that unexpected announcement
and she added, along with a little “I’m such a naughty girl’
wink, “And I’ll swallow every drop for you, too; promise!”

Chuckling with delight, he asked, “What brought
all of this on?”

“My time with him,” Jane answered truthfully. “I
realized that if I could act like some kind of a super-slut ‘ho
with a perfect stranger and do anything he wanted me to do in bed,
the least I could do was be just as hot with the man who’s the
father of my child; the man I love more than anyone else on earth,
right?”

Teddy didn’t bother to reply. He just swept his
wife into his arms and kissed her again.

In moments, they were stretched out in the
middle of the bed, really going at it, making out like a pair of
randy teenagers. Much to his surprise, Teddy felt his cock begin to
get firm again.

No wonder, he thought to himself proudly,
I’m married to the hottest girl the world. Why wouldn’t my dick
get hard…even if I have come more in the last day than I usually do
in two weeks?

“Mmmmmmmmm, there’s my Teddy-bear!” Jane
murmured as she broke off the kiss, feeling is rapidly stiffening
manhood up against her belly and reaching down to grasp it lightly
in her fist.

“Do you want to slip this nice hard thing into
my brand-new shaved pussy darling?”

Smiling, Teddy reached down and tentatively
stroked those bare lips. To his shock, a huge glob of semen oozed
out of them at his touch. It stood just inside her petite lips,
thick and gooey, reminding him of a pink, cream-filled pastry of
some kind.

Jane giggled with embarrassment. “I’m afraid
you’ll have to settle for sloppy seconds tonight, sweetheart. Or,
if that doesn’t turn you on, I can jump up and take a quick
shower.

“Like hell you will!” he growled, turning her
onto her back, urging her legs apart so that he could mount her.
“When you’ve spent the night watching your wife get filled with
another guy’s come, you have to be man enough take what you find
when it’s finally your turn to fuck her.”

Jane smiled up at him, looking ashamed and proud
at the same time. Teddy slipped into her, reveling in the feel of
her pussy around his dick.

It was so slick and full of thick, warm goop! He
went balls-deep in her and looked down, only to see that the
presence of his cock inside her tight sheath had displaced another
big wad of spunk. It rolled out of her pussy and down into her ass
crack as he watched.

“You little whore!” he whispered, his dick
jerking inside of her, his eyes aglow with excitement at the
totally new, totally nasty experience of feeling his wife’s cunt
filled with another man’s spend; of seeing it run out of her!

“I think my ass might have a little left
inside it too,” she told him, pretending to be ashamed but clearly
not ashamed that she still had some of Doug’s
cock cream up her butt.

She told him coyly, “He really pumped it into
me…you know, when he came back there, earlier, darling?”

“Jesus, what a hot little slut my Janey is!” He
whispered the words almost reverently, starting to fuck her
hard.

A continual flow of displaced come surrounded
his gliding dick. It oozed out onto his balls as they slapped
against her, with each lunge into her sloppy cunt. Teddy moaned. It
felt fantastic--balling his wife’s violated pussy like this was one
of the kinkiest, sexiest, most excitingly perverted things he’d
ever imagined!

“God, you’re full of his come,” he panted in her
ear, rutting hard.

“I know, I can feel it sloshing around inside me
as you fuck me, baby,” she whispered, her eyes full of naughty
enjoyment as she teased him with how bad she’d been tonight.

“I’ve been a naughty, naughty girl, haven’t I,
bear? I let him fuck me simply everywhere, didn’t I,
darling?”

“Yes, God, yes,” Teddy grunted, remembering all
of it, reveling in how wanton, how utterly sexy and sensual she’d
been with the other man, less that a half hour ago, “you were
incredibly bad, Janey! You’re a real slut, you know that?”

She brought his lips down onto hers, forcing the
back of his head lower with her palm. Her tongue shot up into his
mouth as they kissed, and her pussy flexed closed and then opened
again as he continued to frantically drive his hardness into
her.

“I’m your slut, now, my sweet Teddy,” she
whispered up at him as he pulled his lips away from hers at last,
gasping for breath, “just like you wanted to see me. I’ll do
whatever you want me to do with Doug. I’ll be as bad as you want me
to be, and I’ll let you watch.”

Jane was tossing her hips up to meet his savage
thrusts, her arm still around his neck as he bulled into her. She
smiled her new ‘I’m-such-a-bad-girl’ smile for him and
murmured, “And, of course, I’ll do anything at all for you,
baby. Anything your naughty little mind can conjure up!”

Teddy Remington groaned, wondering how in the
fuck he’d gotten so lucky as to find this girl and talk her into
marrying him! She was magic. She was Aphrodite. She was the mother
of his child, his sweet Janey…and yet she was also Sex
personified!

 



Chapter Seventeen

“So, what are you going to do today?” Jane asked
her husband, who was still in bed, naked beneath the covers.

She was up, dressed in a power suit by Armani,
her hair and make up perfect. It was seven-thirty on Wednesday
morning and she was headed down to the coffee shop to grab a quick
breakfast on her way to the ballroom where her seminar would start
at eight.

“I’m going back to sleep,” he answered
teasingly, grinning at her. “All of that sex is such hard work. I
don’t know how you do it, Janey, my dear.”

He waited a beat and then added, “I’m just
fucking one girl and I’m exhausted. You’re fucking two men all
night long and giving seminars in your spare time. Your energy
astounds me, darling!”

“You big shit!” She grinned at him. “Well, enjoy
being a man of leisure today while mama goes to work and brings
home some bacon.”

“I fully intend to,” he told her, still
luxuriating in the big bed, smiling at her. “When I wake up later,
I’m going to eat a nice breakfast down in the café and then see
about a quick tour around Boston.”

He gave her a smug
cat-that-swallowed-the-canary, ‘I’m totally pleased with
myself’ smile, and added, “I, unlike some slutty bad girls I
know, don’t have a big, hunky dude to squire me around town and
show me the sights. So I’ll just have to hire a professional tour
service.”

Jane stuck her tongue out at him playfully and
then retorted, “Oh? Well, I suppose that’s okay. But I bet my
red-hot lover and I had a lot more fun on our little walking tour
than you will, Lone Ranger.”

His face turned serious. He said wistfully, “I
bet you did.”

Then he seemed to shake off his sudden attack of
melancholy and said, with a typically enthusiastic Teddy-smile, “I
think I’ll go to the aquarium. I hear its top notch, and you and I
and Kimberley had such a ball at the Monterey Bay Aquarium two
summers ago, that I’m dying to see this one.”

She gathered up her purse and headed for the
door. “Well, have fun, whatever you decide to do, and I’ll phone
you later on your cell and let you know what I’m up to after work
is over, okay?”

“Sure, that sounds great.”

****

The seminar’s students had been gathered from
two companies in the greater Boston area. One group was involved in
intangible sales—business insurance—and the other’s product was
almost as intangible: they marketed software targeting the
insurance industry.

It was all the same to Jane. Sales was sales was
sales.

That, plus the fact that she had given this
seminar in the Bay Area, LA, and throughout the rest of California
several hundred times over the past three years, made the morning a
relative snap for her. She put the eager and not-so-eager seminar
attendees through their collective paces, showing them new
strategies for dealing with customer objections, and techniques for
using those objections to isolate and identify the real reasons why
a customer was saying “no”, instead of “yes”.

She spent an hour and a half, with a ten minute
bathroom and coffee break in the middle, on the best ways to
discover what it was about a product that resonated with a customer
and what didn’t. She illustrated the idea that out of a
possible—say--six major sales points, such as price advantage, ease
of use, the prestige of buying the best product available, etc.,
each individual customer was going to be the most swayed by
one aspect of the product.

The salesman’s job, she explained, was to
quickly find out what that one “hot button” was and then to base
his “close” primarily on that point. Selling hard on price
to a man who was enamored by the idea of using only the best
in his business was a sure path to failure.

Likewise, she showed them, trying to close a
deal with a company that was operating on tight profit margins by
stressing how prestigious it was to be using the finest, most
precise actuarial software available, or by providing the absolute
top of the line—but at the same time, the most expensive—employee
insurance coverage on the market, was a sure way to not close the deal.

“In that situation for example, tight money,
you’ve got to show why your coverage is actually less expensive in
the long run, and will therefore save more money over the long
haul, rather than them choosing a less expensive policy that covers
much less,” she said.

“You’ve got to stress increased employee
satisfaction, which in turn produces a lower employee turn over
rate, resulting the need for costly new-hire orientation and
training, as well as less absenteeism due to workers receiving more
effective medical treatment and preventative care.”

She then explained to the software people that
it was incumbent on them, as sales professionals, to work up all of
the pertinent data before they met with a potential client company,
to show them that, while your product may cost more initially, its
benefits and increased applications potential were so superior to
other, less expensive, software platforms that the client company
would profit enormously in the long run by spending a bit more
now.

After an hour lunch break, from noon until
one--during which Jane didn’t eat; she instead spent the time
preparing for the last hour of the presentation, and for the
question and answer session that would follow—the seminar attendees
came drifting back in and took their seats again. When they were
all back, Jane called the session to order and moved from methods
useful in identifying a potential client’s “hot button” to how to
effectively close the sale, utilizing that hot
button.

The last person walked out of the room at
three-thirty, leaving Jane feeling wrung-out and starving. But the
day had been a huge success, with numerous attendees congratulating
her on her presentation, many of them calling it, “the best one of
these things I’ve ever been to”.

After setting out the supplies for tomorrow’s
group of thirty-one attendees, she was locking up the ballroom when
her cell rang. Pulling it from her purse, she saw it was Doug.

“Hey, how did your day go?” she asked.

“Great, until just an hour or so ago,” he
answered, sounding a little deflated. “Can we meet somewhere for a
little while? Could I buy you a drink?”

“Make that a drink, plus an early dinner
or a late lunch, and you’re on,” she told him. “I worked through my
lunch break today, like I always do, and I’m famished!”

He laughed and said he’d meet her in the hotel’s
fine dining restaurant in a few minutes, and promised that he’d
have a Chivas Regal with a twist waiting for her when she sat
down.

Smiling at that welcome thought, she closed out
the connection with Doug and hit the speed dial number for Teddy’s
cell. He answered after a few rings.

“Hey, what’s going on? How did the seminar
go?”

“It went great. I called to tell you that you
should grab a bite to eat while you’re out, if you haven’t already.
Doug just called me and we’re meeting for a late lunch or early
dinner in the restaurant at the hotel in a few minutes. I just
wanted to let you know.”

There was a long pause, and Jane held her
breath. It had suddenly dawned on her that she shouldn’t have gone
ahead and agreed to have the meal with her lover; that just maybe
she should have called her husband first, to clear that with
him.

And maybe I shouldn’t have so blithely
blurted out that I was meeting sexy Doug for a drink and some food.
It must be hard as hell on Teddy, having me inadvertently rubbing
his nose in the fact that I’ve got a “boyfriend” here in Boston
now, that I enjoy taking romantic walks with, and meeting my new
lover in the bar and… then taking him back up to my room and
fucking him!

“Uh, okay,” Teddy finally said, his voice
sounding as if he was okay with, but not enthusiastic, about her
impromptu dinner ‘date’ with Doug, “that’s cool, really. I
already had a bite to eat down at the Faneuil Hall Marketplace.
Then I went to the aquarium, and now I’m just taking a walk down by
the harbor.”

“Sounds like you’ve had a much nicer day than I
have so far, trying to convince a bunch of veteran salespeople that
they should try doing things my way, rather than the way they’ve
always done them in the past.”

“Yeah, I guess I have at that.’

There was another long, awkward silence and then
Teddy said softly, “Don’t fuck him, or suck his cock or anything,
until I get back, okay? Let me get into position in the second
bedroom before you go back up to the room, if that’s what you’re
going to do this afternoon, alright?”

Jane smiled. It felt so frigging weird, hearing
her husband beg her not to fuck another guy until he got into place
so that he could witness her infidelity!

“So far it’s just a drink after work and a late
lunch, darling,” she told him. “If it develops into anything more
than that, I’ll slip into the lady’s room and phone you, to give
you time to get into position up in our room, okay?”

“Do you promise?”

“I promise,” she said gently, closing her
phone.

****

Doug had gotten them a nice table that
featured a view of the hotel’s patio dining area, via the glass
wall at the rear of the restaurant. The garden was closed for the
winter now, of course, but it was still a nice setting in which to
have a meal. Overnight, the clouds had moved on and it was another
bright, cheerful fall day in Boston.

“Thank you for this, I need it,” she said, after
she’d leaned down, kissed him on the cheek, and sat down opposite
him and picked up her scotch.

“You look so beautiful today,” he told her,
smiling across the table, “in that great suit, with your hair all
perfect; so pretty and business-like.”

“Why, thank you, kind sir,” she said, flirting
shamelessly in return. She all but batted her eyes at him, like a
southern belle in an old movie.

He took a big sip of his martini and then added,
“But you looked pretty damned hot last night, too, without that
suit or anything else on, with that gorgeous hair all messed up and
wild-looking. I really like that look on
you!”

She laughed, feeling her face beginning to color
slightly. “You and my husband are the only ones who get to see that
side of me, my darling Doug. I’m glad you liked it so much.”

He picked up his menu and began to look at it
and she did the same. She settled on the Dover sole and he ordered
the chef’s dinner salad with chunks of lobster. He selected a nice
bottle of Chardonnay to accompany their meals.

“So, you said on the phone that all was going
well for you until just little while ago?” she asked, taking
another welcome sip of her scotch.

“Yeah, my boss, Paul Peterson—he’s the president
of operations, nationally—isn’t feeling well. So he suddenly begged
off from going along on our little corporate boat ride tonight. And
now I’m stuck with being the high man on the totem pole for the
evening; I’ll have to carry the flag tonight, since Paul is taking
a pass.”

Jane cocked her head, waiting for a better
explanation of what that all meant. He sighed.

“Instead of your standard hospitality suite in a
hotel, this year our company opted to charter one of those big tour
boats for the night, and invited a big guest list of our vendors
from around the country, all of the sales guys, me, and scads of
other VIP’s. There’s a band and food up the wazoo and four open
bars, one on each deck and two on the main deck. It’s our outfit’s
big night during the convention and everyone who’s anyone is going
to be there.”

“Sounds like fun,” Jane commented, sipping more
of her scotch.

“Nah, it’s just a bunch of corporate bullshit
and getting drunk with a lot of guys who all think they’re the most
important single person in the cellular business,” Doug said,
shaking his head. “I had originally begged off myself, telling my
boss that I was going to see some relatives here in Boston
tonight.”

He grinned conspiratorially at Jane and said, “I
actually do have relatives here, but I wasn’t going to see them.
They’re a bunch of snooty bastards from my mom’s side of the family
and I can’t stand them.”

He reached across the table and put his big hand
over her smaller one. “What I really had planned on doing
this evening was spending the night in bed with this certain
sensational girl I met.”

Jane smiled. She loved hearing that. Was there a
woman alive who didn’t like hearing that she was sensational, and
that a charming, handsome, stud of a man like Doug Lassiter
couldn’t wait to spend another night in her arms?

“I’m afraid this really torpedoes our night
together, Janey. The damned boat isn’t scheduled to return to the
dock until twelve-thirty. By the time I got back to the hotel, it
would be past one in the morning. And I’ve got a fairly full day
tomorrow at the trade show, for a change, so I guess tonight is
just a total loser for us.”

He smiled apologetically and added, “I’d still
come to your room, even that late, and somehow manage to drag my
butt around to all the meetings I have scheduled for tomorrow.”

Pausing for a sip of his martini, he went on to
say, “But I have to think of you, too. You said that you have
another seminar to teach tomorrow at eight in the morning. It’s not
fair for me to keep you up all night making love to me and then
expect you to bounce out of bed the next morning and work all
day.”

Jane was disappointed, there was no denying
that. It alarmed her a little, how much she’d come to love having
Doug in bed with her at night; to have him and that
pussy-pleasing monster of a cock of his. Massive had turned
out to be awesome after all!

Plus, there was Doug himself. He was so tender,
so sexy, so much sheer fun in bed. She remembered how he’d shaved
her pussy bare in the shower and smiled as she thought about his
fun-loving outlook on life and natural sense of spontaneity. It was
a big part of what made having sex with him so fantastic!

“So, tomorrow night, for sure?” he asked
softly.

“You’d better believe it, mister,” she answered
sternly, and then broke into a huge, playful grin. “It’s my last
night in Boston, too, and I want you to spend it with me.”

“It’s mine, also, and I can’t think of anything
I’d like better.”

Their food came. After the waiter had departed
and they’d sampled their respective orders, Doug asked her
conversationally, “So, Janey, who was that guy in
the spare bedroom last night, jacking off while he watched us
having sex?”

 



Chapter Eighteen

“What? You’re fucking kidding me, right?”
Teddy gasped, totally shocked.

Jane giggled, her face turning red. She managed
to stammer, “No, that’s exactly what he asked me, I swear to
God!”

She stared at her husband, looking as if she
might burst out into another fit of giggles at any moment, and
said, “He saw you, twice, when the lightning struck, while
he and I were…uh…doing things together, babe. He
saw you through the crack in the door, beating you’re…uh…you
know…off.”

“Holey moley,” Teddy gasped again, “what did you
tell him?”

“The truth, what else could I do?” Jane asked,
chuckling with obvious embarrassment. “He had us dead to rights,
bear!”

The two of them were sitting on the edge of the
bed together, inches apart. Jane had come back up from her rather
awkward meal with Doug moments earlier. It was just past five
o’clock.

“He wants to have dinner tomorrow night, the
three of us,” Jane said.

Teddy looked leery. He asked, “Why? What did you
two say to each other after he let you know that he…uh…that he knew
about me watching?”

“He made me tell him all about you,” Jane
admitted forthrightly. “I’d already told him some things, but he
wanted to know more. He wanted to know about your personality, what
you did for a living, about our life together as a couple.”

Silence hung heavy for long moments. At last,
Teddy said, “What did he say after you’d told him what he wanted to
know?”

Jane smiled. “He thinks you’re quite the guy,
bear. Doug thought it was amazingly cool of you to let me go on
fucking him, after I’d informed you that I was. And he really
seemed to get off on how much you liked watching the two of us
together, how you not only didn’t get all bent out of shape about
me cheating with him, but how you enjoyed the show!”

“So, what’s this dinner meeting about, then?”
Teddy wanted to know.

“He wouldn’t say,” Jane answered truthfully,
“but I kind of got the feeling that he wanted to meet you in person
so that he could confirm for himself that what I told him about you
was accurate. I think he’s still trying to sort out what all of
this means, in regard to our last night together in Boston,
tomorrow night.”

She paused a moment and then told Teddy honestly
about what the two of them had said today at lunch, about them both
wanting to spend their last night in town together in bed. She made
herself stare directly into her husband’s eyes as she admitted,
“I’m not going to tell you any lies, babe. I do want to fuck
him again before we go home. But not because I’m in love with him
or anything like that.”

Reaching out and stroking her Teddy’s cheek
tenderly with her fingertips, she said, “I love only you. But I’ve
had some of the most fun I’ve ever had in my entire life this week
with Doug, in bed. And I want one more night with him, because
after that, it’s back to normal for us. I doubt I’ll ever see him
again.”

The loving look on her face slowly morphed into
a look of impish glee, “Plus, I really wanted for you to see
me fuck him again. That was a huge part of the scenario I had in
mind for our last night together. Weren’t you looking
forward to that, too?”

Teddy suddenly looked slightly embarrassed as
well. He shrugged and then laughingly admitted, “Yeah, I sure was.
Seeing you two together last night was so fucking hot,
Janey! I’d love to see it again, that’s for certain.”

“My bear,” she whispered, putting her arms
around his neck, “my sweet, pervy, naughty Teddy-bear. What would I
ever do without you, darling?”

Their lips meant and seconds later, they were on
their sides and moving as one toward the middle of the bed. Clothes
soon disappeared and a very naked Jane climbed up on top of her
husband and eased herself down onto his rampant cock.

“Oh, Teddy, I love you so,” she whispered as she
rode him, leaning low, her lips right above his. “I just adore
fucking you, darling. I can’t believe I get so busy and so caught
up in things back home that I don’t do this with you every single
day anymore.”

Teddy smiled up at her and whispered back, “It’s
as much my fault as it is yours, honey. I get carried away with
stuff out in the shop and don’t come to bed as early as I should
every night. Not to mention being so wrapped up in my
fantasies about my sexy wife that I don’t take advantage of
the reality of having her in my life as much as I
should.”

Jane closed her eyes, grinding her pussy down
onto him in a cork-screwing motion that slid him right along her
clit. She sighed, “Oh, Teddy, no one’s cock pleases me more than
yours. No one’s! Now, shut up and fuck me!”

****

“I have a question,” Teddy said.

They were leaning back against the headboard,
pillows behind their heads. Teddy had been reading a popular
science journal he subscribed to and Jane had been reading a novel
on her Kindle.

“What’s that?” she asked, putting the device
down momentarily.

“What you said earlier, before we made love,
about not ever seeing Doug again after tomorrow night…did you mean
that?”

Jane thought that over. After a moment, she
said, “Sure. I can’t imagine us ever crossing paths again. I’m
usually much closer to home than this, and he lives in Chicago.
Where would I see him?”

“He’s the national sales manager for his
company. I bet he gets out to the west coast a lot. You mean you
wouldn’t be willing to go and meet him for—say--a night or two, if
he called you ahead of time and set it up; you know, in LA or
certainly in San Francisco, or maybe San Diego?”

She turned and faced him, a smile on her face.
Snuggling in closer, her breasts up against the side of his bare
chest, she whispered, “No, not in a million years, unless you said
it was okay with you, that you wanted me to do it.”

Her fingers caressed his chest fur and she went
on to say in a soft voice, “What would really turn me on like
nothing else would be to reach some sort of accommodation with
Doug, where you could be with us, watching…maybe even
participating, if you felt comfortable with that, while he
and I were having sex on our final night together. That would be
so hot!”

Teddy made a little wheezing sound as he
imagined that happening. He looked over at her, a look of bemused
shock on his face. “You mean, like, a three-way?”

Jane felt her face turn beet red. She smiled
shyly and said, “See what you and your naughty fantasies have done
to me, Teddy, you devil? Last week I was a normal, harried,
ordinary wife and mom, just going about her humdrum daily
life.”

She shook her head at him in mock dismay, “And
now here I am daydreaming about fucking my sexy new lover while by
husband watches and maybe even joins in!”

Teddy burst out laughing. When he finally
stopped chuckling, he captured Jane’s face between his palms and
kissed her passionately. Then he pulled his lips from hers and
said, “You are too fucking much, Janey Remington--wife, mother,
career woman, and part-time sex goddess!”

They shared a riotous round of laughter together
over Teddy’s description of her. When the two of them had at last
regained their composure, her husband asked, “What about guys other
than Doug? Has this last week got you thinking about doing this
again sometime, with another hot guy, now that you’ve done it once?
You know you’ve loved every second of this week, don’t even bother
denying it.”

Jane felt her face flush again. She hated to
admit it, even to herself, but over the last day or so, ever since
that first, magical night with Doug, she had occasionally
found herself wondering if she would ever…if she ever could
let herself…participate in another wild fling like this one
again?

“How would you feel about that?” she asked,
putting off answering the question by asking one of her own. “And,
even if I said yes, where would I ever meet another man I was
attracted to as much as I’m attracted to Doug? How would that ever
happen?”

“I don’t think it would be that difficult,”
Teddy answered slowly, clearly turning his inventor’s mind loose on
the question. “You’re a very attractive woman, Janey. And you
clearly know how to seduce a man, if you’d just let yourself go
ahead and do it. You could pretty much have your choice of
partners, I think.”

A modest, half-flustered smile appeared on her
face at her husband’s words. She found, to her shock, that she
absolutely loved the fact that he thought her sexy and attractive
enough to have her pick of men.

“And as for me, God, Janey, do you even have to
ask? These last two days have been like a dream come true for me.
My fantasy has more than come to life. And, realizing that I’m
married to the hottest woman in the world—that’s fucking priceless, as those old American Express commercials used
to say!”

Again, the two of them laughed together. When
they stopped, Jane nestled right in next to her husband and said,
“If we are going to continue to play this little game, we have to
be careful. I can see where all of this might lead to a broken
marriage in a real hurry if we’re not.”

Sobered slightly by that statement, Teddy said,
“Yeah, I think the key here is total honesty between the two of us,
babe. And I need to be totally in the loop. If you do meet a guy
you want to…uh…get to know better, you should tell me right
away. Don’t let me discover it on my own—that would probably make
me jealous as hell, and suspicious, and that’s no good. So you
can’t sneak around behind my back, deciding whether you’re
attracted enough to some guy to ball him or not, okay? When you see
a possible hook-up candidate, tell me about it,
alright?”

Jane smiled at him. “Oh, so you want to help me
pick my lovers now, too, is that it?”

He grinned back and said, “Think about it:
knowing that you’ve got a new guy in mind, and that you’re checking
him out, would be a huge turn on for both of us. Even if he didn’t
work out, and you decided to pass on him, we’d still have the fun
of knowing that you were at least considering being naughty with
him.”

Jane could see that. Knowing that she was
thinking about cheating again with another hottie would excite
Teddy tremendously…and probably her as well! It would no doubt amp
up their sex life for a week or two, while she was considering
whether or not she wanted to go ahead and fuck the guy--that was
for sure!

The more she thought about it, the more she
realized that a big part of the thrills this little cheating “game”
afforded was the delicious anticipation involved. The
fantasy leading up to the actual sex was almost as sexy and
exciting as the actual event itself; although she had to admit,
thinking back to her steamy nights with Doug, that the sex could be
pretty damned extraordinary too!

A more serious thought struck her, and she told
Teddy: “If you suddenly feel threatened by all of this, if you want
me to quit looking at the men I meet as potential sex partners,
just say so, and I will.”

She went on to explain, “I won’t kid you,
darling. I’ve loved every second of this little fling with Doug,
just like you said earlier. But I don’t need this. If you
want this game to stop, just tell me, and I’ll stop it,
immediately, alright?”

He shot her a canny look. “Are you sure it’s
going to be that easy, once we get further into this? Are you sure
you’re not going to need it…that you’re not going to come to crave
the excitement of meeting and seducing a new man every so often…of
fucking him?”

Jane felt a tiny shudder of fear. She suppressed
it as best she could.

There is that possibility, she
acknowledged to herself, recalling her super-hot times with Doug;
that walk around Boston, being in bed with him, feeling the power
of his desire for her…the power of—she had to face it—her desire
for him!

“I think I can walk away from cheating any time
I want,” she assured Teddy.

Then she realized that she owed her husband--her
sweet bear--more than false bravado. So she went on to add, “But
then I suppose everyone who is just starting something like
this--dabbling in things that are forbidden, things that they know
they shouldn’t be experimenting with in the first place--always
tell themselves that, now don’t they; that they can give them up
whenever they want?”

She looked at Teddy and he looked back at her.
She whispered, “This is powerful stuff we’re messing with here,
bear. Part of me absolutely reveled in having sex with
someone outside my marriage, and I had never dreamed something like
that would ever appeal to me.”

After waiting a moment, to let that sink in, she
said, “I’m pretty sure that I can take cheating or leave it…but I’m
not totally sure; how could I be? And the more we do it, the
more we play this naughty game, the less sure I’ll be. We should
both know that going in, before we get further into it.”

Teddy didn’t reply to that. He merely looked at
her for long moments before he at last flashed a look her way that
was so full of love it made her heart race.

“I love you without limit, without hesitation,
Janey. And I know you love me in exactly the same way. I really
believe that whatever you do with other people, so long as it stays
within the boundaries we set, won’t harm us, won’t threaten our
marriage. Don’t you think?”

She smiled and then came into his arms. Just
before their lips meant, she whispered, “Yes, I think we’ll be
fine, my sweet bear.”

She prayed that she was right about that, and
melted into her husband’s arms.

 



Chapter Nineteen

Jane’s seminar ran until four o’clock. When she
finished it up, she began laying out the materials for Friday’s
final session.

She ate a candy bar as she worked, hoping the
candy would allow her to make it until six, when they were
scheduled to meet Doug in the hotel’s fine dining restaurant for
dinner.

She had turned in relatively early last night,
after she and Teddy had talked about where their marriage was
headed and other men, and about her being free to look for new
partners and seduce them, as long as she kept him, as he’d said,
“in the loop”. They’d enjoyed a long, sweet, sensual, old-fashioned
session of tender love-making after that, and she’ fallen
asleep practically as soon as it was over, confident about their
future together.

But her sleep had not been untroubled. She’d
dreamed about Doug, and about Teddy, and about new, nameless,
faceless lovers she might soon meet. The dreams had been hot, sexy,
and yet, unfulfilling.

She awoke three or four times before morning,
aroused but unable to satisfy her desires; Teddy dozing peacefully
next to her, Doug unattainable that night. She’d thought about
“jilling” herself off, but had rejected the notion as too absurd.
Here she was, fucking two different lovers, multiple times on a
daily basis; suddenly being reduced to masturbating! It was too
laughable for words.

The elevator doors opened and she made her way
back to her suite. She was going to wear the little black dress
again tonight, with no pantyhose or bra underneath it.

If the hemline was just a bit lower, I’d
consider going “commando—no panties--as well, she thought,
feeling sexy and free and half-aroused already at the thought of
dining with her husband and her lover dressed only in a thin dress
with nothing at all on underneath it.

She wondered what Doug was going to say at
dinner. The two of them, she and Teddy, had decided last night,
before they’d slept, that if Doug found he couldn’t deal with the
idea of Teddy watching the sex tonight, or perhaps participating in
it, that Teddy would be okay with Jane going up to Doug’s suite
alone for a few hours.

Then she would return to her own room for the
rest of the night and tell Teddy everything that had happened,
while he took his turn with her. That way, she could get at least a
few hours sleep before her final seminar session in Boston began
the next morning.

She had a return ticket to San Francisco on the
redeye flight for tomorrow night and Doug was on a flight to
Chicago which left at roughly the same hour. So, tonight, Thursday,
would be their last night together, one way or the other.

“Hey, you look a little tired,” Teddy greeted
her as she came into the suite.

He was lying on the bed, watching television;
one of those shows about why some historical event had turned out
the way it had, due to physics or faulty planning, or plain
ill-fortune. Those sorts of investigations intrigued him.

“I butt is really dragging. I thought I might
catch an hour’s sleep before dinner, okay?”

“Sure, I’ll wake you in plenty of time to get
ready for our dinner meeting,” Teddy offered. “Come on and lie down
right here beside me.”

She went over and kissed him on the cheek, and
then headed for the spare bedroom, saying, “No, I’m going in here,
where I can close the door and shut out all the light. Remember;
give me an hour before dinner to get ready.”

She went in and closed the door, noting that the
maid had done a nice job in getting the door clean after Teddy had
spunked it the other night; the carpeting, too, Lying down on the
bed, she wondered what the cleaning crew had made of that.

In minutes, she was beyond caring what the hotel
maids thought of her and Teddy’s sexual practices—jacking off all
over doors and rugs and such--she was dead asleep.

****

“So, did you really invent the
Frymaster?” Doug asked Teddy. “Man, that thing works so
slick; I bought two of them, one for home and one for our
cabin!”

Teddy gave Doug a deferential little smile and
sipped his wine before answering. “That one just came to me one
night. It was one of my easier projects. I got the idea from out of
nowhere, watching television, and I had a rough prototype put
together in two days.”

He looked over at his wife, who was busily
slicing a chunk of halibut up into bite-sized pieces on her plate.
“How much have we made off that thing so far, Janey?”

She shrugged and then answered, “I forget,
exactly, but it was somewhere north of eleven million dollars,
according to the last statement I remember seeing on it from our
accountants.”

Doug shook his head. “Wow, you guys must be
loaded. You said Teddy’s got, what, seven other patented inventions
besides the Frymaster out there?”

“They don’t all sell like hotcakes,” Teddy
demurred, looking almost shy, as he always did when someone was
praising one of his inventions or marveling at how much money he
had made from them.

Jane had grown used to this sort of thing over
the years. People were always astonished by her mild-mannered,
almost bashful husband’s level of financial success. Besides, she
was the money person in the family. She knew vastly more than Teddy
did about how their fortune was invested, how much money their
investments were making for them, and just how much the various
inventions were pulling in each year.

“Teddy’s little projects, as he likes to
call them, net us, personally, something like twenty-three million
a year, and they’ve been doing that for a while,” she told Doug,
not proudly, just truthfully. “The total’s well over a hundred
million now, the last time I checked.”

“Jumping Jesus, I’ve never spent the night in
bed with a gorgeous multi-millionaire before, that’s for sure.”

Doug realized almost instantly what he’d just
blurted out and looked quickly over at Teddy. He stammered, “I’m
sorry, old man--that was totally uncalled for. I apologize.”

“Oh, that’s okay,” Teddy said, staring down at
his steak, looking completely embarrassed. “You did spend the night
with her, two of them, in fact. I’m well aware of that.”

Jane smiled. She knew from long experience that
Teddy was more embarrassed by her giving out details concerning his
wealth than he was about her having spent those two nights in bed
with Doug. It invariably made him uneasy when people talked about
how rich he was. The inventions, in his mind, were little more than
projects he “tinkered around with out in the shop”.

“Teddy isn’t upset that we slept together,
Doug,” she whispered.

The other parties of diners in the big room were
no closer than three empty tables away from them, but they were
still keeping their voices low, in deference to some of the topics
of conversation tonight. Wife watching and extra-marital sex were
not subjects they were anxious to have spotlighted by loud
talk.

“As a matter of fact, it excited him terribly,
just like your little fuck-and-tell sessions with your wife turn
her on, from what you’ve said,” Jane added.

Doug smiled at the pair of them. “I see Janey’s
filled you in on my bride’s little fetish.”

Teddy nodded and his face lit up with a guilty
smile, “Me, too, I’m afraid. My most cherished fantasy was centered
around Jane in bed with some lucky guy.”

He held Doug’s eyes with his and finished with, “I guess you’re the
guy.”

“And you’re right about the lucky part,” Doug
agreed, also speaking softly. “Any man who gets to spend a night in
bed with Janey gets my vote for the luckiest man on earth. I envy
you, Teddy. If my own wife wasn’t such a scorcher in the sack, I’d
be jealous as hell of you.”

The three of them shared an uneasy chuckle at
that. When the laughter had died away, Jane said, “So what is this
dinner about, Doug? Are you and I still getting together again
tonight, on our final night in town? And, if we are, where does
Teddy fit in?”

Doug sat back in his chair and drank another sip
of wine. He looked first at Jane and then over at her unassuming
husband.

“What would you two feel comfortable with?” he
finally asked.

She shook her head. “No, the important question
here is what you would feel comfortable with, Doug. I knew
that Teddy was watching us the last time we were together, and
Teddy knew that I knew he was there, and he was all right with
it.”

Leaning further forward, she asked in a breathy
whisper, “What would you feel okay with? My position is that
I’m ready to do anything you might desire in bed with you tonight,
but that I would prefer to do it with my husband witnessing
it.”

She leaned back and picked up the glassful of
Chablis she was drinking with her fish. After a sip, she went on to
say, “And it wouldn’t bother me a bit if he was in the same room
with us, watching, if that wouldn’t be too weird for you.”

A shiver ran through Doug as he thought about
that. Jane saw it as plain as anything, but she couldn’t tell
whether it was a shiver of excitement at the thought of Teddy being
in the room with them, or a shudder of revulsion at the idea.

“Would he,” Doug started to say, and then seemed
to realize that he and Jane had been talking about Teddy as if her
weren’t there, and turned his eyes toward him to continue his
question, “would you want to…join in the proceedings at some
point, Teddy?”

He hastened to add, “Sorry, but I’m not into
guys.”

“I’m not either!” Teddy blurted, seemingly
aghast at the thought of any sort of sexual contact between him and
Doug.

There was silence around the table after that.
At last, Jane said, “Do you two want to know what I’ve been
fantasizing about?”

When no one spoke, she continued in a very low
whisper, “I’ve been daydreaming, ever since Teddy got into town,
about sucking him off while my hunky, oh, so sexy lover fucks me
with that big dick of his at the same time!”

Teddy, who had been taking a sip of wine to
chase the bite of fillet mignon he’d just eaten, sputtered and
began to cough. Doug’s big green bedroom eyes shot open and then a
big smile slowly spread across his handsome face as he mentally
considered that sizzling scenario.

“God, babe, that would be fantastic, now that I
think about it,” he murmured, glancing over at Jane. “Have you ever
done anything like that before?”

“Of course not,” she said, smiling back, “I’d
never even thought about it before Teddy started in with his
fantasy, and before I made his fantasy a reality, with you.”

She let her smile grow more seductive and licked
her lips once before saying, “But I’m sure thinking about it
now--how about you, Doug, darling?”

****

Since it was barely past seven-thirty when they
finished dinner, the three of them decided to repair to the lounge
for a few rounds of drinks before going back up to Teddy and Jane’s
suite for the evening’s main event. The same familiar combo was
playing as they entered the bar.

Teddy went up and opened a tab on his American
Express card and ordered them a round of drinks while Jane and Doug
staked out a table near the dance floor. He got the cocktail
waitress to help him carry the three drinks over to the table and
handed her a twenty for her trouble. The girl beamed and Jane knew
instantly that prompt service for the three of them tonight would
not be a problem, no matter how full the bar got.

“Here’s to a terrific night,” Doug said,
toasting the couple.

“To brand new experiences,” Jane toasted him
back.

“And to unbounded excitement for all three of
us,” Teddy added, with a little leer, clicking rims, and then
finished his toast by saying, “With my sexy Janey, here, I think I
can pretty well guarantee that.”

The three of them shared a guilty little
conspiratorial chuckle over that and drank to each other. A new
song came on, and Jane asked Teddy: “Shall we?”

“No, let Doug dance with you first. I insist,”
her husband replied graciously, gesturing with his drink toward the
dance floor.

With a small bow in Teddy’s direction, Doug led
Jane out onto the floor and drew her into his arms. Jane saw her
husband’s jaw drop open slightly as she nuzzled her head against
her lover’s big chest and pressed her body so close to his that it
would have been difficult to slip a sheet of paper in between
them.

“Is this okay?” Doug asked. “We’re really close,
babe. Won’t Teddy be a little uneasy, watching us dance like
this?”

She turned her head up to face him and smiled,
“He’s going to watch you fuck me in a little while, darling. I
think he can deal with a little close dancing, don’t you?”

He grinned back and rested his head atop hers
when she laid her cheek against his chest again. They glided and
twirled together in perfect time, her legs on either side of his
right thigh, her sex tight against his leg muscles through their
respective clothing and underwear.

When the dance was through, he escorted her back
to the table and sat down. Jane did so, too, and finished her drink
in a few quick swallows, craving the alcohol. She wanted to be
totally wild tonight with her two men; no inhibitions…that was her
motto for the evening!

“Order us another round, will you?” Teddy asked
as he finished his own Jack Daniels black and water. “I’m going to
enjoy a quick twirl with my wife.”

Teddy wasn’t tall and muscular like Doug, but he
could dance. That was one of the things that had initially
attracted Jane to him when they’d first met.

They toured around the floor, as close together
as she and her lover had been. Her cheek was pressed right up
against his and she whispered, “Oh, babe, am I ever going to
fuck both of you guys tonight? I can hardly wait!”

She felt his dick jerk against her lower tummy.
He murmured, “Jesus, Janey, you’re incredible. I can hardly wait,
either.”

For the next two hours, they alternated dances
and drank steadily in between them. Jane was really feeling her
scotches by then and slowed down on her alcohol consumption a
bit.

But she didn’t slow down on her dancing. By ten,
all three of them were half drunk and feeling reckless, excited,
and antsy with anticipation over what the evening next held in
store for them.

Just then, the band surprised everyone in the
place by launching into a fairly credible version of Get Down
Tonight, by KC and the Sunshine Band, a rock number from the
seventies, complete with a rare vocal from the keyboard player.
Feeling no pain and in the mood to party, all three of them leapt
to their feet as the first funky chords from the song sounded.

They stood looking at one another in confusion,
wondering who was going to dance this one, until Jane said, “Come
on, both of you dance with me. It’ll get us in the mood to have
both of you doing…other things with me soon, now won’t
it?”

Her two dates for the evening grinned and let
her lead them out onto the dance floor. The small circle was
suddenly crowded with dancers on this up-tempo number and Jane
began to shake her ass to the insistent beat, bumping it first
against Teddy’s butt and then against Doug’s as she shimmied and
shook to the song’s disco rhythm.

“This is fun,” Doug said loudly, trying to make
himself heard above the band and the shouts and cries of the other
dancers all around them.

“I know something that’s even more fun,”
Jane shot back with a wink.

Doug grinned massively and nodded his
agreement.

As the number came to an end, the three of them
embraced and then closed out Teddy’s tab and headed up to their
suite. The real fun was about to commence, and all three of them
were more than ready.

 



Chapter Twenty

“Would you like another drink?” Jane asked Doug
when they were inside her suite, the door closed and the Do Not
Disturb sign in place on the doorknob in the hallway.

“No, I’m tipsy enough as it is,” he told her,
looking slightly nervous, now that the time for their three-way
together was finally here.

“Well then, let’s get down to business, boys,”
she whispered, coming over to him and pushing her body against his
as she stared up at him longingly, invitingly.

Doug stared to embrace her and then glanced over
at Teddy, who was standing right next to them. When he merely
shrugged and offered a little half-smile, Doug wrapped his arms
around the other’s man wife and kissed her passionately.

Teddy sucked in his breath and stared slack
jawed at his Janey making out furiously with someone else. His cock
twitched inside his trousers.

God, they’re only, like, two feet away from
me! He told himself.

Teddy Remington was suddenly transformed into a
dithering cuckold. It killed him to see Jane in another
man’s arms, especially up close like this, where he could easily
see the tongue-play between the two lovers as they kissed! His
formerly faithful wife’s tongue made a momentary bulge against the
side of Doug’s cheek at that moment and then disappeared.

Seeing that made him jealous as hell, he
couldn’t deny it! And yet…in a way, he had to admit that it was one
of the hottest, sexiest sights he’d ever witnessed, too.

His cock was half hard beneath his jockey shorts
by now. Jane was running her hands up and down Doug’s broad back as
she kissed him, and then up into his grey and black hair. Her body
was so tight up against his that the only way they could have been
closer was if his cock had been inside her!

Teddy shivered at that thought, realizing that
Doug’s cock probably would be inside her very soon. He
reached down and adjusted his own dick, so that his hard on
wouldn’t be quite so evident, if these two ever came up for air to
see it.

Jane seemed to read his mind. She pulled back
from the kiss, a long streamer of saliva stretching momentarily
between her lips and Doug’s, and then breaking off and falling
away.

“You’re next, sexy,” she whispered, disengaging
herself form her lover’s arms and throwing herself into her
husband’s instead.

Her lips met his and he moaned at she shoved her
tongue into his mouth and ran it all over his tongue. He started
with the realization that she’s been soul-kissing the other man
just like this seconds ago!

Fuck, fuck…this is hot! He thought,
shivering with excitement in her arms.

Jane kissed him for just as long as she’d kissed
Doug, maybe longer. He could clearly feel the nipples standing out
on her braless breasts through the little black dress’s thin
material. They were hard as a pair of agates up against his chest
and she was nearly panting with arousal as she continued to run her
tongue all over his.

“Jesus, but I’m hot,” she sighed as she finally
broke off the torrid kiss. “You two sexy studs have got me so
damned hot already!”

“Well, I’m sure we’ve got just the thing for
that,” Doug said, as he reached over and unzipped her dress, and
then undid the clasp holding it together, “don’t you think,
Teddy?”

As his wife’s dress dropped to the carpet,
leaving her clad solely in a pair of see-through black thong
panties and a pair of black Jimmy Choo heels, he grinned and said,
“I bet we do, Doug. I’ll just bet we do.”

In seconds, they had her completely naked and on
the bed. She glanced excitedly from one side of the mattress to the
other, like a small child watching two presents being unwrapped at
the same time under the tree on Christmas morning.

Doug stood on one side of the bed, hurriedly
getting out of his suit coat, tie, and shirt. Teddy was on the
other side, shucking out of his sport coat, shirt, and slacks as
quickly as he could get them off.

“Mmmmmmmmm, I love this,” she murmured,
“I want both of you, naked and on this bed with me…right now!”

In an instant, she had her wish, with a very
bare-assed Teddy climbing onto the mattress from one side and an
equally nude Doug clamoring aboard from the other. They moved over
to her and she turned and took Doug into her arms and kissed him
again before turning back the other way and doing the same with her
husband.

“I want both of you to fuck me,” she whispered
excitedly as she lay back against the pillows at the head of the
bed. “I want you to fuck me all night long; one at a time, both at
once…I don’t care!”

“Jesus, Janey,” Teddy sighed, “you’re too
fucking much.”

He pounced on her right nipple with his hungry
lips and Doug grinned and turned over onto his stomach on her other
side so that he could claim the left one. The two men suckled
eagerly, like hungry puppies at their mother’s teats. Jane cooed
with pleasure and ran her fingers through their hair as they lapped
and sucked and occasionally nipped at her erect little nipples with
their sharp front teeth.

“Oh, that’s right,” she whispered in gathering
ecstasy, “suck ‘em, bite ‘em…eat my titties right up, you two!”

Doug continued to go after her breast, but he
slipped his left hand down her tummy at the same time, gliding his
middle finger into Jane’s shaved pussy. She moaned and pushed her
hips up off the bed.

“Oh, that’s it, finger me, suck my hot tits and
finger my pussy, you nasty boys!”

Teddy was beside himself with excitement. He
watched Doug going after his wife’s other tit and playing with her
bald cunt.

It was a super-hot sight to witness! His dick
was so hard that it was difficult to lie on his stomach in order to
suck Jane’s pumped up nipple.

She was moaning and thrashing around on the bed
by now, her sleek little ass hunching upward to meet each
penetration by Doug’s finger. Her eyes were half closed in pure
lust and Teddy could feel her tits jerk in unison every so often as
he sucked at her right nipple.

“Oh, don’t make me come so soon!” Jane begged
them at that moment. “Give your cocks. I want to play with those
nice cocks of yours a little before I go off for the first
time!

Doug straightened up on one side of her and
Teddy scrambled up onto his knees on the other. Jane, glassy-eyed
with arousal took a hard dick in each hand and stroked them
passionately.

“Let me suck them,” she pleaded, tugging at both
of them. “Come up here and feed them to me, my hot lovers! Let me
gobble these big boys up for you.”

Doug let her pull him toward her by his massive
hard on, knee-walking up to the head of the bed. Jane turned her
face to the left and stuck out her tongue, licking all around
Doug’s cock head as Teddy watched.

He quickly moved up near her head on her right
side, eagerly peering down at the steamy blowjob Janey was giving
Doug’s whopper of a dick. The big cylinder of flesh was penetrating
her more than willing lips a little more than halfway each time he
fed it into her mouth.

Abruptly, Jane let it slide out of her lips on
the next back-stroke and whipped her head around to face Teddy’s
equally hard prick Her eyes were wild, like a feral animal’s, as
she stared up breathlessly at him. And her lips were shiny with
spit and Doug’s pre-come.

“I’m such a bad girl tonight, Teddy-bear,” she
whispered, her voice sounding lower than usual, raspy…more raw and
needy than he’d ever heard it before. “I’ll do anything you guys
want, anything!”

With that, she leaned forward and ate nearly
every last inch of his cock on her first suck. Teddy groaned. Her
mouth was hot and slippery and insistent around his buried
dick.

Jesus, she’s like a crazy woman tonight! She’s
sucking me like she wants every drop of come I’ve got in my balls;
just like she did Doug a moment ago!

“Man, that looks so hot I can barely stand it,”
Doug said just then, staring down raptly at the spectacle of Jane
going nuts on her husband’s fat cock. “Just look at her going
after that thing, man!”

Teddy moaned again and then managed to stammer,
“You should feel how great she’s blowing me. She’s always been
terrific with her mouth, but tonight…she’s unbelievable!”

Jane let his cock out and turned her head back
the other way. Just before she devoured Doug’s monster dick once
more, she whispered, “He will feel it, baby, and right now.
Just you watch!”

She tipped her head back and slid it forward;
taking in nearly every inch of Doug’s much larger dick this time.
He gasped and reached down to grip her right nipple between his
fingertips as she sucked him.

“Goddamn, what a blowjob!” Doug sighed, watching
Jane go just as crazy on his cock as she had seconds ago on
Teddy’s. “Her tongue’s all over me, and she’s sucking me so
fine…she’s the best, man. Your wife gives the very best head I’ve
ever had!”

Enthralled by what he was witnessing, Teddy
reached down and palmed Jane’s other tit. He squeezed it lightly,
just the way he knew she loved having it done, and instantly heard
his wife’s groan of rising ecstasy around Doug’s prick.

“You naughty boys are turning me on so much!”
Jane panted as she let Doug slip from her mouth and moved her head
back over to Teddy. “Play with my tits, squeeze them; tug on my
nipples and give me your hot cocks to suck!”

Her lips slid over Teddy’s prick a second later
and he gasped with pleasure. Jane had blown him dozens of times
over the years, but never like this. He’d never seen her so excited
before as she’d sucked him; so totally aroused and desperate for
his cock.

Doug switched hands, taking Jane’s enlarged
nipple in his right hand so that he could lean over and slip two
fingers from his left up into her pussy. She made a gurgling,
groaning sound around her husband’s dick as she sucked it, and her
hips bucked up off the bed, spearing his fingers inside her all the
way up to his palm.

“Damn, man, her pussy is so juicy it’s unreal!”
Doug told Teddy, awe in his voice as he watched her squirm around
and go after her husband’s prick like a woman possessed.

“Fuck her,” Teddy told Doug. “Look at her. She’d
dying to come. Fuck her hard, man, while I play with her tits.”

Jane spat out Teddy’s prick and whipped her head
back over to face Doug’s. She panted, so excited she could barely
get a breath, “Let me suck you a little more, and then do it…do
what Teddy said. Fuck me, please!”

Doug pushed forward, as Jane tilted her head for
him. He powered every last inch of his long prick into her lips,
fucking her mouth and throat like a pussy.

Jane mewled and cooed around his length, her ass
coming up off the bed, her tongue lashing at him as he fucked her
mouth. Teddy watched her, his own mouth open in mild shock.

He’d never seen this side of Janey
before. Not in eleven years of marriage; this Janey was raw, wild,
out of control! She was the sexiest thing he’d ever imagined in his
craziest fantasy!

“Fuck me,” she moaned, as Doug’s prick slipped
out of her breathless mouth, “Oh, God, fuck me, pleeeeease—I
need it so bad!”

Doug scrambled down the bed, his cock gleaming
with Jane’s spittle. He got between her legs and sunk his dick all
the way into her without preamble.

Even from his vantage point, a few feet away at
the head of the bed, Teddy could see that there was no need for
finesse any more. His little Janey was juicy-wet and absolutely
shivering for cock!

“Oh, man, oh, man, what a hot, slick,
tight pussy you have, Janey!” Doug gasped, hammering it hard
with his huge cock. “And is it ever wet?”

He looked over at Teddy and whispered, “You’ve
got to try this, Teddy. Let me fuck her a minute or two more and
then you take over. Her cunt is unbelievably juicy and hot
tonight!”

Teddy shivered with lust. That sounded great to
him. Everything sounded great to him. Fucking his little Janey,
taking turns fucking her with another man, all night long, sounded
great to him!

He backed off a little and lay down on his
stomach. He kissed his sexy wife’s spit-slick lips passionately,
not caring in the least anymore that Doug’s cock had been in her
mouth only a few seconds ago. Maybe that made it even better, even
hotter somehow —he didn’t know. He was beyond caring.

Janey whimpered with lust and sucked at his
tongue as if it, too, were a cock for her to please. She wrapped
her arms around his neck and hugged him tight as Doug pounded into
pussy her like a wild man.

Teddy trembled with excitement. He glanced down
her body out of the corner of his eye and saw the other man
ravaging his wife’s bald little cunny with his mammoth erection and
almost came himself, her tongue going crazy against his.

Fuck, this is hot! This is insane…it’s Sodom
and Gomorrah…it’s a fucking orgy!

Jane began to come. He felt her go rigid under
him and she moaned up into his kissing mouth.

Teddy held her tenderly and watched, fascinated,
as she shook from head to toe and continued to cling tightly to his
neck while she went off. Doug groaned, “Man, you should feel
this pussy! She’s really coming hard!”

His ecstatic praise seemed to do something to
Jane. She wailed up into Teddy’s lips as her orgasm peaked. He
sighed, struggling to keep from coming himself as he held her
close, kissed her, and watched another man fuck his wife straight
up to heaven.

Her eyes, which had gone closed when she’d
started to come, slowly came open again. She looked up at Teddy
with so much love in them that he suddenly had to fight of the
impulse to cry at the joy he felt.

I love her, right this second, more than I
ever have in my life, he thought, amazed at the depth of his
emotion at that moment, and she totally loves me, too…I can see
it in her eyes.

“T-Take over,” Doug gasped just then. “I…I want
some more head.”

Teddy drew his mouth away from his wife’s lips
and looked down her body. Doug was sitting back on his heels, his
cock shiny with Jane’s lubricant and come. The big hunk of hard
muscle pulsed in the low room light, still as hard as it had ever
been.

Doug looked past Teddy, at Jane, who was lying
languidly, sloe-eyed and temporarily sated, back against the
pillow. Doug whispered, “I want to come in your mouth. Is that
okay?”

“Yesssssssss,” she hissed back at him,
looking as if his plea had just flipped a switch back on inside
her. She suddenly looked totally turned on again at the thought of
sucking off his big cock and swallowing his come while her husband
watched to do it!

She glanced up at Teddy and whispered, “What are
you waiting for? Fuck me. Fuck me hard and come in my pussy while
I…suck Doug off, darling.”

Teddy shuddered, his cock jerking against the
bed covers. He rapidly got up onto his hands and knees and traded
places with Doug.

 



Chapter Twenty One

What a pussy! Teddy thought as he started
to bang his wife just as hard as Doug had been doing it seconds
ago. I’ve fucked this little slit hundreds of times before, but
it’s never been this wet, this slippery, this aroused. And it’s not
because it’s full of spunk, either, Doug hasn’t come in her yet
tonight.

Being inside of Jane’s tight little cunt right
now was like dipping your cock into a tub of warm butter, Teddy
thought to himself, shocked at how different she felt tonight. Hot
lubricant seemed to be bubbling up out of her, like some
sort of tiny hot springs!

He heard her gurgle with delight just then, as
he slipped in and out of her juicy twat, gliding right over her
clit. Looking up, he saw that she had twisted her upper body at the
hips, so that she was facing a kneeling Doug’s cock nearly head
on.

It was vanishing in and out of her sucking lips.
He saw her tongue make a circuit, the tip of it passing across her
hollowed in cheeks as she kept the suction up on Doug’s prick.

Jane had her lover’s big balls in her hands and
she was teasing them with her fingernails as she blew him. Doug was
looking at Teddy fucking Jane. He grinned, as if to say, “Your
wife sucks cock better than anyone!”

Teddy felt his own balls tighten. This was
depraved. This was utterly lewd, sharing his sweet, loving little
wife with another man.

It was also the hottest thing he’d ever done in
his life! The sight of Janey sucking Doug’s whopper while he,
Teddy, rammed in and out of her pussy gave him a rush that was far
superior to any drug he’d ever tried back in college.

God, look at her going after that thing!
He told himself. She’s really in the zone tonight. I’ve never
seen her like this before. Even last time, with Doug, when I was
watching, she wasn’t this hot! She’s
totally out of control tonight, totally into being wild!

“Jane,” Doug gasped just then, the grin leaving
his face, “Oh, God, Janey; get ready. I’m gonna’…I can’t hold back.
I’m gonna…commmmmmmmmmmme!”

Jane’s heavily-lidded eyes flew open and two
tiny drops of pearly semen appeared at either corner of her sucking
mouth. Teddy saw his shocked wife swallow hard, but the drops grew
bigger as Doug’s second jet of come spewed into Jane’s mouth.

Holy fuck, he’s creaming her! He’s going off in my Janey’s
mouth!

“Ullllggghhhh,” Jane gurgled helplessly
as she swallowed what appeared to be another mammoth blast of
jism.

Shit, that’s incredible! Teddy thought,
watching her gulp down more come. I can’t believe I’m watching
this!

He felt Jane’s pussy grab at him as he fucked
it. Their eyes met, just as she swallowed yet another load of
Doug’s semen and Teddy lost it completely.

“Take it!” he bellowed, his balls clenching, a
huge wad of his own come rocketing into her gripping pussy. “Take
my spunk now, you hot little cocksucker, you!”

Jane bucked underneath him, her orgasm as strong
as any he’d ever felt her have. She mewled happily around Doug’s
cock and gulped down still another mouthful of jizz as she came and
came on Teddy’s spurting manhood.

****

“So, was that wild enough for you boys, to start
the evening off with?” Jane asked smugly, coming back into the room
from the bathroom, where she’d gone to clean up a little after
their mutually-shared orgasm.

Doug and Teddy were reclining against the
pillows at the head of the bed. They grinned over at her, looking
as proud of themselves as a pair of Cheshire cats.

They had left enough space between them for her,
and she got onto the bed and took her place in between them. They
both turned toward her, staring at each other across her naked
breasts.

“That was certainly a show-stopper of a first
act,” Doug commented.

“Yeah, did you save any tricks for later, babe?”
Teddy asked her kiddingly, as he smiled up at her. “What the three
of just did could be hard to top.”

His tongue shot out playfully as he finished
speaking and made a slow circuit around her right nipple. She
smiled at him enigmatically and then looked over at Doug, who
responded by pushing his tongue out to lap at her left nipple.

“Ummmmmm, if you naughty boys keep on doing
that, I’m sure I’ll think of something,” she replied, closing her
eyes for a moment, plainly reveling in how good their tongues felt
on her sensitive little buds. “After all, like I told you before;
I’ll do anything you guys want me to tonight…anything!”

Teddy felt his limp cock twitch into action when
she said that. He glanced down at Doug’s big prick and saw that it,
too, was stirring as a result of Jane’s emphasis on the word
anything.

“Well, I don’t know about Teddy,” Doug said,
replacing his lips on Jane’s tit with his fingertips, tweaking her
erect little nubbin between them as he spoke, “but I really got off
on the two of us both doing you at the same time just now, Janey.
And I know you did, too.”

“Mmmmmmmmm, maybe,” she admitted,
smiling, her eyes still closed, her body twisting under their dual
assault on her breasts, he ass starting to move around against the
sheet.

“But I don’t want another blowjob, as terrific
as that was,” Doug went on to say.

She opened her eyes. “Oh, what’s your pleasure
this time, darling?”

He reached under the pillow and brought out the
tube of sex lubricant he’d used the other night, when he’d taken
her anally, and grinned. She smiled and said, “Oh, you are a
naughty boy, isn’t he, Teddy?”

Her husband just smiled back at her and
whispered, “Well, you did say ‘anything’, now didn’t you,
babe?”

Jane’s blue eyes went wide. She said softly, as
she finally grasped what was coming, “And you both want to do me at
the same time?”

She shivered at the thought of that. Her
seductive little smile vanished as she said, ”I’m not sure I can
do that! You both have thick cocks and my ass is not that
big.”

“Oh, I bet you can,” Doug persisted, showing her
the tube again, teasing her with it. “If Teddy will help me get
your ready, I’m sure you can, Janey. You’re the sexiest woman I’ve
ever met in my life…you can do this, no problem.”

****

“More--do it some more,” Jane begged, her eyes
closed, waggling her ass around as her husband tongue-fucked it for
her “oh, God, you two are so nasty! You make me so fucking
crazy!”

Doug twisted her nipples a little more firmly
and pushed his face upward, into her weeping pussy lips again,
licking like a mad man. Jane whimpered at how fantastic that felt
and lowered her head to suck his cock as he ate her and Teddy
licked out her asshole.

They were in the middle of the bed, in a
modified “sixty-nine” position, with Doug on the bottom. Jane was
eagerly sucking his cock from on top while Doug reached up and
twisted her nipples as he gobbled her pussy. Teddy was kneeling
behind her, drilling his stiff tongue in and out of her bottom, and
Jane was close to coming again.

Her two horny lovers had made her come twice
already, licking and sucking at her sensitive tits, her ass, and
clit. But they hadn’t stopped just because she’d come; they kept on
lapping at her, teasing her, making her hotter and hotter. Her
orgasms just kept getting stronger and closer together!

God, they’re making me insane with need!
She thought. All I want to do is feel them touching me, licking
me, fucking me. I want cock and more cock—this is the hottest night
of my whole life, and I don’t ever want it to end!

She lifted her head from Doug’s engorged manhood
and sighed, “Oh, I’m almost there again, you naughty pervs! I’m so
close to coming again!”

Gently, Doug pushed her off to one side and got
up onto his hands and knees. He gave Teddy a head nod and they
rearranged themselves.

Doug filled Jane’s gaped-open ass with lube and
then worked it deep inside her with his finger. She moaned and
closed her eyes, her pussy snapping closed and then opening again,
her anus simultaneously doing the same, trapping his finger in its
tight grip for a moment.

“She’s more than ready,” Doug whispered
excitedly as he withdrew his finger and laid back against the
pillows at the head of the bed, his cock sticking up in the air
like some sort of fleshy flagpole.

“Here, Janey, just ease back and let me in,
okay?” Doug’s voice was soft and gentle as he caressed her thighs
from in back and then urged ass her backward.

“Oh, God, it’s so big!” she sighed as she felt
the hard knob of his cock head against her anus once more.

She sat back gingerly, feeling the big knot of
muscle push against her slippery rear opening. Teddy eased her
further backward from his position in front of her, his own dick
hard as a brick as he watched her little pucker flower open and
accept the fat cock head into its tight grasp.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, Oh, God,” she moaned as inch
after inch of hard prick slid into her ass. “It’s stretching me so
far open!”

She came to rest on Doug’s lap, his whole
enormous prick berthed deep inside her anal canal. Teddy moved
forward and gently moved her backward, until she was reclining on
top of Doug’s broad chest. Only when she was lying back against it,
and Doug had reached around her body and captured a firm little tit
in each hand, did Teddy start to ease his prick into his wife’s
juicy cunt.

“Sweet Jesus, but that’s a lot of hard cock
inside of me, all at once!” Jane gasped as he bottomed out in her
pussy.

“You know you want it,” Teddy told her with a
triumphant little smile. “You said anything goes tonight, babe. And
I know you. You’re the hottest piece of ass on the planet. You want
to try everything, now don’t you, Janey?”

“Yesssssssss,” she sighed as they gently
began to move their buried cocks up and back inside her.

Teddy leaned in and kissed her as they fucked.
Jane moaned and wriggled her impaled ass around, gliding her clit
against her husband’s cock as he took her again and again, while
Doug reamed out her asshole.

Oh, I’m such a slut! She thought, as her
body rapidly adjusted to the feel of having two cocks inside it at
once. God, help me, but I just love this! I love being a slut
for my two sweet boys…I love getting fucked by two hot cocks at the
same time!

The forbidden double-penetration felt better and
better as the seconds ticked past. Teddy was kissing her so
passionately, and Doug was doing her titties just right. And their
dicks were starting to feel so good, sliding in and out
together.

She relaxed and just let it happen. She gave
herself over completely to the hot double-fucking she was getting
and let her boys bang her straight up to heaven again!


Chapter Twenty Two

“You two are on my list,” Jane groused, pulling
on her pantyhose. “Keeping me up practically all night, fucking me
senseless again and again—you should be ashamed of yourselves!”

“I didn’t hear any complaints last night, did
you, Teddy?” Doug asked, grinning.

“No, all I remember hearing was something like:
‘Oh, that’s it, fuck me, fuck me harder, you two!’”

“Yeah, that sounds right,” Doug agreed. “Oh, and
one time, Janey, I remember you yelling so loud that you were
coming again that I thought the people on this floor would call the
desk and complain about all of that screaming, for sure.”

Jane scrunched up her perfectly made up face at
them and picked up the towel she’d used to dry her hair a while
ago. She flung it at Doug and said, “Very funny.”

After sticking her tongue out at both of them,
she wriggled into a pencil skirt and zipped it up. She donned her
matching jacket and critically examined her outfit in the
mirror.

“Well, at least I look okay,” she said,
“but I’m fucking dead on my feet. It’s a good thing I’ve taught
this class so often, or I’d be totally unable to function. I’ll be
flying strictly on autopilot today.”

Her expression turned suddenly serious, and she
came over to the bed on Doug’s side. Sitting down on the edge of
it, she stared deeply into his green eyes, all of the playful
banter vanished.

“Last night was incredible, both of you. I’m
going to miss you, my darling Doug, but God, I had so much fun. I
hope you did, too!”

With that, she kissed him, her tongue all over
the inside of his mouth. The two of them clung together for what
seemed like forever, and then she broke away, her eyes full of
tears and said, “I’ve got to go now or I’m not going to have time
for breakfast.”

She looked over at Teddy and said, “I’ll see you
later, after my seminar is over. Forgive me, babe, but I’ve just
got to say this.”

Turning quickly back to Doug, she whispered, “I
care about you so much. I’d love to fuck you again; I can’t
seem to help myself. Be well, darling, have a good life, and think
of me fondly sometime, okay?”

She got up, wiped the tears from her eyes, and
ran for the door. It closed behind her.

****

Teddy paced around the room. He’d already called
the desk and extended their stay through tonight, and phoned the
air service and chartered another Gulfstream for their flight back
home in the morning.

He was dammed it he’d have his wife flying back
on some redeye route tonight, not after last night. The poor woman
had really wrung herself out, pleasing the two of them.

She was pleasing herself as well, he
thought happily, remembering some of the towering orgasms he’d seen
Jane scream her way through last night.

He’d caused some of them and Doug had caused his
share as well. Hell, they’d double-teamed his sweet Janey
through several together, too!

His mind flashed back to the scene this morning,
when Jane had taken her leave of Doug. Teddy hadn’t quite known how
to feel about that at first. It was clear that the two of them had
deep feelings for one another; feelings that went way beyond the
great sex they’d shared together this week.

But somehow, he didn’t feel threatened by that
anymore. He realized that Janey loved him totally and completely,
and nothing was going to change that.

The thing was--she had some sort of voodoo
chemistry going with Doug, too. They were sensational together. It
was as if he, Teddy, was Jane’s perfect soul mate, but Doug was
like her…second soul mate!

Now that he had finally gotten his mind around
that somewhat elusive concept, he thought it was kind of cool,
actually.

They should have one more night together,
he found himself thinking as he paced about the suite, just the
two of them; private and just for each other.

He picked up the phone and dialed the desk. It
was the end of the week and the conventions were over, so he able
to easily reserve another room for the night, on a different floor
He did so and then went over to the closet and got out a business
suit he’d packed, just in case he needed it.

****

Doug Lassiter looked up from his meeting and saw
Teddy Remington standing out at the booth’s counter. He was dressed
weirdly, for laid-back, casual Teddy. He had on a nice Brooks
Brothers suit, a crisp white shirt, and a tasteful necktie.

“Excuse me a moment, gentlemen,” he told the
executives he was meeting with, “but there’s a very important
client who just showed up out at the counter. I need to chat with
him momentarily, and then I’ll be right back to close out our
meeting.”

He got up and opened the glass door to the
private meeting room and went over to the counter. “Hey, man, long
time no see, eh?”

Teddy grinned. “I’m sorry to interrupt your
meeting, but I had a thought. Can we step away for a minute and
talk?”

Doug looked back at the three executives who
were waiting for him to return and said, “It can’t be for long.
We’ve worked six months to get a meeting with these guys. I can’t
afford to blow it.”

“Won’t take a second,” Teddy assured him.

Doug came out from behind the counter and they
walked away together, down the broad aisle between booths. Teddy
quickly told Doug what he had arranged and Doug stared back at him
in something like awe.

“I’d love it, of course, but are you sure
you want to do this, man?”

Teddy grinned. “She’s mine for the rest of our
lives, Doug. I can spare her for one more night…for a good
friend.”

Doug clapped him on the back, beaming from ear
to ear, and took his leave, heading back for his meeting. Teddy
went back outside, grabbed a cab back over to his hotel and went up
to the suite. He carefully packed up everything that was his, moved
the bags over by the door leading into the suite, and then took the
elevator down to the lobby and picked up the key card to his new
single room. He told the desk man that the bellman should be sure
to take only the suitcases that were packed and near the door in
the suite down to his newly reserved single room.

And then went into the bar to have a drink.

It was just past noon, and Teddy didn’t usually
drink so early in the day, but he felt like celebrating. This was
going to make Janey so happy. And he just loved making his wife
happy.

****

“Hey, there you are,” Jane told her husband as
she emerged from the ballroom for the last time, her final seminar
over, “and don’t you look nice in that suit. What’s the
occasion?”

“I’m going to buy you a drink in the bar,” Teddy
said, “there’s someone I want you to meet.”

Jane locked up the ballroom and then dropped the
key at the desk, signing the final bill for the use of the room and
putting her copy in her purse. They went into the bar and Jane sat
down at a table while Teddy went over and got them a round of
drinks.

“Who am I meeting?” Jane asked. “I didn’t know
you knew anyone in Boston.”

“Oh, I think you’ll recognize him,” Teddy said,
smiling.

They were halfway through their cocktails when
Doug Lassiter walked into the lounge. He went over to the bar and
got himself a martini and then joined them at their table.

“Hey, this is so nice,” Jane said, beaming, “I
didn’t think I’d get to see you again before you left.”

“I have to go back in a little while and
supervise the last of the packing up of the booth,” Doug said, “but
this was too important to miss, so I stole a few minutes to slip
back over here and meet you guys.”

Jane looked mystified. Doug looked over at Teddy
and said, “I called my wife and told her about the change in plans
and she’s fine with it, of course.”

He noticed Jane’s lost look just then and asked,
“You haven’t told her yet?”

“No, I thought I’d wait until you got here,”
Teddy said.

“Tell me what?” Jane asked.

“Just for tonight, you have a new roommate,”
Teddy informed his wife, smiling proudly at what he’d arranged.

“Whatever do you mean?”

“I got myself a single room on the eighth floor,
but kept the suite for you, on our tab, not your company’s. I’m
going to take my leave of you for the rest of the evening, in a
minute, Janey. There’s a movie playing here in town that I want to
see and it’s one of those that I know you won’t care about
watching, so I’m going to take a cab over and see it by
myself.”

Jane just stared at him, clearly nonplussed by
his weird behavior. He grinned and said, “I’ve chartered a
Gulfstream for us. It leaves in the morning. Doug will be flying
out with us; we’re dropping him in Chicago on our way home. Oh, and
he’ll be joining you tonight for his last night in town, in your
suite, my darling Janey.”

“What?” Jane demanded, shock, delight,
total confusion all registering on her face, one after the
other.

“I witnessed the special connection you and Doug
have, this morning, when you kissed him goodbye,” Teddy explained.
“I’m not threatened by it, but I think it’s so unusual that you
guys deserve another night together, just the two of you, to
explore the link that exists between you guys a little more; so
happy birthday, Janey.”

“My birthday isn’t until next August,” she said,
flashing one of the sexiest smiles Teddy had ever seen in his
direction.

“Well, your present’s here early then, isn’t it?
Enjoy.”

“Oh, bear, you’re such a sweetie!” she bubbled
happily. “I’m so lucky. How many guys would be so giving…so
understanding, so utterly cool about something like
this?”

She leaned over and put her arms around him and
gave him a kiss that so hot it could have melted concrete. When
they broke apart, she whispered, “Thank you, so much. You know I
love you more than anything in the world, right?”

“I know you do. Have a wonderful night,
darling.”

He finished his drink and stood up. Doug stood,
too, and they shook hands.

“Thanks, pal, you’re one of a kind.”

“Take good care of my girl tonight,” Teddy said
with a sly wink. “Love her, okay?”

“You bet I will.”

****

It was midnight. Jane couldn’t believe she’d
found the stamina somewhere, but she had.

Doug was deep inside her for the fourth time
since they’d finished dinner, danced a little to their favorite
combo, and then come up to bed at eight. She’d come six times
already; once from his lips and tongue, and once from when she’d
sucked him to hardness and diddled her own clit as she did so, and
four times from him fucking her.

She’d already climaxed once on this go-round.
They’d been making love for at least twenty minutes so far, with no
immediate end in sight.

God, I could fall in love with this guy so
easy, she thought as he fucked her so slowly, so gently--so
beautifully.

She had started on her back, but now she was
almost all the way up off the mattress. Doug was cradling her in
his strong arms, lifting her; holding her ass up off the bed as he
screwed his massive dick straight into her pussy again and again.
She had her arms around his neck, helping to hold herself up and
she was kissing him.

All at once, she felt the orgasm rising up from
within her. She pulled her lips from his and moaned, “Oh, Doug,
you’re doing it again, darling. You’re making your Janey come for
you!”

“Do it,” he whispered back urgently, “God,
Janey, go ahead do it, please. You know how much I love to see you
go off around my cock, baby!”

Jane shivered and let herself go. She felt
totally at ease, totally free to give every last ounce of her being
to Doug, just as she did when she was fucking Teddy.

Teddy, she thought of her darling bear as
she went off for the seventh time tonight. “Oh, God, it’s so good,
so good when you fuck me, darling!”

She honestly didn’t know who she had meant that
for; Teddy or Doug? The spasms engulfed her as she realized that
both of her darlings fucked her exquisitely, and it was oh, so
sweet come with either one of them—or with both of them
together, for that matter!

When the blissful climax had finally wound down,
she discovered that Doug was still hard inside her and smiled.
“Don’t tell me you want to fuck me again?”

He grinned at her, disengaged, and then got her
up onto her hands and knees. “You know I do. I want to fuck you
until I get enough of you, my sweet Janey. And I don’t know if it’s
possible to do that.”

He slid into her again from behind and it felt
like heaven itself. She looked back over her shoulder and sighed,
“Do it, Doug. Fuck me hard, make me come again, sweetheart!”

He did.

 



Epilogue

This particular Gulfstream had a couch on one
side of the cabin and the three of them sat right next to each
other on it, Jane in the middle. She lolled her head on Doug’s
shoulder for a while, and then shifted it over to Teddy’s.

She felt completely at peace. This had been the
most fantastic week of her entire life. It was coming to an end,
but at least she’d have the memory of it to keep with her for
forever.

“So, was last night as special for you two as
I’d hoped it would be?” Teddy asked.

They hadn’t talked too much this morning, after
they’d all met up in the lobby, had breakfast in the café, and then
checked out and headed for the private airport. They had been
loose, totally comfortable together, but not too vocal.

“It was incredible, darling. And thank you so
much again for giving it to us, for letting us share a last night
together.”

“Yeah, it was…”Doug’s voice halted. “Man, this
is tough to put into words. How do you tell a guy that his wife is
the most sensational woman in the world in bed?”

Teddy laughed. “I think you just did. And, I
have to agree with you. She is.”

Jane rolled her head around on his shoulder and
wrapped her arm around his. She whispered, “You’re the best,
Teddy-bear. Thank you for my wonderful life. I don’t thank you
enough. I take too much for granted, but trust me, I won’t from
here on out.”

They flew on in companionable silence for a
time. They were less than thirty minutes out of Chicago, and Jane’s
head was now back on Doug’s shoulder, when Teddy asked him, “you
must get out to the west coast a few times during a typical year,
Doug, right?”

“Yeah, sure, why do you ask?”

“Do you ever end up staying in the Bay Area
overnight?”

He turned and looked at Teddy. “Yeah, I do, at
least once or twice a year.”

Teddy grinned. “I gave you two last night,
because I sensed that you both wanted at least one more time
together like that; you know, intimate and private, just the two of
you? And I was happy to do it. But I loved the three of us together
too, as I think both of you did as well, correct?”

Both Jane and Doug nodded that they had.

“Well, Janey and I own a large estate in Moraga.
The next time you’re in San Francisco on business, why don’t you
extend the trip another night and stay over with us? We’ll send
Kimberley, our daughter, over to Eunice’s house for the night,
which she will love, and the three of us can party together in our
bedroom. What do you think?”

“Who’s Eunice?” Doug couldn’t seem to stop
himself from asking.

“She’s my kid sister,” Jane said, smiling
happily at Doug and then over at her husband.

“So, Eunice aside, how does that offer strike
you?” Teddy asked.

Doug beamed down at Jane and snuggled her in a
little closer to his body. He asked simply, “Do I look crazy
to you? Do you really think I’d pass up a chance for another night
with this woman?”

“So, Janey, how would you like having Doug as a
houseguest a couple of times a year?” Teddy asked his wife.

She giggled and nodded her head vigorously
“yes”, saying, “Do I look crazy? You know I’d simply adore
it, darling!”

Then she kissed Doug, long and hard, with lots
of tongue. When she was finished, she turned, scooted closer to her
husband on the seat, and kissed him in exactly the same way.

She reached down and touched Teddy’s cock
through his trousers and found that it was as hard as it could be.
Keeping her left hand on it, she reached over with her right and
put in on top of Doug’s erection. It was just as steely-hard as
Teddy’s.

“How long before we land”? She asked.

Teddy reached over and picked up the phone. He
dialed a one-digit number and then asked, “How long before we touch
down in Chicago, Captain?”

He nodded and put the phone down again. “He says
about fifteen minutes, give or take.”

“Then I’ll have to hurry,” Jane said, an impish
grin on her face as she slid off the couch, onto the plane’s soft
carpet, and got onto her knees, facing the pair of them.

She unzipped them and got their stiff cocks out.
She whispered, “Don’t worry; this won’t take the full fifteen
minutes, boys. I’m very good at this.”

Her mouth enveloped all of Teddy’s cock, right
down to his balls, and then she brought her head up slowly, licking
and sucking. After ten or twelve rapid head strokes, she turned to
Doug and swallowed him whole as well, her hand still sliding up and
down her husband’s spit-gleaming cock as she sucked Doug.

“I believe that part about her being good at
this, somehow, don’t you?” Doug asked Teddy with a sly grin.

“I do, indeed,” Teddy agreed as Jane switched
cocks once more and started in on his again.

****

Jane beat the landing by a full two minutes,
earning herself two smiling, sighing- with-satisfaction fellow
flyers and a tummy full of hot come. She was beaming with
accomplishment as they landed and she said goodbye once more to
Doug.

But that wasn’t the last time she saw him, by
any means. Over the next few years he became a frequent overnight
guest at the big house in Moraga.

And he wasn’t Janey’s only “special friend”,
either. Over time, Jane and Teddy shared a number of extraordinary
nights in bed with various male third partners…sexy, hot, handsome
guys whom Jane managed to meet and introduce to the Remington’s
kinky brand of fun.

But those, of course, are other tales, for other
times…

 


The End


Author’s Note

Like these characters, this story? Hate them,
hate it? Either way, it’s always good to hear from readers.

You can always reach me at ckralston@gmail.com. Oh, and if
you did enjoy this little yarn, another good way to let me know
that, so I’ll be encouraged to keep on writing them for you, would
be a few kind words on Amazon. Nothing else makes a writer’s heart
lighter, or puts him in the mood to write something new, more that
a positive review!
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