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		Chapter One

		

		Are You Sure You Really Want This?

		

		“You know that little fantasy of yours, about me becoming what you call a ‘hotwife’ that we’ve been discussing on and off for a while now?”

		Larry Simmons smiled warily over at his wife of seven years and nodded that he did. His blue eyes were cautious as he answered, “Yeah, what about it?”

		“Well, I’ve been doing some research into it,” his wife, Sloan, said. “Would you like to hear what I found out?”

		“Uh, yeah, I guess so,” Larry responded with a certain hesitancy in his voice, clearly not sure whether he wanted to listen to this or not.

		Since Sloan was an academic by profession—a college professor—her research was certain to be accurate and complete. But he plainly didn’t want to sit through a long recitation of the reasons why they shouldn’t pursue the hotwife lifestyle.

		“Don’t worry,” she assured him, “this won’t take long, and I think you’ll find what I learned very enlightening …”

		

		****

		

		They’d been more than a little tipsy that first night, when he’d sprung the hotwife thing on her from out of the blue. The two of them had just walked home from the Hudson’s anniversary party down the block, and the liquor had flowed freely at that affair.

		Both of them had been feeling horny—alcohol usually did that to them—and one thing had quickly led to another, once they’d gotten inside their bedroom. They’d ended up in bed together, clawing at each other’s clothes; they’d been so frantic to get naked.

		The sex they’d shared that night had been fine; what was normal between two people who’d been married for as long as they had; satisfying and yet nothing to brag about. Both of them had reached a climax before it was over.

		Afterward, as they’d lain talking, resting up from their recent impromptu workout, Sloan had watched her husband take a long moment--now that their mutual lust had been slaked for the moment--to assess her naked charms and decide, with a leering little grin, that he liked what he saw.

		She had been hitting the gym religiously for five months by then, and it was really beginning to show. A tall woman at five-nine, she was naturally long and lean, with big round breasts, rose-colored nipples and like many redheads, she had freckles everywhere.

		Although not really old—Sloan Simmons had just turned twenty-eight—she wasn’t a teenager any more either, not by a long shot. And before she’d joined the gym, her once-tight ass had begun to droop slightly, and ripples of that much-dreaded bane of hardbodies everywhere—cellulite--had begun to show themselves along the backs of her once flawless thighs.

		Hard work on the gym floor had made those to ripples vanish, at least for now, and her tummy had gradually regained the tight, muscular look it’d had in her youth; back when she’d been a cross-country runner throughout high school and college. Her ass was once again nearly as taut it had been in her teens: gone were the beginnings of the dumpy-looking “saddle bags” that had so appalled her when she had first noticed them in the bathroom mirror all those months ago.

		“You know, you’re a really hot-looking babe,” Larry had observed somewhat drunkenly as they lay in bed that night. “I watched guys ogling you at that party earlier, in your little black dress; especially after you’d gotten enough cocktails in you to start doing what you usually do when you’re half drunk--teasing guys with your big boobs and your nice ass. I think that tight, curvy body of yours inspired quite a few illicit thoughts among the guys in the neighborhood tonight.”

		Sloan had laughed at that observation on her husband’s part and insisted, “You’re imagining things, honey. Most of the men at that party have known me for years now. They’ve seen me all dressed up a zillion times; they don’t get turned on by the sight of me in a tight little black dress anymore—if they ever did!”

		“I wouldn’t be so sure about that, if I were you. Kyle Woods just about tripped over an ottoman, he was ogling you so hard tonight when you bent over to get a snack off that tray on the coffee table,” Larry insisted. “Your low-cut dress really showed off those big knockers of yours, babe. And you’d better believe old Kyle, for one, noticed!”

		“Kyle Woods is nothing but a pig, when it comes to women,” she’d said dismissively. “I’ve heard lots of stories about how he cheats on poor Josie whenever he gets the chance. So I’m not surprised he was staring at my cleavage; I’d be surprised if he wasn’t!”

		“Do you find Kyle attractive?” He’d asked the question from out of the blue

		Sloan had given him a look of utter exasperation as she’d replied, “Not at all, I think he’s kind of an A-hole, to tell you the truth, stepping out behind Josie’s back, leaving her to deal with their three little ones all by herself.”

		“I hear he’s got a big cock,” Larry had persisted with an impish grin.

		“Then as far he as I’m concerned, Kyle had better work on getting more flexible and learning to suck it himself,” Sloan had countered, smiling back sweetly at her husband. “I for one am not interested in doing it for him, that’s for sure.”

		She’d reached out for Larry’s temporarily spent member while she spoke. Sloan had taken the gooey thing in her hand and begun to stroke it lightly, looking right at him as she did so.

		“Yours is big enough for me,” she’d whispered, watching it slowly firm up in her fist. “It always has been, and it always will be.”

		He’d sighed with a mixture of contentment at what she’d just said and disappointment at the way she’d dismissed his comment about Kyle’s supposedly huge cock so off-handedly, murmuring, “So big ones don’t tempt you?”

		“Not really,” she said, still feeling the effects of all those cocktails she’d consumed at the party. “Oh, it might be nice to play with a really huge prick once in a while, just as a change of pace. But I’m happy with this one on a steady basis.”

		“Have you ever had a really big one to play with?”

		His voice, strangely enough, hadn’t sounded jealous or threatened by the idea of her having been with a “bigger” man when he’d asked her that. Larry had seemed merely curious, so she’d answered him truthfully.

		“Well, there was this one guy back in college, before I ever met you. He was black, and he had about an eight inch cock, and it was really thick. It was far and away the biggest one I’ve ever had inside me.”

		“You….slept with a…black guy,” the surprise was obvious in his voice, “I never would have suspected that about you.”

		She’d smiled coyly and asked, “Why, you can’t think I’m prejudiced, can you?

		Besides, it just shows that you don’t know me as well as you think you do. You can’t even imagine me with my lips around a big black cock, can you, darling?”

		He shook his head that he couldn’t, smiling at her past boldness in dating an African-American guy. Reaching for her, he asked, “Was he good; did he make you come with that thick dick of his?”

		Sloan had just given him a maddeningly enigmatic little smile and said, “That’s for me to know…and for you to fantasize about.”

		He’d just let that comment lie there for a little while. And then he’d said softly, “You know, I already have a fantasy about you, and what you told me just now only adds to it.”

		“Oh, and just what exactly do you imagine me doing in this little fantasy of yours?”

		His face growing serious, Larry said, “It drives me wild to think about you being in bed with other guys, if you want to know the truth. I fantasize about you becoming a hotwife!”

		“A…hotwife; what the hell is that?”

		Rushing ahead, clearly not certain how she would react to all of this, now that the cat was finally out of the bag, he’d blurted, “She’s a married woman who sleeps with whomever takes her fancy, with her husband’s full knowledge and consent. All he asks of her is that she tell him some of the juicy details when she eventually comes back home.”

		Sloan had reacted to that as if her husband had unexpectedly doubled up his fist and cold-cocked her squarely between the eyes. As she was still trying to wrap her half-tipsy mind around what he had just said, Larry added: “Sometimes he gets to watch, in some hotwife relationships. A number of couples even have threesomes with the husband joining in while the wife’s lover is in bed with her!”

		Her first impulse had been to respond by saying something like, “That’s really disgusting. What kind of marriage would that be?”

		But she hadn’t. Something about the excitement she had noticed in her hubby’s eyes--the pleading look that had crept onto his handsome face as had spoken--stopped her.

		Instead, she’d said, “And you fantasize about me becoming one of those women; a…‘ hotwife’?”

		Clearly embarrassed, but unrepentant, Larry had murmured, “Yeah, I guess I do, babe. I can’t really explain it, but the whole idea of you being with another man, and me knowing all about it, just sounds super-hot to me for some reason.”

		

		****

		

		“Well, number one,” she now began, as she began to reveal what she’d learned about the hotwife culture since that night, “according to all I’ve read, the hotwife lifestyle isn’t about the husband and his fantasies at all—even though the whole wife-sharing idea probably originated with him--once a couple starts down that road.”

		Sloan paused a moment to let that thought sink in and then added, “Men tend to think it would be, but women who actually practice the lifestyle say it isn’t like that at all.”

		Larry looked puzzled as he asked, “It isn’t?”

		“No, not really,” Sloan informed him, her voice sounding so confident that it bordered on being smug.

		“It rapidly becomes all about her needs, not his. She chooses the men she wants to sleep with, he doesn’t. And she makes the choice as to when and how it will happen, not her husband. The man, in a real hotwife situation, has no choice and no voice in what happens, as the hotwives like to say. He’s purely a voyeur on that cruise ship; just along for the ride. She’s the captain and makes all of the real decisions.”

		That totally unexpected take on what being a hotwife was really all about seemed to stop Larry squarely in his tracks. For long moments, he laid there in bed, digesting what she had just said to him.

		At last, he surprised her by nodding slowly that he understood. When he finally spoke, he said, “I get that. Once it starts, it’s totally her call as to what happens next.”

		They were both naked under the covers. The evening had been drifting towards their making love before this discussion had started.

		It hadn’t been a conscious decision and there wasn’t any white-hot need on either side this evening. It was simply a matter of them having not done it in a while and, as a result, both of them were feeling sort of vaguely horny.

		“Do you think you could live with that?”

		He took another long moment to consider what she’d said, and then answered, “Yeah, I guess I’d have to, if that’s the way the hotwife thing really works.”

		“According to everything I read, it is,” she informed him almost primly. “It may start out being the husband’s fantasy at first, but in practice, it quickly becomes all about the wife and her pleasure, not his.”

		Again, he nodded his understanding. Slowly, as if he couldn’t quite believe his very straight-laced wife would ever consider becoming a hotwife, he said, “Does that mean you’d really be up for trying something like this?”

		“I don’t know,” Sloan answered him honestly. “My first reaction was outright rejection of the very idea.”

		She paused and said, “But after doing all of the research, it now sounds strangely…intriguing to me, if that’s the word I’m searching for.”

		The more she’d read, the more curious she’d become. Since their first discussion, weeks ago, she had tracked down numerous sites online and read countless articles about the whole concept of shared wives and open marriages.

		What had first repelled, now fascinated. And she had to admit, the thought of suddenly having that much freedom in her life made her absolutely giddy!

		She moved closer to Larry in the bed and whispered, “I totally get what the woman sees in this arrangement. Hotwives--if the articles and discussion groups I uncovered are to be believed--are among the most empowered, freest women on the planet.”

		After a short, meaningful pause, she added, “What I still don’t understand is what you’d get out of it, besides the rather dubious honor of becoming a cuckold. According to what I discovered, the men involved in such a relationship are normally anything but free to behave in the same manner their wives do. Adopting this lifestyle isn’t usually seen as a license for the man to roam, to sample other women, just because their wives are dating other men.”

		She again waited for Larry to respond. Finally, he gathered himself and said, “I don’t want to use this as an excuse to have a totally open marriage. I’m not tempted to cheat on you, Sloan. It’s the idea of you with other men that really turns me on, not the notion of me being able to screw other women.”

		“That’s what I’ve read,” she said thoughtfully, still surprised by the notion that a man could actually be keen to experience the humiliation of being cheated on by his wife. “Most of the men involved are like that; totally committed to their marriages, and to their wives.”

		She went on to add, “I also learned that some men justify their participation in this lifestyle by saying they just want to make their wives happy. They love them so much they want them to experience the ultimate in sexual pleasure, even if it means getting that pleasure from another man.”

		Sloan rolled her eyes, making it clear that she didn’t really accept that. There had to be some other motive involved, rather than this altruistic one, as far as she was concerned. In her experience, people just weren’t that into someone else’s sexual satisfaction, even that of a beloved spouse!

		Silence descended on the bedroom for long moments. She stared at Larry, and he stared back at her.

		“So, do you want to try this?” He asked at last.

		Heart hammering, she said, “Let me think the whole thing over some more, before we decide to go ahead with it. But, yeah, I think I might be willing to experiment with it. If you still want to. We’ll see.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Establishing Ground Rules

		

		The next few days proved to be both exciting and great fun, in all sorts of unexpected ways. Larry avidly read everything she recommended he read on the subject of the hotwife phenomenon and how it really worked, while she did further research on ways to meet prospective lovers.

		This had the effect of adding unforeseen spice to their love life. They suddenly couldn’t seem to keep their hands off one another, and the sex between them not only became more frequent, but it proved to be downright explosive when it happened!

		It was as if they were newlyweds again. Everything seemed fresh and new once more.

		

		****

		

		“What if he wants anal?” Larry whispered the question in her ear as they were doing it doggie style one night.

		“Well, if I really liked him, and he really wanted it, I suppose I’d have to give to him, now wouldn’t I?

		Larry gasped as fucked her even harder, caressing her ass pucker with his thumb as he rammed his prick into her pussy. He leaned over Sloan and murmured, “You haven’t done that with me in ages, pet.”

		“Maybe I will again,” she sighed, turning her head and looking at him over her shoulder, “if I decide I really enjoy having my new lover’s cock back there.”

		A shudder of lust rippled through her voyeuristic hubby as he contemplated what she’d just said. He was clearly imagining another man doing what he was doing now to his sexy, gorgeous wife in the very near future, only in her other hole!

		Thus inspired, he licked his middle finger and inserted it a little way into her ass while they fucked. Sloan moaned and trembled in front of him but made no protest when he drove a bit more of his questing finger up her sleek butt.

		“Would…would you tell me about it afterward?” He breathed in her ear hopefully, as he fingered her tight ass while he fucked her pussy.

		“I’d do better than that, darling; I’d show you his spunk, oozing out of my freshly creamed bottom,” she cooed, getting ready to orgasm any second now around his driving dick, “as soon as I got home. I might even let you have sloppy seconds in my ass, if you played your cards right!”

		Larry sucked in his breath and started to jizz her pussy just then. His fiery-hot load pearled back out of her snug hole and hit her clit, causing the orgasm which had been slowly building inside her to boil over into an instant, searing climax!

		“Oh, oh, God, fuck me,” she crooned, coming hard. “Do it just the way my new lover is going to do it! Really flood me with that hot stuff!”

		

		****

		

		“Are you really going to do that…let him come inside of you, unprotected?”

		Larry’s voice sounded small and slightly apprehensive in the darkened bedroom. She stroked his short blond hair lovingly and whispered, “I might, if he could prove to me he’s clean. I never liked rubbers, back in high school and college. And we certainly never used to them.”

		She went on to add, “I really get off on the way it feels when a guy comes in me, especially if he’s shooting a lot of semen into my pussy. I haven’t experienced that feeling with another man in quite a while now, since before we got married. I’ve never even thought about cheating on you before now, you know.”

		He chuckled and said, “It’s not really cheating, if your husband knows about it.”

		Recognizing that as one of the standard hotwife responses to the idea of cheating, she laughed along with him, saying, “No, I guess it isn’t.”

		When their mutual laughter had died away, he inquired, “What about finding a guy, any luck yet with figuring out how to do that?”

		“Well, I wouldn’t want it to be anyone we knew,” she said, happy to share her thoughts on the subject of prospective lovers with her husband. “Neighbors, friends, coworkers, and especially my students, are off limits, for all sorts of good reasons. We’d just be asking for trouble if we even thought about going there to find our guy.”

		“Yeah, I suspect you’re right,” Larry agreed. “It might be fine, if it turned out okay. But what if it didn’t? It would be much easier to shut things down with a total stranger than it would be with someone we knew socially, or had to see again in the near future.”

		“My thinking exactly,” Sloan said, “so I guess we’re stuck with hotwife chat rooms or meeting someone at a bar or somewhere like that.”

		Larry laughed once more and she asked him, “What’s so funny?”

		“I can’t really believe we’re lying here like this, calmly discussing finding a lover for you. It’s too bizarre!”

		“And yet, we are,” she said, chuckling right along with him.

		After a moment, he asked her, “If we do decide to go out somewhere and try to find an appropriate guy, do I get to help choose, or are you going to insist on doing that all by yourself?”

		“Hmmmmmmmm, that’s a tough one,” she mused. “I know it kind of goes against the hotwife credo, but I think I’d feel better about it if you approved of him, too. It would just make it easier, somehow.”

		“Do I get to watch?”

		“Well, if we decide to go the bar route, you’ll get to watch me meet him, I suppose,” she answered hesitantly. “But I think I’d rather be alone with him when we have sex, at least for the first time. I’d be too nervous, having you watching us…you know, actually…fuck!”

		“But you’d tell me everything that happened, as soon as you got home, right?”

		She reached out and found his cock. And, yes; it was hard as a boulder as he contemplated her really going through with this and finding another man to spend the night in bed with!

		I shouldn’t be so judgmental about his voyeurism, she chided herself; I’ll bet my pussy is like a lake right now, from just thinking about all of this. And I know my nipples are as hard as his cock!

		Wordlessly, she eased down his pajama bottoms, and got a new grip on his naked manhood. At the same time, he was busily tugging her panties down, out of the way, as she began rubbing the head of his swollen dick against her juicy lower lips.

		“Are you thinking about some other guy doing this to me soon, instead of you?”

		“Yeah, I am,” he admitted, his hoarse-with-excitement voice sounding sheepish in the darkness.

		“Good, because so am I!”

		

		****

		

		The sex between them last night had been extraordinary. She smiled as she replayed it in her head the next morning, thinking about the orgasm Larry’s prick had coaxed from her super-wet pussy, as they both fantasized about it being someone else fucking her!

		God, if just thinking about cheating with another man gets us this hot, what will actually DOING it be like?

		She stepped into the shower. Larry was already in the kitchen, fixing himself a piece of toast and making the coffee.

		His commute was longer than hers. He worked in downtown San Rafael, as a top-level manager for a real estate outfit which specialized in administering large apartment complexes.

		By contrast, the community college where she taught was very close to their house, so she always left for work much later than he did. Getting out of the shower, she thought some more about last night’s conversation.

		She had zeroed in on several local chat pages that featured a hotwife theme, as well as several swinger sites. Swingers, she had come to realize, were one option, when it came to getting one’s feet wet in the hotwife lifestyle.

		People who have chosen to become swingers are quite comfortable when it comes to the man having sex with another woman, she told herself. And, as a rule, they don’t mind if the other husband remains passive and just watches his wife in action.

		The thing that put Sloan off about swingers was the fact that the wives often wanted to engage in sex acts of some sort with the new girl as well. She already experimented with lesbianism quite a few times back in high school and during her first years in college.

		Being “bi” had been all the rage back then, and most of the girls she knew had at least tried it, to see if they liked it. She was no different, having made out on several occasions with some of her sexier girlfriends when both of them had been drunk or high on recreational drugs such as pot, coke, or ecstasy.

		She’d even let a few of them go so far as to suck her nipples, and she’d taken the bold step of letting an old roommate regularly lick her clit. Sloan, not wanting to be thought of as a wuss, had returned the favor and gone down on her roommate just as often.

		Sandy made me come lots of times, with that lively little tongue of hers, and I was no slouch when it came to eating pussy either!

		Her old roommate back in college, Sandy, had proved to be much more lesbian than bi, as far as her sexual preferences had gone. She’d jumped at the chance to be intimate with Sloan, and Sloan had let her take over the budding relationship, curious about what bisexuality was about, given all of the talk about it on campus and in popular women’s magazines at the time.

		But, when you got right down to it, she hadn’t been all that comfortable with it. She’d been able to do it, alright; but it hadn’t felt right to her as a permanent lifestyle choice.

		So, at the beginning of her junior year, she had asked for and gotten a new dorm-mate, telling Sandy it was all over between them.

		Sandy could have cared less. A gorgeous brunette with spectacular curves, she hadn’t wanted for other female companionship.

		She clearly hadn’t missed Sloan all that much. Oh, they’d run into each other on campus occasionally and pretend they were glad to see each other. But they didn’t go out of their way to keep in touch.

		No, I don’t much want to do that again, she thought now as she finished getting dressed for work and started on her make up.

		Sloan didn’t want to lick another girl’s pussy or have another woman lick hers, just to find a male lover that would be willing to let Larry watch as he fucked her. She’d take her chances on the bar scene or on meeting someone online before she’d resort to that!

		

		****

		

		It was Friday night just after dinner and Larry was helping her pick out the ideal outfit for their first hotwife adventure. Both of them were nervous as they could be about the whole thing—now that they were committed to actually doing this--and the resulting banter back and forth was indicative of their mutual uneasiness.

		“I think this is the hottest dress you own,” he said, holding up a very brief red number which had resided in the rear of her closet for years, unworn.

		“That one may be a little too hot,” she said doubtfully, eyeing the sinfully short dress, a holdover from an ill-advised shopping trip into San Francisco with a girlfriend when she’d first graduated from college. “Besides, I’m not sure it would still fit me, even if I wanted to wear it.”

		“Why don’t you try it on and see?”

		Smiling ruefully, she took it from him and dropped it over the frilly black bra and panty set she was wearing. The super-brief dress hit her a scant few inches above her ass and she shook her head dubiously in the mirror.

		“I don’t think so,” she said. “I want to look desirable tonight, but not like an out and out slut, you know?”

		“Why not,” he asked playfully, holding up a pair of black fishnet thigh-highs she’d purchased a few years back to complete her Halloween costume. “You want to attract a handsome stranger and get laid, right?”

		She giggled like a naughty schoolgirl as she grabbed the offending fishnets away from her husband and tossed them on the bed, saying: “You don’t have to be so crude about it, but I guess that is what this whole exercise is all about in the end.”

		Sloan gave an exasperated sigh before asking her husband, “Do you really want me to dress this slutty? What if we see someone we know? God, I’d die of embarrassment!”

		“That’s why we’re going all the way into San Francisco tonight, and staying at a hotel. Our house is seventy miles from the city center; so the odds of our seeing someone we know are roughly zero.”

		“Okay,” she said doubtfully, sitting down on the edge of the bed and pulling on a pair of sheer black pantyhose in lieu of the whorish fishnets.

		When she was done, she went into the bathroom to check her make up one last time. She was a bit uneasy about that, too; it was a lot more make up than she normally wore.

		Sloan had used way more blush than usual tonight, as well as a kohl-like mascara around her eyes, highlighting their washed-out blue color very effectively. Her freckles had been mostly hidden away behind an artful application of concealer, and her long, tawny red hair hung down to her shoulders in a carefully constructed mane of curls.

		“You look absolutely delicious tonight, babe,” Larry assured her, handing her an evening wrap and her purse. “Come on, let’s go. We don’t want to get to the club too late and have to wait in a long line, and we still have to check into the hotel first.”

		She stepped into a pair of black high heels and followed him out of the bedroom, thinking, well, here goes nothing, for better for worse!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		The Club

		

		It was a quarter to nine when they rolled to a stop in a downtown San Francisco parking garage a half a block away from the trendy dance club they had chosen as the site for Sloan’s maiden voyage as a hotwife. Larry looked down the street and saw that a line had already started to form at the door and said, “I’m going to take off and get a seat at the bar if I can. Remember not to acknowledge me in any way, once you get inside. We’re not supposed to know each other, okay?”

		Too nervous to speak, she merely nodded that she understood and watched as her husband got out of the car and sauntered up the street toward the club. She waited nervously for him to make it inside, and then got out and followed him.

		This is really wild! She had that same thought several times during the short time it took her to cover the distance between the parking garage and the front door of the club.

		Even if nothing comes of this, it’s going to be SO worth it! I get to dress up like a tart and go out dancing with a bunch of hot young guys, and I bet Larry and I fuck like bunnies, once we’re back in that hotel room…

		She was only twenty-eight, but it had been years since she’d been out like this, virtually by herself, for a night of fun! She abruptly realized just how much she’d missed being able to enjoy such experiences!

		The sheer depth of her feelings on the subject startled her. Sloan suddenly felt as if a huge weight had been lifted from her shoulders as she stood outside the club, amid the other would-be patrons, listening to the heavy dance beat reverberate through the walls.

		The sense of freedom; the heady feel of truly being on her own—at least for this evening—flooded over her and she smiled. She felt half-drunk with the giddiness of being abruptly released from the routine of her “normal” life, to pursue her own desires freely and without guilt.

		My Larry…what a sweetie he is! The thought flashed through her mind as the line slowly moved forward. I know he is scratching some deep-seated itch of his own by encouraging me to do this, to cheat on him this way.

		But that knowledge didn’t lessen, by even a little bit, her sense of being suddenly set free from her usual marital obligations. Tonight was hers to do just as she pleased, and she intended to enjoy it to its fullest!

		When she had at last made her way into the club, she looked around for an empty table. Not too far into the darkened room, she spotted an unoccupied booth and quickly claimed it.

		After getting situated, she spotted Larry at the bar, his stool swiveled around to face the room, as if he was checking it out for possible hook ups. It was all she could do to resist the temptation to wave to him, but she did. Instead, she busied herself with removing her wrap and putting both it and her purse on the faux red leather seat beside her.

		A cocktail waitress came over and she ordered a gin martini, on the rocks. She didn’t drink gin martinis often, but she knew them to be small but powerful cocktails.

		That sounded just right to Sloan on this particular evening. She wanted to get as loose as she could be for this little exploration into the joys of extra-marital sex!

		I intend to have a great time tonight; she told herself as she waited for her drink to arrive and glanced around the club eagerly, eyeing prospective dance partners and potential lovers. I’m going to just let myself go; to be free, and as wild and as crazy as I want to be!

		It was a little after nine o’clock when the waitress brought her martini. She started to give the girl her American Express and open a tab but the waitress informed her that a guy standing at the end of the bar had insisted on paying for her drink.

		She looked up and spotted him. He was a few years younger than her, tall and great-looking, with short cropped black hair and skin that was a deep shade of ebony! His white teeth really stood out amid the club’s pervasive darkness as he smiled at her and raised his own glass in a silent toast.

		Hot, forbidden thrills raced through her as she stared back at him and remembered her brief college fling with Miles, the black guy she had dated for a few weeks when she’d been a freshman. She hadn’t been lying to Larry when she’d told him that Miles had been extremely well-endowed!

		He really stretched me out, when he was inside me, rutting away, she recalled, suddenly remembering how exciting that had been—to be taken by a big, muscular black stud of a young man--and relishing those old, usually-suppressed memories.

		Looking across the room at her new suitor, she wondered if he had a big cock as well. She sipped her drink and contemplated that for a moment.

		Sloan hoped he did—should she choose to make him her bed companion for this evening--for both her sake and for Larry’s. Her husband would be so excited, if she could report back to him tomorrow morning that her very first extra-marital lover possessed a massive black dick!

		It didn’t take long for her to discover that he did, indeed, have a large prick. The scrumptious-looking young black man came swaggering over to her booth and asked her to dance as soon as the next song started, and she didn’t say no.

		It was a slow ballad, and Shaun—that turned out to be the black Adonis’s name—crushed her against his massive chest and rubbed his pelvis suggestively against hers as they circled the floor together. His cock was half hard already, and it pressed against her clit as they dirty-danced their way around the room.

		This guy’s HUGE, there’s no doubt about that!

		She shot Larry a quick glance and discovered he was sitting on the edge of his stool, watching intently as the big black man maneuvered her effortlessly around the dance floor. Her eyes moving downward to her husband’s crotch, she saw that Larry’s cock was starting to make an embarrassing bulge in his slacks as he stared at her!

		Fuck, she thought as her dance partner’s big hands began to roam over her back and down onto her butt cheeks while Larry watched, this is even more fun than I thought it would be. This is pure heaven!

		

		****

		

		It was ten-thirty and she had danced with a bunch more guys and they had bought her numerous drinks. She had yet to pay for a round, and her martini glass always seemed to be full.

		Besides Shaun, a dreamy-looking bruiser of a white guy with a buzz cut and a chiseled, muscular body named Hugh had squired her around the floor for several dances. And he’d turned out to have a big cock too! As she had done with Shaun, she’s cuddled close on the slow ones with Hugh and discovered just how really well hung he was.

		She’d also met several so-so guys, who didn’t really do anything for her as far as being potential lovers went. But they seemed nice enough and several of them had bought her drinks, so she really couldn’t complain.

		Larry was still at the bar, nursing yet another beer. He’d kept a careful eye on her all evening without being obvious about it and she had texted him twice, once while he’d been in the men’s room.

		He’d asked her which guy she liked best so far and she told him it was Shaun, the gorgeous black man with Hugh, the big white guy, coming in a close second. In truth, she was having the time of her life this evening, dancing with all of these hot men while Larry watched!

		From the men’s room, her husband had texted her back, asking if any of them wanted things to go further with them than mere dancing. She had been proud--plus a bit shell-shocked and amazed--to inform him that something like six guys had already suggested she leave with them to hook up for the night!

		God, this is so easy! She now marveled. Here Larry and I were wondering how hard it would be to meet a guy I wanted to sleep with, and I’ve met something like FOUR already tonight!

		As the evening advanced, some of the men became more aggressive as to her leaving with them. She’d managed to stall all of them off thus far, but as the clock edged past eleven, she found that became harder to do.

		So, on her way to use the lady’s room, she stopped briefly at the bar and asked the bartender for a glass of ice water. She leaned in right next to her husband and, as she waited for the barman to return with it, she whispered, “What do you want me to do next?”

		Larry thought about that for a minute, and muttered under his breath, so that the two guys sitting next to him wouldn’t hear, “I don’t know, babe. What do you want to do?”

		Sloan thought long and hard about that, sipping her ice water when it finally got there. At last she whispered, “I don’t know. This is all so new to me!”

		She looked over at him and asked softly, “What do you want me to do?”

		Larry took a big swallow of beer and whispered back, “Do you promise you’ll give me all the details tomorrow?”

		She nodded that she would, too excited to speak. He finished the beer and sat it on the bar, murmuring, “Pick the one you want the most, and leave with him. I’ll meet you in the morning, and we can drive home.”

		“Are you sure?”

		“Yeah, I think I am.”

		He looked slightly sick to his stomach when he said that, but she also noticed that his eyes were all aglitter with illicit excitement at the same time. Larry motioned for the bartender to bring him a refill on his beer as whispered to her, “I hope both of us ready for this. Which one do you like the best?”

		She put the half-empty ice water down on the bar and whispered back, “It’s between Shaun, the big black guy, and Hugh, the cutie with the buzz cut and the big shoulders. I intend to make a final decision by midnight.”

		With that, she gave her husband a final glance and went back to her table. A fresh drink awaited her and Hugh came over and asked her to dance again.

		She made it a point to get his cell number. Even if he came in a close second tonight, he struck her as being was well worth getting to know better in the future.

		He was really cute, with big hazel eyes, dimples, and a handsome, boy-next-door face that she couldn’t seem to get enough of staring up into. Besides that, he also had that massive dick going for him; he was a smooth dancer, and was somewhat of a wit.

		Hugh made her laugh as he held her ever closer out on the dance floor. Shaun, on the other hand, didn’t make her laugh, but he did manage to make her pussy as wet as it could get!

		Midnight was rapidly approaching and she danced with both final candidates one more time and with some of the other hottie runner-ups as well. The drinks just kept on flowing, and Sloan realized she was hopelessly drunk, as well as being horny and excited beyond belief.

		I’m going to get some strange cock tonight! The totally foreign, incredibly risqué thought struck her as she circled the floor with Hugh just before midnight. All I have to do is say the word, and in a half hour I’ll be sucking this magnificent young guy’s huge dick!

		She smiled to herself and thought still further, or I can have Shaun’s big black one to play with all night. God, this being a hotwife is sensational! I can’t go wrong, whichever one I choose, and Larry will be fine with it, as long as I tell him all about it, come morning…

		When she returned to her table, she checked her cell phone and saw that it was now well past midnight. She put it away and finished her drink just as Shaun walked up and asked her to dance.

		Fate, that’s what it is, she thought half-drunkenly to herself as he folded her into his strong arms once again, deciding then and there that he was the one she’d spend the night with!

		

		****

		

		“Where did you say you lived?”

		They were in his BMW, headed toward the Golden Gate Bridge. It was nearing twelve-forty-five, according to the digital clock in the expensive German luxury sedan.

		“Sausalito, I have a houseboat there,” he told her with a smile. “You don’t get seasick, do you?”

		“Not so’s you’d notice,” she answered with a coy smile.

		I’m really doing this! She marveled at her own boldness as they crossed the bridge and headed for Marin County. My very first time out as a hotwife, and I’m going to sleep with a gorgeous black guy!

		The trip to Sausalito took just under twenty minutes, at this late hour. Shaun’s unique home floated invitingly at the end of a dock on San Francisco bay. It was a large houseboat, and it looked as beautiful as he did!

		“I bought this last year from one of the senior partners in our firm, so I got a deal on it,” Shaun explained as he locked up the BMW and led her down the gangway to the dock. “He was all jammed up in a nasty divorce, strapped for cash; so he let it go for just over eight-hundred grand.”

		Impressed that a guy as young as Shaun could afford both a new BMW and a houseboat like this one, Sloan asked, “What is it that you do, Shaun? I never thought to ask before, back at the club.”

		“I’m an attorney,” he offered, “I graduated from Boalt a couple of years back and lucked into a job with big firm right in downtown San Francisco.

		“Luck probably had little to do with it,” she said thoughtfully, appraising Shaun’s expensive-looking slacks and obviously handmade shoes. “Guys don’t graduate from Boalt without being very sharp.”

		He unlocked the door and asked, “What do you do, Sloan?”

		“Well, tonight I’m going to try and please you, all night long,” she said teasingly, throwing her arms around his thick neck and going up onto her tiptoes to kiss him for the first time. “And I think that’s all you need to know about me right now, don’t you?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Shaun’s

		

		Shaun offered her a drink and when she declined, he wasted no further time in leading her straight into the master bedroom. It was nicely appointed, just like the rest of the elegant floating palace.

		They stood right next to the king bed and kissed again. Sloan could feel her pussy starting to really lube up as Shaun’s tongue found hers once more.

		God, I can’t believe I’m really doing this, she thought as the black hottie’s hands began to rove up and down her back while the two of them soul-kissed, Shaun’s big paws coming to rest on her ass cheeks.

		His fingers dipped below her short hemline, finding her almost bare ass cheeks. She had slipped off her pantyhose the last time she had used the ladies’ room back at the dance club and stuffed them into her purse.

		So all she now had on under the short dress was a pair of nearly transparent, thong-style black panties. His fingers quickly discovered this and dug into her nearly bare butt cheeks.

		“Nice,” he murmured, breaking off the hot kiss for a moment, “I just love a girl with a tight ass.”

		His mouth was on hers once more as he flicked the panties off her hips and pushed them downward until gravity took over. She trembled in his arms as she felt the wispy material settle around her ankles.

		They kissed for another minute and then Shaun stepped back and unzipped her dress in one smooth motion. He drew it over her head, and she raised her arms automatically, helping him strip her.

		“Goddamn, a great ass and an outstanding set of tits, too,” he sighed, staring down at her up-thrust cleavage in the black frilly bra.

		“Let’s get this off,” he mumbled, reaching around behind her and unsnapping the bra.

		The cups shot away from her breasts, baring her rose-colored nipples. She glanced down and saw that her nubbies were as erect as they could be!

		“Jesus, what a body,” he marveled, stepping back away from her slightly, taking her all in.

		“You like?”

		“I’ll show you how much I like!” He growled out his response, starting to unbutton his shirt rapidly.

		Mmmmmmmmm, he’s even yummier than I thought he’d be! Sloan noted, eyeing his well-define pecs and small waistline. And talk about a six-pack!

		Shaun pulled off the shirt and she stared unabashedly at his gorgeous ebony body. He had rippling, washboard abs and a torso that tapered down to a small, tight waist. His whole upper body had been waxed or shaved as smooth as an egg, and his shoulders seemed impossibly wide!

		“Some ladies think this is the best part,” he said, grinning, as he undid his trousers and belt.

		The slacks dropped down onto his shoes and he stood before her dressed only in his boxers, plus his shoes and socks. A positively huge prick was tenting the underwear outward, and she found herself actually shivering with anticipation as he slid the briefs down off his hips and they joined his pants down around his ankles.

		Holy fuck, thought Sloan, staring at the largest cock she’d ever seen outside of a porn movie. The thing had to be at least ten inches long, and was as big around as her wrist!

		“I…I’m not sure I can get something that large inside me!” She gasped aloud, mesmerized by the huge, black hunk of hard meat throbbing to life right before her eyes.

		Shaun chuckled and bent down to rid himself of his shoes, socks, the trousers, and his discarded briefs. When he straightened back up, his mammoth dong waggling around in front of him, now almost fully erect, he said playfully, “That’s what they all say…when they first see it!”

		He reached for her and drew her in for another kiss. The massive dick was now trapped up against her bare belly and she moaned as his tongue once again explored her mouth while his prick throbbed against her taut skin.

		It’s so damned humongous, she thought to herself excitedly. His cock feels like it would reach clear past my belly button--nearly up to my breasts--if I could ever get it inside my pussy!

		Shaun obviously had years of experience when it came to inducing reluctant girls to try his monster cock. He waited until he had her cooing and sighing in his arms once more, rubbing the length and girth of it against her bare skin before he gently eased her back toward the bed.

		They didn’t even stop kissing as he went down onto the mattress with her in his arms. He made sure she was on her back and breathing heavily before he finally pulled his lips away from hers and began to kiss his way down her neck and onto her upper chest.

		“These are gorgeous,” he breathed upon reaching her nipples, “I want to take my time with them!”

		Oh, God, take as much time as you want! The thought reverberated through Sloan’s consciousness as her black lover began to alternate between her left nipple and the right one.

		He kissed the small rose-hued spikes over and over again, occasionally licking them with his tongue until he had her begging him aloud to: “suck them, oh, my God, please suck them for me, darling!”

		Shaun was only too happy to oblige, and his soft, pillowy lips engulfed her sensitive spears of flesh, she moaned and sighed out her pleas for him to lavish even more of his oral skills on her sensitive nipples; “That’s right; suck them, eat them right up!”

		Her lover’s big right hand stole its way down her heaving belly and across her waxed-clean mons. His finger found her gushing slit and eased inside as he continued to greedily gobble up her breasts.

		Going to come, she realized abruptly after a few more seconds of this sensuous, skillful foreplay, I’m right on the brink! His finger feels so great against my poor, excited clitty, and his mouth is pure heaven on my nippies!

		Shaun began to finger-fuck her expertly as he laved her nipples and sucked at them. She sighed and worked her hips up off the bed, mashing her ready-to-explode clitoris against his talented finger.

		“G-Gonna’ come!” She gasped out the words, trembling from head to toe, her long body arching up off the bed, seeking release.

		“Go right ahead, darlin’,” said with a triumphant grin, removing his mouth from her tits for just a second. “I want you to; I want see you come all night long for me!”

		An enormous orgasm tore through her and she wailed out her intense pleasure. Shaun played her body the way a master musician fingers his instrument, tweaking and licking, sucking, and lightly biting at her nipples as he touched her exploding clit with just the right amount of pressure.

		The incredible orgasm rolled on and on, with Sloan almost sobbing, it felt so good! At last, she fell back onto the bed, panting for breath.

		But Shaun wasn’t done: he was just getting started. He massaged her breasts lovingly, while he kissed and licked his way down her gasping body, stopping to tease her bellybutton for a second with his deft tongue-work.

		Oh, sweet Jesus, he’s going to eat my pussy now! The realization struck Sloan and she shivered at the very thought of that.

		She wasn’t at all sure she could take any more stimulation to her super-sensitive clitoris just now. Her pussy was already awash in lube from her recent, shattering climax, and her tits were heaving, as she struggled to regain her breath!

		All thoughts that she might not enjoy having her pussy licked at that moment fled instantly when his lips arrived at her clit. He gently sucked the pulsing bead into his mouth and bathed it in his hot saliva.

		A fresh wave of heady sensations broke over her body and she found whatever resistance she may have felt melting away as his tongue began to caress her clit! She gasped and dug her fingernails into his scalp as a new orgasm rapidly started to build, and hung on for dear life.

		Who IS this guy, and how did he get to be so good at turning a girl on?

		Sloan asked herself that question as she writhed once more beneath Shaun’s muscular body, crying out for more of his hot loving! She had never felt like this before; never in her life!

		“Oh, God, oh, God, make me come again!” Her voice sounded desperate in the almost silent bedroom.

		I’m acting like such a slut, she realized, not caring a bit about how nasty she might look, grabbing at his head, wriggling her cunt up against his magical lips!

		Fuck, I’m so excited! She told herself frantically.

		Is it because I’m cheating on Larry? Is it because Shaun is black? Or is it because he’s so damned good with his mouth and hands?

		She asked herself that as her lover’s big hands moved back up onto her breasts while he ate her pussy. His fingers recaptured her newly aroused nipples and he rolled them lightly between his index fingers and his thumbs. That lively, knowing tongue of his danced around her clit, and then plunged deep inside, wiggling as it plumbed her depths.

		Oh, Jesus, this guy is phenomenal! She was nearly out of control with the need to come again, and Shaun seemed to love that.

		He sucked at her pussy, then at her clit, lapping and licking his way up and down her juicing slit until she was quivering on the brink of another spectacular climax. Shaun gulped down her girl oil noisily, further spurring her to new heights of ecstasy.

		“I…I can’t believe it,” she gasped out the words, “but I’m coming again already, and oh, God, is it ever going to be a big one?”

		Sloan began to shake once more as the orgasm tore through her. This climax was so intense; she feared she’d black out entirely!

		Fuck, this guy just keeps me coming and coming, she thought, amazed at his bedroom skills.

		Larry, her husband had made her orgasm beautifully just the other night. But not this beautifully!

		She closed her eyes and shook and shivered her way through the all-encompassing climax. When she opened them, Shaun had gotten up onto his knees and was holding his mighty shaft in his right hand.

		“This little pink thing looks really juicy now, babe,” he whispered, leaning forward slightly so that he could slide his cock head along her glistening slit, taking care to tease her clit with it. “I bet it would slide inside so easy!”

		Sloan doubted that—it was just too huge!

		But she wanted to try. She wanted Shaun’s thick ebony cock inside her all the way as badly as she’d ever wanted anything in her life!

		“P-Put it in me,” she begged. “Shove that monster all the way inside of me!”

		“Easy does it, sweetheart,” he murmured, pushing forward just a little, nudging her super-slick lips open around his massive knob.

		“Oh, oh, God, it’s so big!” She all but whimpered as she felt her pussy stretched wider than it had ever been opened before.

		“Shhhhhh, just lay back and enjoy it,” he whispered, pushing forward a little more, slowly forcing more and more of his hard dick inside her.

		He grunted with the effort it took to drive his lengthy prick those last few inches into her snug pussy. She twisted and tossed her head back and forth on the pillow as he forced himself all the way into her, but at last she felt his scratchy pubic fur flush against her waxed-bare skin.

		“Oh, there’s so much!” She gasped out the words as she lay there, feeling his massive tool throbbing deep inside of her.

		Shaun moved his lips down and kissed her, stretching out atop her body, now that he was deeply seated inside her cunt. His tongue tapped once again at her lips and they flew open for him.

		God, I can’t believe I’m really doing this! She thought as she rubbed her sensitive, very erect nipples up against his smooth chest skin and sucked at his tongue, tasting her own juices on his mouth and not minding a bit! If anything, the knowledge that he had just eaten her pussy to an exquisite climax made kissing him—while being stuffed open by his magnificent cock—even hotter!

		She thought: Prim and proper Sloan Simmons, college professor, is making out with a super-hot black hunk while his monster dick is wedged deep inside of her!

		Sloan felt her clit throb against his hardness at the very thought of how naughty she was being; about how different from her normal life this night was! Sloan moaned as the hot feeling grew and grew inside her forced-open pussy, radiating outward from her pulsing clit!

		Before she even realized it was happening, Shaun was fucking her. He started off by moving his huge dick just slightly, its steely warmth caressing her pulsating love bead as he gently moved against her.

		That felt so damn good! She murmured and sucked at his tongue even harder, her nipples as firm as two rose-colored pebbles against his massive chest.

		The strokes slowly grew longer and more frequent; her clit setting off tiny spasms of growing ecstasy within her cunt. The twinges of pleasure grew and grew, until she was craving more.

		Tearing her lips away from his, she demanded breathlessly that he: “Fuck me, fuck me hard with that big dick of yours and make me come!”

		Shaun proved himself more than ready to do just as she asked. He drew his thick manhood nearly free of her clingy depths and shoved it all the way back in, making Sloan’s big tits jiggle against his chest with the force of his penetration.

		“Yeah, just like that,” she begged, now nearly out of her mind with the need to orgasm. “Fuck me hard, just like that!”

		He started to really ream her. His magnificent cock flew up and down her juicy sheath and it felt like magic!

		Oh, God, I’ve never been taken like this before! Her mind screamed as he pummeled her. Sometimes Larry really fucks me hard, and Miles, my young black lover back in college, always really banged that thick cock of his into me. But not like THIS!

		All at once, something snapped inside Sloan and she screamed, “Oh, fuck, I’m coming…I’m coming so damned hard!”

		Shaun looked almost smug as she exploded beneath him. Then her pussy sucked at his gliding dick as it clenched through its orgasm and his handsome face contorted as he murmured, “Oh, damn, girl, I’m coming too!”

		Sloan felt an absolute deluge of warm spunk being fired into her. She thought briefly of the condoms in her purse—the ones she and Larry had so carefully purchased at the drug store last week and which she had sworn she’d use—but she pushed them out of her mind.

		This climax was too astounding to worry about all of that right now! Shaun’s flood of jizz was just too hot, too copious as it pearled out of her orgasming cunt lips and engulfed her clit!

		This was heaven--this was what hot sex was supposed to feel like!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		All Night Long

		

		They lay snuggled together in the almost total darkness of Shaun’s bedroom, the explosive sex now over for the moment. Sloan felt his huge outpouring of come slowly draining out of her pussy and on to the bottom sheet beneath her.

		Ruefully, she turned and looked at him and said, “I shouldn’t have let you come inside me like that. I barely even know you!”

		“Why, are you afraid you’ll get pregnant?”

		“No,” she said, “I’m on the pill. But with all of the diseases floating around out there today…”

		“There’s a lab report in that nightstand drawer next to you, dated two days ago,” he told her confidently. “I get tested every two weeks, like clockwork, so I know I’m clean. What about you? Should I be worried?”

		Sloan laughed softly, telling him, “That was the first time anyone but my husband has come in me in years. You’re as safe as you can be.”

		“Well, then, we should take full advantage of our situation,” Shaun suggested playfully, reaching for her naked breasts.

		“What…you can’t want sex again, so soon,” she chuckled as he began to tease her nipples.

		“I’m a horny young guy,” Shaun explained, starting to roll her awakening nipples gently between his thumbs and his forefingers once again. “Young men want sex all the time, especially when we’ve got a red-hot babe like you naked and in bed with us, Sloan.”

		She smiled in the darkness and reached for his cock. To her shock, she found that it was half hard already!

		Young guys, she told herself, remembering what Larry had been like at Shaun’s age, along with some of her other past lovers, he’s right…men his age…they’re always horny, thank God!

		Because Sloan realized, in that moment, that she wanted more sex too! She didn’t know when she’d find herself in bed with anyone as hot as Shaun again, with a huge dick like his, plus all of his other…skills!

		She thought of how well he’d eaten her pussy. She remembered how he’d fucked her!

		“You know, there are some things you could do, besides stroking my cock with your hand, to help it get fully hard again a little quicker,” he suggested playfully.

		Taking the hint, she slid downward in the bed until her lips were even with his stiffening prick. She looked up at him and said doubtfully, “I think I give a pretty fair blowjob, under normal circumstances.”

		She jerked his cock skin up and down a few times, and then licked all around the head before she finished with, “But you’ve got the biggest one I’ve ever tried this with. I don’t know how much of this thing I’m going to be able to fit inside my mouth.”

		“Just do your best,” Shaun murmured, as she went back to licking him, “and I’m sure it will be wonderful.”

		Sloan’s tongue was moving steadily downward on his hardening prick. She had licked all of the dried semen off his cock head and readily gulped it down, deciding that it was very bland and easy to swallow.

		I wouldn’t mind sucking this thing all the way off before I leave in the morning, she thought to herself. Shaun’s come is sort of yummy—for jizz--and it’s so thick and creamy, when it first comes out of his cock!

		It was a lot like Larry’s in that sense, and she loved to give her husband a full blowjob every once in a while as a special treat. She always had.

		There’s just a lot more of it with Shaun! This guy has got a set of elephant balls; he really blows a load, when he shoots! Still…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, God, I love it!” Sloan screamed out the words as he fucked her. “I love your big cock inside me!”

		Shaun lying on his right side behind her; spooned up against her butt; his long dick in her pussy again—where it had seemingly been all night, with short rests—and he was balling her like a crazy man. She had been afraid at first that he was going to claim her ass with his horsecock, but he had merely urged her to bend her right leg at the knee, to give him easier access to her soupy cunt, and then he had plunged it into her and began to rut.

		Sloan was in cock heaven! He had come in her mouth when she’d sucked him that first time.

		His prick had felt so good, and he’d been moaning so softly, egging her on, that she’d been unable to resist sucking him off all the way. There had been an ocean of come for her to deal with, but she had somehow managed to swallow it all for him.

		Her doing that had turned both of them on so much that his dick had stayed semi-hard throughout the torrid blowjob. After it was over, he’d gotten her up onto her hands and knees and taken her doggie style.

		Sloan had come again, screaming, after ten minutes of his frenzied fucking, but Shaun hadn’t. He had merely stayed with her until she was finished orgasming, and had then flopped over onto his back, motioning for her to mount his still rigid cock.

		She had, riding him like a cowgirl, shaking her big titties for him, until she had shot off once again, like a rocket, on his impaling prick. But he hadn’t been done yet; not even close!

		Shaun had turned her around on his cock, keeping it buried in her pussy, and she had ridden it, reverse-cowgirl style, until she had come yet again. Sloan had been so caught up in her on-going bliss by that time; she had made no protest when he’d maneuvered her onto her side and taken her in the spoon position.

		God, can this guy ever fuck? She had the euphoric thought as she snuggled back into his big chest, his cock gliding in and out of her super-wet pussy, a big breast in each of his massive hands.

		He was squeezing her nipples just right, and Sloan could feel the urgent contractions starting again. Shaun was going to make her come once more!

		Was he going to fuck her all night long? Sloan didn’t know if even a stud like Shaun could manage that, but she secretly hoped he could!

		I’ve never had this good a sex before; not ever in my whole life!

		She vowed to herself not to tell Larry about some of it. Sloan truly loved her husband and didn’t want to make him feel inadequate. She knew that every man worried his own capabilities in the bedroom.

		It wasn’t Larry’s fault that he didn’t have a huge dick like Shaun did, or massive balls. And not many guys could fuck all night, either!

		If I told poor Larry about what a stud Shaun was, and how many times he’s made me come so far, in so many different positions, and about his unreal stamina and sexual prowess…he might feel so inferior as a result that he may not even want to fuck me anymore!

		It was unlikely that he would be quite that intimidated by Shaun’s stellar performance with her tonight. But she didn’t want to take any chances.

		Some things were better left unsaid, she realized. And some things were better left untold!

		Just then, a red haze engulfed Sloan’s vision and she knew she was just a few pounding heartbeats away from another searing orgasm. The familiar twinges were starting in her tummy—the way they always did when her climax was going to be spectacular—and her pussy was beginning to clench around Shaun’s driving cock right in time with the twinges!

		“Oh…oh, God, I’m going to come,” she moaned, shivering from head to toe, “and it’s going to be another big one!”

		Shaun’s dick bucked within her and he murmured into her ear, “Me too, red, get ready to take some more of my hot spunk!”

		The two of them went off together, climaxing right at the same moment. They shared an almost mystical connection as they mashed their bodies together and trembled through their mutual rapture.

		Sloan let out a deep sigh of utter satisfaction. The warm afterglow of her orgasm still gripped her as she heard her lover whisper, “God, I really creamed you that time, babe.”

		She felt his monster dick soften slowly. After another minute, it slipped out of her and Shaun moved away slightly.

		“You did at that, darling,” Sloan said languorously, stretching out on the bed, reaching over for Shaun’s now deflated prick.

		A huge gout of come came rolling out of her pussy at that second and spilled down onto the bed. She touched it and got a healthy glob of the pearly fluid on her fingertips and slowly brought them up to her lips as he watched and licked them clean.

		“Damn, you’re a sexy bitch, Sloan,” he sighed.

		“I’d love to eat it all for you, but I’m afraid that’s just not practical,” Sloan said, rolling off the bed and heading for the bathroom. “I’m just going to clean up a little and then I’ll be right back.”

		She took a quick shower, keeping her upper body and her hair dry, but washing most of the spunk out of her pussy slit. After a few forced contractions of her quim, she was satisfied that most of it had been washed down the drain.

		Drying herself rapidly, she sauntered back into the bedroom. Shaun was already half hard as she approached the bed again.

		“Is that for me?” She asked him the question with a tiny smile on her face.

		“Nobody else has ever gotten me as hard, as fast,” he complimented her, patting the mattress beside him.

		A very naughty thought crossed Sloan’s mind. She went around the bed, to her purse lying on the dresser, and took out her smart phone.

		Getting back onto the bed on her tummy and scooting over to where he was, she held up the phone and asked, “Would you mind if I took a photo to send to my husband? I promise I won’t show your face; just that magnificent black cock and balls of yours!”

		“Why don’t you put your forearm next to my hard dick?” He suggested. “It will give the picture some perspective, so he’ll be able to see just how big it is.”

		She took the picture with her left hand, so that she could put her right elbow on his groin and hold up her forearm and fist next to the ebony tower of cock. Sloan marveled at just how large a dick Shaun really had.

		“How long is it?”

		“Just slightly over ten inches,” he said proudly, “and it’s really thick, too!”

		She grinned at him and tossed the phone on the bed, saying, “Tell me about it, stud! I know better than anyone just how thick it is!”

		With that, she grabbed the mammoth cock by its base and guided the head between her lips. Her tongue swirled around and around as she sucked it, and she teased his nut sac with her long red, carefully manicured fingernails.

		“You’re getting more of it in your mouth now, babe,” he sighed with contentment as her lips went up and down his shaft.

		Practice makes perfect, she thought, gobbling him up eagerly…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		Homecoming

		

		Sloan’s cell went off at nine the next morning and she rolled over and answered it on the third ring. She heard her husband’s voice asking her, “Are you awake?”

		She glanced over at Shaun and smiled, saying, “We are now. Are you still in the City?”

		“I’m at the hotel, getting ready to go down and grab some of their complimentary breakfast and then check out,” Larry said.

		“It turns out that he lives on a houseboat in Sausalito,” she informed him. “Why don’t you pick me up in the parking lot of that restaurant where you took me to dinner once, the one that sits right on the Bay?”

		“The Seahorse,” he said, remembering. “That sounds good. What time shall we meet?”

		“How about ten-thirty,” she replied. “That should give me time to take a quick shower and redo my hair and make up.”

		They said their good-byes and she broke the connection. Sloan knew the restaurant was no more than ten minutes away from Shaun’s houseboat, but there was something she was aching to do first, before getting ready to meet her husband and return to her normal life.

		“Come here, darling,” she all but purred, sliding nearer to him, “I want to suck that big cock again, and ride it once more before I take my shower!”

		

		****

		

		She directed Shaun to park his Mercedes a few spaces away from Larry’s Lexus in the nearly deserted lot. Before she got out of the car, she leaned over and gave her black lover a tongue-filled good-by kiss which lasted at least a full minute.

		“I know where you live now, and I have your cell number,” she said, as she opened the passenger door. “I think I may want to do this again…soon!”

		Her handsome young lover smiled and said, “I know I do, so call me!”

		Giving him that hot soul kiss while I knew Larry was watching us was almost as exciting as fucking Shaun all night long, Sloan thought as she sauntered the few steps from her lover’s car to her husband’s.

		“You two seemed to be very…friendly,” Larry commented wryly as his wife settled into the passenger seat and buckled her seat belt.

		“We should be, after what we did together last night,” she replied, smiling coyly at her recently-cuckolded hubby. “How about you, did you get any sleep?”

		“Not a lot,” Larry admitted.

		“Did you get that photo I sent?”

		He grinned and nodded that he had, saying, “Why do you think I didn’t get much sleep last night?”

		She laughed and replied, “That was a big reason I didn’t sleep much either, darling!”

		“Did you suck it for him?”

		She shook her head, still smiling, and said, “Not yet, not now; wait until we get home, and I’ll give you all of the details.”

		After a few seconds had gone by, she added, “I trust you still want to hear all about what the two of us did last night?”

		As she was speaking, she casually dropped her hand into Larry’s lap and found his cock to be as hard as the proverbial brick. She smiled as he blurted, “You’re damn right I do!”

		“Well then, let’s go home,” she answered softly.

		He put the car in reverse and backed up. In moments, they were back on One-Oh-One north, and heading for home at just above the posted speed limit, her hand still lightly resting on her husband’s rigid dick.

		

		****

		

		The trip up to Santa Rosa was spent largely in silence, with a few mundane back and fourths about how light the traffic was on this Saturday morning and concerning the upcoming work week. For a weekend morning, the traffic wasn’t bad at all and they made the trip home in just over an hour.

		Sloan had a toasted English muffin with light butter and strawberry jam for breakfast, along with some orange juice. Larry had eaten at the hotel’s complimentary breakfast buffet, so he wasn’t hungry.

		He was anxious to spirit her into the bedroom, however, and he practically dragged her through the house as soon as her muffin was gone. Once in their bedroom, he had both his clothes and hers off in seconds.

		Before urging her down onto the sheet after pulling back the covers, he stared at her body intently. She turned toward him and asked, “What are you looking for?”

		“Bite marks, bruises, stuff like that,” he admitted.

		“I’m pretty sure there’s nothing,” she assured him. “I checked my body out in the bathroom mirror at his place this morning, before showering. I don’t think I look any different.”

		“But you are different,” he insisted, his eyes meeting hers and holding them. “You just got…fucked by another man!”

		She smiled at him and touched his bare arm softly, “More than once; and very well, thank you for asking!”

		Larry looked aghast, excited beyond belief, and slightly nauseated by her reply-- all at the same time! He asked haltingly, “What…what did it feel like to take one that big?”

		“He was so long and so thick, it almost hurt at first,” she replied evenly. “But I wanted it. I won’t lie to you. He really was hot looking with his clothes off, babe. And that really turned me on!”

		Larry looked hurt by her frank admission, but she plunged ahead anyway, saying, “His cock was magnificent. It scared me a little when we first stared out; but I adjusted to its size soon enough.”

		“Did you…uh…suck it for him?”

		She smiled coyly again and admitted, “Again, I did that more than once; I even swallowed his load for him last night, as a matter of fact. He had huge balls, too, so there was a lot of spunk for me to gulp down when he came in my mouth!”

		Larry cringed slightly at that news, but she saw that, at the same time, his cock was as hard as she’d ever seen it before. Reaching out to touch it, she murmured, “He fucked me so good, baby. He made me come, like, a zillion times!”

		Her husband groaned as if he were lying on a bed of red-hot coals. He twisted his body as if he was in pain, but she kept his dick in her fist.

		“Why don’t I start at the beginning, and tell you all of it?” She made the suggestion, adding, “But I’d like this hard thing inside me, reclaiming me as yours, while I tell you, okay?”

		Scrambling up onto his knees, he turned over onto his stomach and notched his dick into her extremely juicy slit and pushed. Sloan sighed.

		He felt so good up inside her; so right!

		Shaun had been fun. The sex between them had been extraordinary, and she wouldn’t trade her night with him for anything.

		She intended to sleep with him again, and soon. But she loved Larry!

		He was her husband, her soul-mate. He meant the world to her!

		“That’s right, baby, that’s the way to fuck me,” she cooed in his ear as her ravaged her cunt. “Give it to me hard, just the way he did last night!”

		Larry grunted and rammed her deep over and over again. Even though she’d come at least a dozen times last night and this morning, Sloan loved the way her husband’s cock felt inside of her, and she knew that Larry was going to make her come, too.

		Maybe not as explosively as Shaun had, but deeply, fully; she cuddled him close and just let him savage her pussy. She daydreamed about her illicit night with Shaun as she held Larry tight…

		

		****

		

		“He…he ate you?”

		Sloan nodded that he had and then whispered, “And he was really good, too. His tongue was so knowing, so adept at teasing my clit. He made me come like a house afire, darling!”

		“What did he do then?” He sounded beside himself with excitement.

		Larry was over his jealous phase by now. The bone-rattling, great fuck he had just shared with his wife seemed to have cured that.

		It was clear to her that her husband now realized that she was still his, even though she had been very naughty with another man last night. Sloan held him close, running her fingers through his blond hair, whispering to him.

		“He fucked me,” she murmured, remembering how magical that first fuck had been. “Oh, God, Larry, he fucked me so great! I saw stars when I came!”

		“And he came, too?”

		“Right inside me,” she whispered. “God, there was so much of it!”

		Seeing the worried look on Larry’s face, she said softly, “Don’t worry; he was clean. I saw the papers on his lab work before we did anything.”

		She didn’t see the harm in this little white lie. After all, she had seen the lab report this morning, right before she’d left.

		“What did it feel like, having another man come in your pussy like that?”

		“It was just like I remembered it being,” she told him truthfully; “very hot, somehow, and tremendously exciting and naughty! I said I always liked experiencing it; the way it feels when a new guy’s cock first shoots his hot goo into you. It was nice to experience it again, I won’t lie to you.”

		“How many times did he cream your pussy?”

		“I didn’t really count,” she said, “I lost track. But a lot, I know that.”

		Larry seemed both delighted and repelled by this admission on her part. She smiled at him and tousled his hair once more, saying, “It was a lot of fun. I even enjoyed swallowing it, although he really flooded my mouth when I did that, like I said before.”

		There was a long pause. At last, Larry said, “It sounds like you had a great time with him.”

		Grinning, she replied, “I did. But I’m having a great time with you right now, telling you all about it. And this reclamation sex is not too shabby, either!”

		Larry’s cock was hard again. She threw a leg over his torso and let her pussy down on it.

		Leaning forward, she crushed her big breasts down onto his furry chest and kissed him deeply as he started to fuck his cock up into her…

		

		****

		

		Since neither one of them had gotten much sleep last night—Larry from worrying about what she was doing, imaging all sorts of scenarios wherein she ran away with handsome, studly Shaun and never came home to him; she from the endless sex she’d enjoyed with her new black lover—they slept most of that Saturday afternoon away in each other’s arms. When they awoke to use the bathroom or to get a snack, they invariably had sex before they went back to sleep again.

		Saturday night was passed in much the same way. Sloan couldn’t believe that Larry was as passionate as he was.

		This felt like a second honeymoon! They simply couldn’t get enough of each other!

		The duo slept late on Sunday morning. When she finally awoke at around ten, she found Larry smiling at her across the pillow.

		“What are you doing?”

		“Just watching my girl sleep,” Larry said softly, the goofy, I-love-you-so-much smile remaining in place as he spoke. “You are still my girl, I hope.”

		She grinned and pulled him close, saying, “Now, more than ever. I was still yours, even when he was fucking me, don’t you know that?”

		“He’s really handsome, and buffed looking,” Larry said.

		“And he has a nicer car than you,” she kidded him, “and he had a cool houseboat in Sausalito, and he makes a lot more money than you do, too!”

		“Hey, I thought you were on my side!” He made the retort jokingly, enjoying the easy banter between them.

		“Don’t worry, I am,” she assured him, the grin staying put on her face. “There’s one thing he doesn’t have that you do.”

		“Oh, and just what might that be?”

		“Me,” she said, kissing him with everything she had…

		

		****

		

		“This has been the best weekend of my life,” Sloan said as they sat out back on the patio, eating Sunday dinner.

		“Are you trying to make me jealous again?”

		She smiled and nodded that she wasn’t. Sloan took a bite of the excellent chicken Larry had just grilled up for them and said, “The whole thing, getting dressed up like a slut to go to that club, the dancing; flirting with a dozen hot guys, letting Shaun pick me up, and then fuck the living daylights out of me…all that was all so much fun!”

		Sloan put the chicken down and wiped her hands on a napkin. When she was sure they were clean, she leaned across the table and ran her fingers through Larry’s hair again; her eyes shining with love for him.

		“And coming home was awesome,” she whispered. “God, I didn’t know you could still fuck me that hard! I thought you were going to rattle my teeth loose a couple of times there, stud!”

		Larry grinned and started to blush as he said, “Well, I had to try and keep up with Shaun and he’s younger and in better shape that me.”

		“He’s got a ten inch dick, too,” she added; being merciless, smiling all the while, “don’t forget that.’

		Larry laughed and said, “I can’t match up with that, I’m afraid. I’ll just have to give you all I’ve got and hope for the best.”

		Her eyes softened and she murmured, “Oh, babe, it’s all I need; all I’ve ever wanted!”

		The two of them shared a moment. At last, Larry said, “So, you don’t want to do this again?”

		Sloan most certainly did! She had meant it when she’d said that this was the best weekend of her entire life, and she wanted a lot more of them just like it!

		But she didn’t tell Larry that. Instead, she replied, “I don’t know. What do you think about all of this, now that we’ve done it?”

		Larry thought about that for the better part of a minute. At last he said, “It’s up to you. I admit; I was really worried Saturday night, at times, when you were with him and I was all by myself in that hotel room. And then that picture came in!”

		She smiled a little rueful smile and said, “Maybe sending that photo of his big cock wasn’t such a good idea. It sounded hot at the time.”

		Her husband said, “No, it was hot, but it was unsettling, too. I was already halfway freaking out, thinking about what he was doing to you, and how much you might be enjoying it. And then when I saw how big he was…”

		There was a long silence before Sloan finally said, “So, do you think you’d be okay with more pictures, maybe even some video? If we decide to do this again, I mean.”

		The voyeuristic side of Larry’s personality clearly won out as he thought about that. He said, “Video, God; that would be so great! To actually see you sucking his big black cock…to witness him fucking you with it, that would be incredible!”

		“I don’t think Shaun is the shy type,” Sloan said. “I’m sure he would hold still for video, if I can convince him that you aren’t going to post it on the net somewhere.”

		“Oh, I’d never do that,” Larry rushed to assure her. “My company would fire my ass in a blink, if they ever got wind of the existence of any video like that. And the college would part company with you just as fast; you’d never get another teaching job!”

		They both contemplated that apocalyptic outcome for a while. Larry said, “No, that video is going straight to DVD, if you send me any, and the disc is staying hidden away in our room. No cloud, no net, no cell phone; that’s the way you get hacked!”

		Sloan nodded agreement before asking, “Then you’re okay with me seeing Shaun again?”

		“Only if you want to, babe,” Larry said.

		“So you do want us to continue with this whole hotwife thing?”

		“If you do, then sure, I’m all for it.”

		So am I, Sloan shocked herself by admitting. Am I EVER?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Hotwife Rules

		

		Sloan found herself humming a catchy little riff from a current pop song as she strolled into her classroom on Monday morning. Retrieving her notes from a big brown leather briefcase, she started out the lecture by saying, “I trust you all had a relaxing weekend and came here ready to work today. I know I did…”

		After class was over, she didn’t have another for quite a while, so she headed back to her office. Along the way, she passed several of her male colleagues, and all of them seemed to go out of their way to smile at her and say hello.

		It’s nice to have a cute butt again, Sloan told herself philosophically as she used her key to unlock the door to her office. All of that work in the gym sure has paid off.

		The second and even third appreciative looks her body now got from the men on the staff, and even from some of her bolder male students, had started nearly as soon as she’d begun working out. Then, as the pounds had vanished and everything had become nice and tight again, the level of attention had shot up to a new plateau.

		As she unlocked the door to her office, she thought about the most recent changes in the way men looked at her. Ever since she had begun to consider becoming a hotwife, she’d thought she’d noticed a new gleam in some male eyes.

		It was almost a primal thing. Alpha males, especially, seemed to sense that she now not only looked more desirable--physically speaking--but that they might actually get somewhere with her if they gave her a tumble!

		Not that they ever would, even if they were to try. She remained adamant about her and Larry’s decision to bar colleagues, students, and other acquaintances from becoming sex partners for newly-minted hotwife Sloan Simmons.

		Guys like Shaun were okay for her to fool around with, because they were total strangers, when you got right down to it; fuck buddies, not even boyfriends. He and guys like him whom she might meet would stay just that; occasional treats, nothing more!

		She put her briefcase on her desk and got out her personal laptop. Her next class wasn’t until after lunch and she had until then to peruse the hotwife sites in search of other potential hook ups, like Shaun.

		Not that she didn’t want to see him again! As a matter of fact, she intended to call her sexy black lover during lunch today and arrange another tryst with him as soon as possible. Larry and she had talked about it after dinner last night and her husband was entirely supportive of her spending another night in Shaun’s bed.

		And she intended to call that other cutie, Hugh, whom she had met at the dance club on Friday night, as well. She was leaning toward seeing him this weekend instead of Shaun, if that could be arranged.

		Variety, as they said, was the spice of life. She wanted another all night session with Shawn, and soon, but she found she wanted to sample Hugh’s bedroom techniques as well!

		Good God, Sloan, you’re such a little slut at heart, she thought happily as she brought up the first hotwife site and started carefully going through it. Shawn and Hugh aren’t enough for you; you’re looking for other guys, too! Now that you’re officially a hotwife, it’s as if there isn’t enough cock out there to satisfy you!

		She chuckled silently at that somewhat risqué thought and started to go through all of the personals, feeling positively giddy in her newfound freedom. Most of the entries--she soon found--included photos, as well as cock pictures, along with the bios…

		

		****

		

		God, I can’t believe how prone these bozos are to posting flat-out lies! Sloan thought incredulously as she shut down the laptop and put it away in her briefcase just before lunch.

		She had spent almost two hours on the computer, and then on her cell phone, calling likely men and introducing herself; checking them out. Many of the guys she called admitted--under her prodding questioning--that they were years older than their bios indicated they were, and the accompanying pictures either weren’t of them or they were ten to twenty years out of date as well.

		Sloan began to wonder if all their posted cock photos were as bogus as their head shots! All of that looking and all of that calling had been narrowed down to one guy in the end, a cutie named Robin, who seemed to be what he purported to be; at least thus far he seemed to be on the up-and-up!

		He was a few years younger than Sloan, and he had the height, the big shoulders, and the generally fit build that she sought in her ideal lover. If their scheduled Skype conversation tonight on her home computer turned out as well as she hoped it would, she was going to make a date to get some coffee and meet face to face with young Robin a week from today; on Monday of next week.

		Dialing up Shaun on her cell phone--now that it was past noon--she was hoping to catch him at lunch, where he could talk, rather than in court or in some client meeting. The phone rang several times and then she heard his deep voice asking, “Hey, how’s my favorite little redheaded hotwife?”

		Sloan smiled and twisted a strand of her long, titian tresses around a finger as she relied, “I’m great, how about you?”

		“I’m not so good,” he said. “I’m missing me some red-hot Sloan pussy in my bed something fierce!”

		She almost giggled, she was so happy to hear him give that somewhat obscene response! She whispered, “Well, we are going to have to do something about that, now aren’t we?”

		“How about this weekend; are you busy?”

		She agonized briefly over what to tell him. She wanted to be with him again as badly as he wanted to be with her, but she was really dying to try Hugh out as a lover as well!

		“I can’t,” she lied at last, somewhat reluctantly, “my hubby and I are flying out to Vegas Friday night to see a show and do a little gambling. The trip has been planned for months now.”

		Sloan was astonished at how quickly the total fabrication had sprung from her lips. Up until now, she had always thought of herself as a very honest person!

		“How about some night during the coming week,” Shaun suggested. “Would your husband mind?”

		“No, I don’t think so,” she answered truthfully. “Listen, I teach at a community college, and my Tuesday and Thursday classes start after lunch, so I can stay up late Monday and Wednesday nights. How would this Wednesday night work out for you?”

		“I have an important legal brief to prepare this week, but I’ll be sure to burn the midnight oil between now and Wednesday, so I can get it done and out of the way by then,” Shaun promised. “Why don’t you show up at my place about eight or so? I’ll have a chilled bottle of champagne waiting. Don’t forget to bring your toothbrush.”

		“Oh, will I be staying the night again?”

		He gave her an evil-sounding chuckle and said, “It will take at least that long to do all of the wicked things I have planned for that fantastic body of yours!”

		A shiver went through Sloan as she imagined just what some of those naughty things might be and she murmured, “Eight o’clock; I’ll be there.”

		Breaking the connection with a huge grin on her face, she waited for her breathing and heart rate to return to normal before dialing up Hugh. She couldn’t believe how much fun this was!

		It was like being a freshman girl in high school again, crushing on a boy, and then teasing him over the phone. She loved it!

		Hugh answered on the fourth ring, saying, “Who is this? I don’t recognize the number or the name on my caller ID.”

		“Do you remember the tall redhead you danced with on Friday night?”

		His attitude seemed to change immediately. Hugh’s voice was now softer, sexier than it had been when he had first answered the phone, as he said, “I sure do, and I’ve been hoping you might call, Sloan.”

		“Are you busy? Can you talk?”

		“I own a swim and dive shop in Novato, but we’re pretty slow at the moment,” he said in the same soft voice. “There’s just one guy in the store right now, and he’s busy checking out the regulators at the back; so I’ve got a minute to chat.”

		“It sounds like you have to earn a living, so I’ll make this brief,” Sloan promised. “I want to get together with you this weekend; does Friday or Saturday night work best for you?”

		“I don’t have to get to the store until noon on Saturdays. I have a guy opening for me, since Saturday is our busiest day of the week, usually, and I like to have the both of us there during the high-floor traffic part of the day in the afternoons.”

		“So Friday night is best,” Sloan concluded.

		“Yeah, but really either night will do; Friday is just a little more convenient for me. What did you want to do?”

		“Fuck,” said Sloan succinctly, seeing little reason to beat around the bush. “I thought we’d meet for drinks first, and then go over to your place for the night, if that works for you.”

		Hugh seemed to be slightly taken aback by how blunt she’d been, but he recovered quickly enough, saying, “There’s a sports bar I like just a couple of doors down from my shop. It’s called the Late Whistle. Why don’t we meet there at eight-fifteen? That will give me time to close up the store and walk down there.”

		“Okay, you’re on,” she replied, her heart beating faster once again.

		Two hot guys; one on Wednesday, and one on Friday! She couldn’t believe that she, Sloan Simmons, had made not one but two successful “booty calls” during her lunch hour!

		“Let me give you the Late Whistle’s address,” he offered.

		“Don’t bother,” she said, “I have a new Audi. One of the features I really like is its excellent GPS system. I can drive right to the place from my house in Santa Rosa.”

		

		****

		

		She was super-excited about how this week was shaping up, but oddly enough, she decided not to tell Larry about it right away. The “No Choice; No Voice” adage that she’d first become aware of on all of those hotwife sites she’d frequented during her initial research on the lifestyle kept running through her mind whenever she thought about doing so.

		Sloan told herself that she was now a hotwife, and hotwives didn’t have to tell their husbands zip, if they didn’t want to! That somehow felt very empowering, and so she kept both dates to herself when Larry got home that night and asked how her day had been.

		“Nothing special,” she told him, and then asked about his day.

		She relented a little after dinner. As she was about to go in the bedroom they used as an office, she mentioned the Skype thing she was about to do with Robin, and their proposed coffee date a week from now if that went well.

		Larry seemed very excited to find out that she was actively trying to expand her hotwife contacts and asked her a ton of questions. They shared a good laugh about all of the lying that went on, once you were logged onto one of those hotwife dating sites.

		Then she went in and had a very nice half hour conversation with Robin and set a seven o’clock meeting time for the two of them next Monday evening. He lived in Petaluma, which was only about a half hour away from Santa Rosa, so they agreed to meet there, at a coffee place called the Raging Bean.

		Robin had turned out to be even better looking on Skype than she’d hoped he’d be. He had light brown hair, a very cute, boyish face, and twinkling green eyes.

		She’d liked his wit and his easy manner when they’d chatted digitally just now. Sloan thought to herself as they talked that if his dick was really as big as it was in the picture he had posted on the net, she might just find herself spending next Monday night in Petaluma!

		She boldly told Larry as much when she rejoined him in the living room, sitting next to him on the couch. He smiled at her and said, “I hope he turns out to be as nice in person as he was on the phone and on Skype.”

		Sloan flashed him an evil little smile and said, “I hope he turns out to be fuckable! He’s a real cutie!”

		“You little slut,” Larry said, playfully, reaching for her.

		She didn’t try too hard to get away. Sloan stopped laughing as their eyes met and he touched her breasts.

		They hadn’t made love on the couch in years, but she knew they were about to do just that. And she loved it!

		She simply adored being a hotwife, chatting up great looking young men on Skype, making dates to meet them and possibly to fuck them! And she loved that fact that she was going to spend all of Wednesday night with Shaun—movie star handsome Shaun, with his huge black cock—and that he was probably going to fuck her all night long when she did!

		As Larry impatiently stripped her clothes off and got out of his, she saw that his cock was already hard. That was fine with her; she didn’t need any foreplay tonight, she was as wet as she could be, thinking about Hugh on Friday, Shaun on Wednesday, and Robin a week from tonight…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Wednesday – Shaun

		

		“Are you getting ready to go somewhere?”

		Larry was standing in the bedroom doorway, watching her with unhidden curiosity as she fussed with her hair and checked out her make up. She had on a new pair of jeans that accentuated her nice ass, and a low-cut blouse which showed off her cleavage inside the skimpy bra she wore under it.

		“I’m going to spend the night at Shaun’s, so don’t wait up,” she said into the dresser mirror as she made sure her lipstick was perfect.

		“What? Why didn’t you tell me?” Larry’s demanded, his sudden indignation bordering on outrage.

		“I just did,” she answered coolly. “I’ll see you when you get home from work tomorrow night and I promise to tell you all about it.”

		She turned and got her purse off the bed and was ready to leave. Larry was looking mystified, as well as slightly angry and hurt by her casual answer just now.

		“Hotwives go out on dates with their guys,” she explained simply, “and some of those dates last all night.”

		“Why…why didn’t you mention it before?” Larry was stammering, not quite believing that his wife of many years was behaving this way.

		“Because I didn’t want to,” Sloan informed him. “I don’t have to. I’m a hotwife, remember?”

		As he started to reply, indignation on his face, she held up a hand and said, “Don’t; you wanted this, and now you’ve got it. Learn to deal with the consequences.”

		“B-But…” he said haltingly.

		“No, no ‘buts’ allowed; ‘no choice, no voice’, get it? This is my show now. You’re just an observer.”

		He looked as if she had just crushed his nuts under heel. She really did love him, so she took pity and added, “Shaun doesn’t seem to mind showing off for the camera, so I may be able to send some photos of us in action together tonight. Maybe I’ll even bring home some video for us to watch together tomorrow night, babe.”

		Larry’s visage brightened immediately. He blurted, “That would be so hot!”

		On her way out of the room, she patted his cheek lovingly and leaned in for a kiss. It was chaste and sweet; the kind a sister might give to a brother when she was taking her leave of him.

		And then she left. She got into her car and drove to the freeway, headed south, toward Shaun’s houseboat…

		

		****

		

		At precisely eight o’clock, she knocked on her lover’s door. It opened immediately and he stood there, all six-feet, five-inches of him, dressed only in an old tank top and gym shorts, a huge grin on his handsome ebony face.

		“Get your cute little ass in here and get those clothes off!” He greeted her warmly and reached out and swept her inside, closing and locking the door behind her.

		His lips were on hers as soon as she was inside the room and his arms were around her, crushing her against his strong chest. Sloan felt her pussy getting wet already, as his tongue dueled with hers, and her nipples spiked against his steely pecs as they embraced.

		God, this guy is pure SEX, and I want him! She didn’t mind admitting that to herself. It was the truth!

		“The champagne’s this way, and I think you remember where the bedroom is,” he said, smiling as they broke apart.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, Dom Perignon, very expensive,” Sloan noted approvingly, reading the label on the green bottle immersed in the nearby ice bucket.

		She picked up her pre-poured flute and had a sip. It was delicious, just like Shaun!

		He held out his own glass and clicked rims with her, saying, “If any girl is worth it, you are, Sloan. You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever met!”

		Sloan beamed and drank more of the pricey French wine. She realized in that moment she was actually living the fantasy which most women harbored deep in their hearts!

		Shaun represented Romance, so absent from most women’s everyday lives, even those with boyfriends or husbands who truly loved them. Normal routines involving household tasks, kids, and jobs just got in the way for most females, stifling the adventure, the excitement which had infused their intimate relationships in the very beginning.

		Even she and Larry, who were still very much in love, had had to resort to extreme measures—such as her becoming a hotwife--to keep their marriage fresh and fun. Shaun was like a naughty fantasy come to life; Everywoman’s black Adonis-daydream in the flesh!

		“You look so hot tonight,” she murmured appreciatively, draining what was left of her champagne in two big gulps.

		“So do you,” he assured her, following her lead with the wine, and then pouring them two fresh glasses.

		“I didn’t dress up,” she said coyly. “I knew whatever I wore wouldn’t last long around you, so I didn’t bother.”

		Shaun smiled and took another big sip of his champagne, saying, “You got that right, babe. I can’t wait to see you naked again!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, I’m so turned on,” Sloan whispered intently. “Fuck me! Please fuck me with that big cock of yours, darling!”

		Shaun was on his belly, in between her widespread legs, eating pussy like he hadn’t had any in ages and was craving it. He was also tweaking her nipples at the same time, and Sloan was right on the edge of spectacular climax, her first of the night.

		“Don’t you want to come on my tongue first?” He raised his head briefly from her sopping wet crotch. “I want to taste your juice, baby, before I fuck you!”

		Sloan sighed. That sounded so great, him lapping out a big mouthful her overflowing pussy oil, and then swallowing it, while she shivered through a magnificent orgasm.

		But she wanted his huge cock, too! She felt like a kid with a sweet tooth in a candy store with a ten dollar bill—she wanted it all!

		Shaun is such a stud, and he’s so great with his fingers and his tongue, too!

		The spasms gripping her tightening cunt passage grew closer together as he licked her expertly. She gripped his head and held it in place as she began to undulate her hips up off the bed, shamelessly mashing her clit against his tongue and lips.

		“Oh, oof, you’re getting me off so strong,” she gasped as the orgasm flowered into fullness, filling her with ecstasy.

		Shaun swallowed her outpouring noisily and that just made her come all the harder. Waves of crimson engulfed her vision, turning the room red as she came and came on his dancing tongue!

		

		****

		

		Oh, fuck, oh, God, it goes into me so FAR, she marveled as her rutted down into her juicy cunt.

		She looked down and saw the outline of Shaun’s massive penis rippling just under her tight belly flesh. The head of his impressive tool reached an inch past her navel as he bottomed out in her stretched-open pussy!

		And he’s so wide, she thought to herself, his cock is so thick that it presses against my clit all the time he’s in me, whether he’s driving deep inside me, or withdrawing!

		“Oh, you fucking stud,” she gasped, smiling up at him beatifically as he rutted into her, “that’s right. Fuck me hard! I love feeling your big cock all the way up in me. I just love it!’

		“Not as much as I love fucking you with it,” Shaun panted, straining with the effort it took to penetrate her snug little hole with his enormous manhood. “You’ve got the tightest pussy I’ve ever fucked, Sloan.”

		She closed her eyes and reveled in the experience. Her big breasts were jiggling wildly on her chest as he banged down into her again and again.

		The sharp twinges of growing, all-out bliss were growing closer and closer together by the second.

		“Shaun…sweetie…you’re going to make me come again,” she murmured, as she reached the very gates of heaven.

		“Go ahead, babe,” he gasped, “because I’m coming too! I’m coming right in this tight little pussy of yours!”

		She felt the white-hot jet of spunk splash into her depths at that moment and shrieked out the words, “Oh, fuck, there’s so much…so much hot come for my pussy to take!”

		The two of them hunched their pelvises together, embracing each other tightly, until the last tiny spurt of semen had been drained from his balls and the last spasm of pleasure had pulsed through her inundated sheath. He dragged his deflated cock out her and she felt a mini-waterfall of jism following right behind it.

		“Jesus, you really came a lot tonight,” she murmured, snuggling against him.

		“You do that to me, Sloan,” his deep baritone rumbled contentedly. “I always shoot a lot of jizz when I orgasm, but you really seem to bring out the beast in me!”

		She beamed up at him happily and said, “You can always count on me to drain those big nuts of yours, darling. I’ll be happy to take all the spunk you can shoot into me!

		

		****

		

		“Like this?” Shaun asked the question as he pointed Sloan’s cell phone camera at her.

		His big cock was stuffed into her mouth and throat as far as she could take it without gagging too much. She hoped Larry could see the bulge his fat cock head made in her long, elegant, white throat.

		She nodded to her lover, and he clicked the shutter. Sloan went back to giving him a slurpy, sucking blowjob. She heard the camera click a few more times, and knew that Larry would love seeing her doing this to Shaun’s unbelievably large black prick!

		Sloan loved it, too. She wished she could deep-throat every inch of him, but he was just too long!

		Still, she was getting more of his python-like dick into her lips all the time. She bet if she kept sucking him regularly, she could learn to take nearly all of it, eventually.

		Shaun obviously thought so, too, because at that moment, he sighed, “Fuck, babe, you’re getting so good at sucking me. Look how much of my cock is inside your mouth and throat now!”

		The shutter clicked again and Sloan felt an illicit thrill shoot through her. She was behaving like such a cheap little tramp for this guy; and yet she knew Larry would love it as much as she loved carrying on that way in front of the camera!

		Who knew I had porn star fantasies hidden away, deep down in my psyche?

		

		****

		

		“It goes in so fucking deep this way!” Sloan whined as Shaun bottomed out in her pussy.

		She was up on her hands and knees and he was kneeling behind her, fucking her doggie style. His cock head was bashing into her cervix every time he penetrated her in this position.

		It hurt a little, but it felt great at the same time. She had never fucked a guy who was long enough to reach this far into her before, and she was discovering that it felt wonderful to be penetrated this deeply!

		Shaun had fucked her this way the last time they’d been together, but he’d been gentler that time, as if he’d been afraid of hurting her. Now, he didn’t seem to be worried about that anymore, as she’d taken everything he could dish out on her first overnight visit to this bedroom and was back for still more.

		“Goddamn, you’ve got a cute little ass,” Shaun sighed, touching it with his finger.

		When she only moaned and didn’t try and stop him, he licked that finger to get it wet and then pushed it into her ass pucker, knuckle deep. Sloan trembled, but didn’t protest.

		“You like that, don’t you, babe,” he murmured, shoving his thick finger in all the way.

		Sloan shook from head to toe and moaned, “Yes, yes, I like it when you play with my ass!”

		He fucked her even harder, keeping time with his finger. She groaned and shook her ass for him, egging him on.

		“Maybe I’ll have to fuck this fine little butt of yours soon,” he whispered, taking yet another picture with his free hand.

		And I’ll probably let him, she told herself ruefully, even though taking that big horsecock of his up my bottom will no doubt kill me!

		She knew then and there that she would deny nothing to her sexy black lover. Any way he wanted to use her long, lanky body; that was alright with Sloan, God help her!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Second Homecoming – Hugh

		

		“I take it that you liked the photos,” she asked kiddingly, “since you just fucked me within an inch of my life!”

		Larry pulled his spent dick out of her spunk-filled pussy and flopped onto his tummy next to her. It was barely past five-thirty in the evening on Thursday night.

		He hadn’t even stopped to greet her in the kitchen when he’d arrived home just a few minutes ago. Sweeping her into his arms, he had kissed her passionately as he waltzed her into the bedroom and then stripped off her clothes without so much as a “hi, how are you tonight?”

		They’d fucked like two high school kids, excitedly, intensely, as if they couldn’t get enough of one another’s bodies. This wasn’t the kind of ho-hum sex old married couples normally engaged in, and Sloan loved it!

		“When those photographs came through today, I nearly had to go into the restroom at work and jack off!”

		She giggled and said, “Don’t you dare, Larry Simmons. You’re supposed to save all of that reclamation jizz for your little hotwife, don’t you know that?”

		He grinned at her and whispered, “You’re so fucking great, Sloan. And I love you so much!”

		Her smile faded and she said earnestly, “I love you, too, honey; with all my heart!”

		They shared a moment, just staring into each other’s eyes. At last Larry asked, “How do you get so much of his cock down your throat without gagging?”

		“Practice,” she answered, with a smug little smile, “a girl has to practice in order to be able to deep-throat a monster like that. Luckily, Shaun doesn’t seem to mind if I practice on him.”

		Larry laughed and said, “I’ll just bet he doesn’t!”

		He reached out and stroked her red hair lovingly, saying, “Did you swallow for him last night?”

		“No, but he fucked me a bunch of times, as you saw from the photos,” she answered. “And he ate me again and made me come…screaming like a banshee!”

		Again, Larry chuckled. He said, “Sound’s like you had a good time with that huge cock of his.”

		“I did,” Sloan readily admitted, “Plus the cock’s owner is great lover all round, so considerate and accomplished. And the fact that he’s such a hunk doesn’t hurt either!”

		Together, they laughed, happy in their shared intimacy, and held each other tight. Larry said, “Well, I’m no hunk, but I’m all yours.”

		She smiled and said, “I’ll take you. You’re all I really need, darling. Hotties like Shaun are fun, but you’re my forever guy…always remember that!”

		A thought struck her and she said apologetically, “I got so carried away, with fucking him that I totally forgot about the video! Maybe I can do that next time. I doubt Shaun would mind; he was so great about taking the photos I sent you last night. I think he got off on it as much as I did!”

		

		****

		

		Sloan was on One-Oh-One, headed south. It was Friday evening and she was on her way to meet Hugh.

		As she drove along, she was somewhat startled to realize that she didn’t care much one way or the other whether or not she ended up in bed with Hugh tonight. She guessed it was because Wednesday night with Shaun had been so fulfilling, not mention last night with her husband!

		I’ve already had more great sex this month than the average married woman probably gets in six months, if she’s lucky, Sloan thought.

		If she wound up fucking Hugh tonight, that would be great; like the cherry on top of a really rich sundae. But if she somehow didn’t, that would be okay, too!

		The thought made her more relaxed than she normally might have been in this situation. She intended to just kick back and let tonight unfold.

		It feels kind of nice to be going on a hotwife date and not feeling as nervous about it as I usually might be, she thought as she hit the outskirts of Novato, the town where Hugh lived.

		She saw the correct exit up ahead and took it, following the street into the downtown area. Her Audi’s GPS didn’t fail her. She spotted the Late Whistle’s street and turned onto it, parking about half a block away from the front door.

		On her way up the street to sports pub, she passed a darkened swim and dive shop. Three doors down, she came to the Late Whistle and went inside.

		The place was small, with long bench which ran down the right wall and a number of small tables that had been permanently affixed to the wooden floor in front of the bench, with battered wooden chairs placed in front of each diminutive table. On the other side of the narrow room stood the bar itself, capable of accommodating somewhere between twenty and thirty stools, most of which were occupied with guys and a few girls who were in their mid-twenties to early thirties; either sports fans or after-work imbibers who had come from the surrounding businesses.

		On the walls were big screen television sets. It seemed to Sloan that every available space that could hold a screen had been filled, and that all of them were tuned to a different sports event or an ESPN channel.

		She spotted Hugh right away, sitting on the bench at the far end of the room, nursing a mug of dark beer. He saw her, too, and half stood, waiting for her to make her way through the crowd of patrons to his table.

		“You’re as beautiful as I remembered you being,” he said gallantly as she finally neared his table.

		And you’re as yummy as I remembered you being from the dance club that night, Sloan thought, eyeing the ruggedly handsome younger man in the rust-colored sport coat, a light yellow, pullover knit shirt, and the brown slacks he had chosen to wear with them.

		Sloan wasn’t dressed nearly as provocatively as she had been when they’d first met. This evening she had on heels, an expensive skirt, and a white blouse that buttoned up the front. Although she had purposely left a few buttons at the top of the blouse open, to show off her cleavage in the otherwise conservative outfit, all for Hugh’s benefit.

		She sat down in the chair and a pretty young girl dressed like a football referee in a black and white, zebra-striped shirt, and a pair of tight black satin short shorts, came over to take their drink order. Hugh had another mug of Downtown Brown Ale and she ordered a gin martini on the rocks.

		“This place is noisy,” Sloan remarked as the waitress went over to the bar to turn in their drink requests.

		“Yeah, but it has all sorts of cable feeds, a great selection of cold beers on tap, and a full liquor license,” Hugh offered in its defense. “Besides, the background noise is so heavy that no one can really hear what we’re saying.”

		She smiled invitingly at him and asked in a voice that was just loud enough for him to hear, “Do you live close by?”

		“Less than a mile away,” he replied.

		The girl returned with their drinks and Hugh finished up the mug he had been sipping on and handed it to her in exchange for the fresh one. Sloan took a sip of her martini and waited for the waitress to leave them.

		“I’m looking forward to seeing your place,” she said.

		“It’s nothing special, I’m afraid,” Hugh said modestly, “just a three bedroom tract house I bought last year.”

		“It has a master bedroom, right?” She answered with a devilish grin. “That’s all I really care about.”

		He laughed and said, “You don’t pussyfoot around, do you?”

		A thought struck her and she put down her drink and fished her cell phone out of her purse. Instead of answering his question about her intentions for tonight, she brought up the series of photos Shaun had shot of her just the other night, sucking his gigantic black cock and riding it. She handed the phone over to Hugh.

		His hazel eyes opened wide as he flicked through the shots. He whistled appreciatively as he studied the lewd photographs and finally said, “Well, these make tonight a little anticlimactic. I already know what you look like with your clothes off and that you’re red-hot in the sack!”

		She smiled and took the phone from him and put it back in her purse, saying, “It looks that way, from those pictures. But don’t you want to find out, from personal experience, if that’s true?”

		He grinned at her and nodded that he did. He asked her, “Who’s the black dude?”

		“I danced with him at that club, too. Those pictures are from Wednesday night of this week.”

		“You’re a busy girl, Sloan,” he said.

		After a few seconds had gone by, he added, “He was big. I’m surprised you could get as much of him in your mouth as you could.”

		“I love doing that, using my mouth on a really huge one,” she replied boldly. “It’s kind of a challenge, if you know what I mean.”

		

		****

		

		They had two more rounds, getting more comfortable with each other as they drank, and then left for Hugh’s place. He drove a ten year old Range Rover that had been blue once, but now was mostly rust-colored. She noticed that it had a distinctive scuba diver bumper sticker in back; the red rectangle with a white slash going through it.

		She followed him the ten blocks to his house and parked out front while he rolled up into the driveway. As he had said, the house was at least twenty years old, a nondescript, one-story rambler that was the same as most of the other houses in the middle class neighborhood.

		“This is still a big place for a guy all on his own,” she commented as she joined him on the front porch.

		“I’m all by myself now, but I don’t intend to stay that way forever,” he replied as he unlocked the door and switched off the alarm. “I want a wife and kids someday, just like most guys do.”

		“Any marriage prospects on the horizon?”

		“Nah, but then, I’m not really looking very hard,” he admitted with that boyish grin she liked so much. “I’m having too much fun being single.”

		He motioned for her to step inside, and once she did, he followed suit and closed the front door behind them. Locking it, he turned to her and took her in his arms.

		“I’m glad you haven’t found the right girl yet,” Sloan whispered. “If you had, I wouldn’t be able to do this!”

		She went up onto her tiptoes and put her arms around his neck. Their first kiss was all she had hoped it would be, and she felt her pussy lubing up nicely.

		When they finally broke apart, he asked, taking her left arm loose from his neck and holding up her wedding set, “Since you mentioned marriage, what does your husband think about all of this? I noticed the rings set at the club that night, too.”

		Sloan decided to be honest with him, the way she had been with Shaun. She felt she could. After all, Hugh had just said he’d seen her wedding ring set at the club that night, and he’d still wanted to sleep with her then, just the way all the other men that night had.

		“Have you ever heard the term ‘hotwife’, Hugh?”

		“I’ve heard the term, but I don’t know much about the specifics of it,” he said honestly.

		“Well, I’m one of those; a hotwife,” she confessed. “My husband was at the club that night as well, watching me dance with all of you boys and tease you. I left with Shaun, the big black guy, and spent the night with him.”

		She smiled at Hugh and went on to say, “My husband, Larry, knows I’m here with you tonight. When I get home tomorrow, I intend to tell him all about our night together; every intimate detail, while he fucks me. I might even show him some pictures of the two of us together, if that’s okay with you.”

		Sloan added, “Shaun obviously didn’t mind my doing that, as you saw earlier.”

		Hugh looked bemused at that notion. Then he gave her a crooked little smile and said, “Actually, that sounds kind of…hot; kinky but hot!”

		“It is,” she assured him. “Larry and I have been married for years. Our sex life had sort of settled into the kind of a rut that neither of us really enjoyed.”

		Taking Hugh’s hand in hers, she said, “That isn’t the case anymore, since we’ve discovered this new lifestyle choice. I get to experience great sex with other guys, he gets to fantasize about it, and to hear all the lurid details of everything those other guys did to me when I get home, while he and I fuck like rabbits!”

		“And he isn’t the least bit jealous?”

		“Oh, I wouldn’t say that,” she replied coyly, reaching out and grasping his belt buckle, tugging on it, leading him into a hallway, searching for the master bedroom.

		“He’s only human. But that’s all part of the fun for him, I guess, wondering if I’ll eventually meet some guy I like even better than him.”

		“That sounds like a dangerous way to live,” Hugh commented as they stepped into his bedroom.

		“I guess it is,” she replied, letting go of his buckle and moving back from him so that she could begin unbuttoning her blouse the rest of the way. “That’s all part of the appeal for him; the sensation of living right on the edge, worrying that he’s going to lose me to someone else.”

		“You sound like two very daring people,” Hugh said as he watched her blouse completely open up and she discarded it and unsnapped her bra.

		“We are, I suppose,” she agreed, undoing her skirt and letting it slide down her long legs, “and it’s a fun way to live; so much fun I can barely believe it.”

		“Jesus, you’re beautiful, Sloan,” he sighed longingly as she slid her panties down to join the skirt, standing before him completely naked except for her high heels.

		“Let’s get this off,” she whispered, easing him out of his sport coat and reaching downward for the hem of his knit shirt.

		He’s gorgeous, she thought to herself as the shirt came off. Hugh may not have big, bulky muscles like Shawn does, but he’s still a honey. His muscles are leaner, longer; I’d guess it’s from all that swimming in the ocean he does as a part of being a diver.

		She put the sport coat and the shirt on the dresser behind her and went to work on his slacks. They came off quickly, along with his boxers, and she found herself staring rapturously at his massive cock!

		“You’re almost as big as Shaun, my black lover!”

		Hugh kicked out of his shoes and bent down to skim off his socks. When he straightened back up, he grasped his rapidly stiffening dick down at its base and pointed it at her.

		“I may not be quite as long as he is, but I’m every bit as wide,” he said proudly showing him his cock, like a small boy might show off his new bike.

		“You look to be at that,” she sighed, thanking her lucky stars that she had thought to get this cutie’s phone number that night in the club!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Hugh’s House

		

		“I suppose you’ll want to take some cell phone pictures tonight, as souvenirs for your husband,” Hugh said matter of factly as they started for the bed.

		A flash of wicked sensation pulsed through Sloan’s pussy and up through her whole body as she imagined that. She turned to Hugh and asked, “What about videos?”

		“As long as you don’t post them on the net and nobody but you and your husband see them, I suppose it would be okay.”

		Shivering slightly from the naughty thrills she was experiencing from what she was about to do, Sloan peeled back across the room and got her cell phone out of her purse. When she got back over to the bed, Hugh was already in the middle of it, lying on his back with his rampant cock waving around above his ball sac.

		Grinning impishly, she got on her tummy right next to him and snapped a shot of the huge white cock. Handing the phone to Hugh, she scooted nearer and stuck out her tongue as she reached for it and drew it closer to her mouth.

		The camera clicked just as her tongue touched his big cock head for the first time. A tiny shudder of pre-come pleasure twitched through her clit.

		Larry was going to love this--she just knew it! And she loved doing it for him!

		Imagining the sex she was going to have with her husband when she returned home and showed him these pictures was so exciting that she almost came just thinking about it. She sucked in Hugh’s cock head and about three inches of his shaft, laving them with her tongue as she basted them with her hot saliva.

		Hugh groaned at how wonderful that felt and she heard her picture being taken again. She knew that Larry would eventually be seeing her with another mouthful of a stranger’s big cock and that made what she was doing seem even more wanton, even more slutty, somehow!

		Soon, she was taking over half of Hugh’s whopper down her throat with each pass. She moved closer and angled her head backward so that she could get even more of his enormously thick manhood down her throat as she sucked him.

		“Holy fuck, girl,” Hugh gasped out his surprise, “nobody’s ever been able to take that much before!”

		Well, I can, Sloan thought smugly, loving her handsome partner’s reaction to her growing deep-throating skills. I simply adore sucking long, fat cocks; I just love it, especially when I know Larry will see me doing it!

		

		****

		

		She was riding Hugh’s prick, now that she had it hard as a baseball bat. And the video camera in her cell phone was dutifully recording everything as it happened.

		Sloan glanced over at the dresser, where the phone lay propped up against her purse at just the right angle to take in the whole bed. Mouthing the words, “I love you, Larry-darling,” she smiled directly into the lens and gave her ass an extra little shake for her voyeuristic husband’s benefit as she reached the top of her up-stroke on another man’s cock.

		God, he feels just like Shaun inside me, Sloan thought as she rode Hugh relentlessly. He may be white, while Shaun is black, but this guy’s a cutie in his own right. And this magnificent cock of his is stretching me out so, making my pussy so wet and hungry for an orgasm. I can’t wait to feel his come exploding up into me, as Larry watches!

		The mere thought of being so naughty in front of her husband sent tremors of pre-come ecstasy throbbing through her well-fucked cunt! She threw back her head, closed her eyes and got ready to climax!

		This first one of the evening was going to be a real beauty. There was no doubt about that.

		The muscles in Sloan’s lower belly started to quiver and grab. Her tits jerked at the same instant, and her pussy went crazy on Hugh’s driving cock!

		“Oh, oh, fuck, I’m going to come,” she gasped, leaning over him.

		He sucked her right nipple into his mouth and began to nurse at it, chewing on the sensitive, rosy little nubbin as he did so. Her cunt seized him in its grasp and spiraled into a savage, gripping orgasm that all but engulfed her.

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, God, I’m coming so haaaaaaaard!”

		She shivered and shook atop his buried dick, drawing a gasp of pleasure from Hugh. His cock leaped deep inside her pussy channel and all at once a mammoth jet of semen erupted up into her.

		“Oh, fuck, babe,” he groaned blissfully as he let her nipple slip from his mouth, “take it! Take my big load!”

		Sloan whined in sheer rapture. It was so hot, and there was so much of it!

		She grabbed him and the two of them clung together as he emptied his balls up into her clasping pussy. They were both struggling to catch their breaths, so powerful was the orgasm they shared!

		

		****

		

		“That was so…intense!” She all but cooed out the words. “Do you always come that hard inside a girl?”

		They were snuggled up at the head of the bed. The camera had been turned off for now and they were just canoodling, getting used to being together so intimately.

		Hugh grinned and nodded that he didn’t. He said, “That was an incredible fuck you just gave me; one of the best I’ve ever had.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, it was pretty hot from my end, too,” she sighed, glad that Larry wasn’t seeing this, that it wasn’t being recorded, so she could be totally honest with her lover.

		“I really seem to get off on big cocks,” she admitted, running her fingers through his curly chest hair. “First Shaun, the black guy, and now you…I seem to be a real size queen and I didn’t even know it until now!”

		“You mean you’ve never slept with a guy who had a really big one before?”

		“My husband is average in length, maybe a little thicker than most guys,” she said, thinking about it. “And one of my boyfriends back in college was fairly thick. I used to think he was super well-endowed…until I met Shaun and you!”

		“Does your husband make you come?”

		She sighed, really glad the camera was off now, and confessed, “Not like you guys do. It’s different when I make love to him.”

		Her eyes lit up and she said, as she realized it was true, “That’s the difference, I think. I usually make love with Larry, while I fuck you and Shaun!”

		He looked at her quizzically and she went on to explain, “They’re different kind of orgasms. I love Larry unconditionally; he’s my guy.”

		She looked at Hugh and said, “I don’t love you at all. I mean, I like you, and you’re fun to be in bed with. But I don’t love you. Hell, I barely even know you!”

		A moment went by and she explained further, “This is just sex for sex’s sake. I have a hot body, so do you, and you have an extraordinary cock. I like to suck it. I like to ride it. I love having it jammed into me until I come like crazy on it!”

		“But we’re just fuck buddies, to use the vernacular term for what we are to each another,” she said. “But Larry is my husband. I share a life with him, not just a bed. He may not be able to turn me on the way you guys huge-dicked guys do, but that’s okay.”

		She beamed at Hugh and reached for his cock, which was slowly stirring to life as she said, “That, after all, is what I have guys like you and Shaun for!”

		

		****

		

		“Deeper, baby; really make me feel it!”

		Her voice sounded strained. Hugh was up on his knees behind her, enthusiastically slamming his cock into her pussy, reaching almost as deep as Shaun had on Wednesday night with each hammering stroke.

		She was on her knees and elbows in front of him, taking all he could give her. Sloan’s big tits were crushed flat against the sheet and her ass was tilted up to give him a straight glide path down into her depths as he ravaged her furiously.

		Oh, fuck, I’m going come hard again, she thought. And that’s okay; that’s as it should be!

		That’s what hotwife dates were all about as far as she was concerned; getting your brains fucked loose by guys with huge cocks. It was all about mindless fuck-thrills, things you couldn’t experience at home, with your hubby!

		She glanced up at the cell phone camera and smiled for Larry. Sloan wanted him to know she was really enjoying this; being pounded by a huge cock in front of the all-seeing lens, acting like the utter slut for him with a hunky guy like Hugh.

		I have to admit, I really love this! Being a hotwife, having a separate sex life, just for me, outside my marriage…it’s just the best…the very BEST!

		“Oh, God, Sloan, you’re so tight, so slick,” Hugh panted at that moment, his dick flying up and down in her spasming pussy. “I’ve got to cream you again! I’ve got to come in that hot little pussy of yours!”

		Sloan closed her eyes and came right along with him. This was really living Life to its fullest! This was sensational sex, and she realized in that instant that she wanted a lot more of it; as much as she could get!

		She felt Hugh’s cock jerk within her tight grip once more and a second later, she felt his second deluge of warm, slippery cock cream spewing into her. The stuff was so copious, so thick, that it filled her already soupy pussy sleeve up in a moment and began oozing back out of her, around his diving dick.

		It came into contact with her throbbing clitty and her orgasm ratcheted upward, into a higher gear. Sloan screamed and begged for him to fuck her harder; to fill her up to the very brim with more of his steamy spunk!

		

		****

		

		“Man, your husband must be one secure dude,” Hugh marveled.

		Once again, they were lying in each other’s arms at the head of the bed, resting up between bouts of spectacular sex. She looked up at him and asked, “Why do you say that?”

		“Most guys would get a little paranoid about their wives coming that hard, twice, with another man,” Hugh said. “I think you got off harder that time than you did the first time, and that first time was pretty damn hot all by itself!”

		Sloan thought about that. Once again, she was relieved that the video camera function had been temporarily turned off, so that Larry wouldn’t be seeing this.

		Maybe Hugh was right; maybe her husband witnessing her come so strongly with another man wasn’t the best thing for her marriage! She resolved to edit this footage, before she let Larry see it.

		After all, he didn’t need to see everything, now did he? She didn’t need to record every second of her night with Hugh!

		She smiled up at her lover and said, “Let me suck your cock now. And don’t hold back when you’re read to come. I’m just dying to taste it!”

		He grinned and lay back, waiting for her oral attentions. She got onto her tummy and moved over between his spread legs.

		His spend and hers coated his limp cock, but she didn’t let that slow her down at all. She licked him clean and swallowed the slippery goo eagerly.

		As his prick began to swell to fullness again, she slid it into her mouth and began to suck softly, while her tongue caressed it. Hugh moaned and watched her lave all of his come away and begin to work her lips up and down his length.

		Perhaps it was because she had started when he was totally soft, but she seemed to be able to take in even more of him this time. Her lips were still almost touching his pubic fur when he was all the way hard once more, and her tongue never stopped gliding around and over him.

		“Oh, fuck, babe, can you ever give a blowjob?”

		His voice sounded far away in her ears. She was completely in the zone now, cupping his balls tenderly in her fingertips, massaging them as she blew him.

		Time lost all meaning. There was only Hugh’s big cock and balls and the fiery liquid they would soon send jetting down her more than willing throat!

		“Jesus, I got my first blowjob when I was twelve,” Hugh gasped. “And this one may be the best I’ve ever had; I swear!”

		I wish the camera was on now, Sloan thought. I think Larry would really like seeing this. I know I like DOING it!

		Hugh couldn’t last much longer; clearly what she was doing with her lips and tongue just felt too good for him to hold off orgasming! He tensed up and grabbed two big handfuls of her red hair and moaned, “Oh, God, Sloan, here it comes!”

		She thought she was safe in doing this. Hugh had already come twice tonight. After all, how much come could one guy’s nuts make?

		Oh, fuck, there’s an ocean of it! The despairing thought raced through her head as the first wave of semen sprayed into her mouth and she swallowed it. Mmmmmmmmm, it’s so thick, so heavy! I’m probably going to drown in this sweet goo of his, but I don’t care…

		

		****

		

		“Man, that was some blowjob,” he complimented her as she returned from the bathroom.

		She had gulped down several mouthfuls of water, to chase the sticky, slightly salty cream with, and taken a brief, from-the-breasts-down shower, to wash out her pussy a little. Sloan got into the bed next to Hugh and snuggled up to him.

		“What do you want to do now?”

		She asked him the question facetiously, knowing full well what he had in mind. His giant cock was already getting hard once more and he was teasing her nipples with his fingertips.

		“Do you want to turn the camera on again?”

		“Sure, why not,” she answered, getting up off the bed to do just that.

		She returned to her place against Hugh’s big chest and said softly, “Larry deserves some fun, too. And he’ll just love seeing you fuck me again.”

		A moment went by and a thought struck her just then from out of left field. It was so wild, she just had to ask Hugh, “Would you be up for letting him watch…in person sometime? He might even want to join in and participate in the fun.”

		Hugh looked reluctant. She assured him, “No gay stuff, I promise. Larry is as straight as they come.”

		After a long pause, he said, “Maybe; I might be interested in doubling you with him. I did that with a couple of girls back in college with my roommate. It was pretty hot.”

		He thought about that for a moment and asked, “How do I know he’s going to be okay with seeing you actually sucking my dick or with me fucking you in person? What’s to keep him from getting all hot under the collar and taking a swing at me?”

		“Trust me, that won’t happen,” she promised him with a smile. “I’ll grill him to make sure he’s really okay with it, before the three of us ever get together. Now, come here and fuck me again!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Watching Video Together

		

		“You’re kidding me; he let you take videos?”

		Larry just about carried her into the bedroom when she returned home Saturday morning at about ten o’clock. He barely let her put her purse and car keys down on the kitchen counter before whisking her down the hall and into the master bedroom, clutching her cell phone in her hand.

		“Let’s get naked before I show you these,” she said as he tried to wrest the phone away from her so he could remove her clothes.

		Sloan let him rapidly strip her naked, transferring the phone from one hand to the other as he did. She had taken a few minutes to edit the footage contained in the phone before she had left Hugh’s house that morning, leaving all of the still photos intact, but eliminating some of the video of her coming like a crazy woman numerous times on her newest lover’s big cock.

		There was enough video left for Larry to get the general idea of what had happened last night between Hugh and her. But it was no longer an hours long, blow-by-blow depiction of every fuck, every tiny caress her new guy had given her!

		Still, it proved to be enough. Larry’s mouth dropped open when he saw her sucking Hugh’s enormous manhood on her smart phone’s small screen for the first time.

		“Holy, fuck, babe, that guy is almost as big as the black guy was!”

		“Almost,” she replied softly, touching her husband’s hard dick lightly with just her fingertips as he watched the video in awe, “he’s probably as thick, just not quite as long.”

		“He’s pretty damn long, though,” Larry said enviously. “Look at the size of that cock you’re sucking!”

		“I really got the hang of it after a while,” she told him proudly. “When I finally sucked him off all the way, he was soft when I started out, so I could get all of him in my mouth. As he got hard, I could still deep-throat most of him.”

		“Is that on here, somewhere?”

		“No, we didn’t think to turn the camera back on,” she said in a teasing tone, wrapping her fist around Larry’s hard prick and beginning to stroke it, “we sort of got carried away.”

		Larry moaned, imagining that, and then gasped as the scene on the phone shifted to Hugh and her fucking for the first time. His eyes bugged out and he sighed, “Jesus, babe that cock of his goes in so deep! Where did you put it all?”

		She grinned and said softly, “Oh, us girls can take a lot of dick, honey. And it feels soooooo nice, when its sliding in and out like that, pushing us wide open and gliding in and out right across our clits!”

		Larry sighed, thinking about that as Sloan slid down on the bed and began to lick and suck his cock. His eyes flicked from the small screen to her lovely face, as it went up and down his stiff dick.

		At last, he could stand it no longer. He reached down and gently removed her sucking lips from his cock and flipped over onto his back.

		“Ride me, you hot cunt, you,” he commanded her kiddingly. “Ride my prick, just the way you rode his last night!”

		Smiling, Sloan got up onto her knees and threw the right one over his upraised dick and slid down onto it. As a proud feminist, she knew she should be offended as her husband continued to watch the cell phone footage out of the corner of his eye while she fucked him.

		But she wasn’t. Sloan thought it was kind of hot, actually, that Larry was so turned on by the video of her having sex with Hugh that couldn’t seem to tear his eyes away from it—even while he was having sex with her himself!

		“Do you like the way it looks, when he fucks me, baby?” She asked the question of Larry teasingly, knowing that he did.

		When he merely grunted, she whispered, “Do you like the way that giant cock of his looks, stretching me open, filling me up entirely?”

		Larry groaned as if the bed underneath him had suddenly caught fire. He twisted and turned, his cock moving all around inside her as she rode him relentlessly, just the way she had ridden Hugh last night!

		“It felt so good inside me, darling,” she cooed down at him. “That thick cock of his was heavenly, so far up inside my tight pussy!

		Her husband gasped and dug the fingers of his left hand into her right ass cheek. His right held the cell phone up by her shoulder, where he could see it.

		“He came inside me, when he came,” she whispered. “It felt like a fire hydrant had been opened underneath me, he went off so hard!”

		Larry’s face contorted with pain/ecstasy and she felt him squirting up into her as well at that moment. She knew Hugh was coming inside her in the video, and Larry was coming right along side of him!

		

		****

		

		“Are you dead sure you want this three-way to happen?” She asked him the question after their first welcome-home fuck was concluded. “Do you really want to see him fuck me, in person?”

		Larry grinned and nodded that he did. He said, “That would be awesome, babe. And he’s willing to do it? You’re sure?”

		She smiled at him and reached for his limp dick, saying, “Well, he has some reservations. He’s a little afraid you’ll try to punch him out when you see me sucking him for the first time.”

		Larry laughed, long and hard. When he stopped, he said, “Have you seen the build on that guy? He’s in much better shape than I am, he’s bigger than me, and I think he’s a few years younger, too!”

		He shook his head and said, “If I got into a fight with him, he’d probably swat me like a fly!”

		She grinned and said teasingly, “His cock is much longer and much thicker, too. And his balls are huge!”

		“Hey, you’re supposed to be sticking up for the home team here, aren’t you?”

		Sloan kissed him on the end of his nose and whispered, “I’m just kidding. You’ve got something that he’ll never have.”

		“Oh, and what’s that?”

		“You’re you, and I just happen to love you,” she said succinctly, kissing him on the mouth instead of the nose.

		The kiss lasted a long time and it turned both of them on. There was a lot of tongue involved, and a great deal of swapping spit.

		By the time it ended, Larry was once again inside of her. She was on her back now, and he was pounding his reinvigorated dick down into her, making her tits shake against his chest and her clit pulse with arousal.

		He was fucking her like a kid again, like he did when they first had gotten together during those early dates. She loved this almost as much as the sex she’d had with Hugh last night!

		Her husband was back. Not the older, tired version of Larry who had thrown her a few desultory fucks a month, but the vital, macho young husband who had screwed her right up to heaven when they’d first gotten married.

		This was really living! This was why she loved being a hotwife; this was the icing on the cake!

		

		****

		

		“I bet you want to see him do that to me in person, don’t you?”

		She and Larry were snuggled together, watching her being a bad, bad girl with Hugh last night. Their latest hot fuck had been recently concluded, and they were watching the last of the video.

		“God, honey, he really manhandled you!” Larry sighed, watching the younger, bigger man putting three fingers in his wife’s sopping pussy as he fucked down into her throat!

		In the video, Hugh was standing up, and she was lying on her back, facing him. He had been leaning over the bed, reaching down into her cunt, really ravaging it with his bunched fingers as she blew him.

		Again and again, his massive hard on had gone balls-deep into her throat as she’d sucked him enthusiastically; he hadn’t stopped finger-banging her until she’d screamed out her orgasm around his pistoning cock. Larry sucked in his breath as he watched Hugh pick her up like a limp rag-doll and stuff his monster cock into her pussy.

		Sloan had groaned and laid her head on his shoulder, her arms around his neck, as he’d begun to bounce her pretty ass off is hips, fucking her as he was standing up. She’d wrapped her long legs around his hunching ass and clung to him like a bear cub climbing a tree.

		The muscular, savage fucking had gone on for something like ten minutes, and Sloan had come twice, mewling and cooing in his ear. The second time she had orgasmed; so had he, inundating her cunt with his hot spunk yet again!

		“God, that guy’s an animal!” Larry croaked as he watched the other man unload his big balls into his wife’s pussy.

		“I know,” she sighed happily, remembering how good it had felt to come like that!

		“You loved it when he just used you any way he wanted to, didn’t you?”

		She felt herself blushing but whispered truthfully, “Yeah, I guess I did at that. I don’t know; it just felt so naughty to let him dominate me totally like he did!”

		“I’ve never treated you like that, have I?”

		“No, you’ve always treated me like a princess, and I love that, too,” she said softly. “But sometimes a girl just likes to be…fucked, and fucked hard!”

		She giggled somewhat guiltily and added, “Lucky me; I get both! I have Hugh and Shaun to maul me, and you to love me, darling!”

		“Which do you like best?”

		Wrapping her arms around his neck as the video came to an end, she whispered, “I love them both. And now I have both, thanks to my wonderful husband!”

		

		****

		

		“So, do you want me to invite Hugh over for dinner, and to spend the night next weekend, or not?”

		It was Sunday morning. They were still in bed, even though it was approaching ten o’clock in the morning.

		She and Larry had fucked and napped all night long, watching the video twice more. When she saw how horny it made her husband, she almost wished she hadn’t deleted some of the scenes from it.

		Sloan now knew that Larry could handle them. Hell, he’d probably be devastated by their loss if she were ever to admit her editing of this video to her voyeuristic hubby video now!

		“I’ll be honest with you, babe,” Larry sighed. “I don’t know.”

		He looked at her and went on to say, “On the one hand, I’m dying to see you in action—really see you, I mean, not just watch you on some video—but I don’t know if I could control my jealousy when I actually see some guy slipping his dick into what has always been exclusively mine, up until recently.”

		She laughed gently at him and said, “Oh, come on; you’ve heard about how Shaun ravaged me with his huge cock. And now you’ve seen Hugh doing the same. That boat has already sailed, and you know it!”

		Larry grinned sheepishly and admitted, “I know. I know, but somehow, seeing it live is different than just hearing about it, or even seeing it on a video!”

		“Well, I want to call Hugh by Wednesday, if you decide you want this weekend to happen,” she admonished him. “So that gives you some time to decide.”

		“Can I watch the video again, between now and then, just to help me come to a decision?”

		She giggled at him and shook her head, saying, “Pervert; I’m married to a pervert!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Meeting Robin

		

		It was Monday night, after dinner. She had eaten her evening meal with Larry in their kitchen, and then gone into the bedroom to get ready for her “coffee date” with Robin, the young man she had met online last week.

		This is getting to feel so normal to me, she mused as she dried and then did her hair in front of the bathroom mirror, getting ready to go out at night, without my husband accompanying me.

		She was supposed to meet Robin at the coffee shop soon, so she hurried with her make up and dressed rapidly. Her pussy was freshly shaved, along with her legs and pits, because she realized she might be spending the night in Petaluma with her new guy, if they clicked!

		Stopping off in the front room to tell Larry goodbye, she smiled down at him. He was engrossed in some baseball game or the other, lying back in his recliner, sipping a beer.

		“Hey, I may not see you until tomorrow evening,” she said as she leaned down to kiss him.

		“Have a great time,” he responded with a smile. “Send texts for sure, just to let me know how everything is going.”

		“I’ll send pictures, too, if things progress that far tonight and he’ll let me,” she promised. “After all, this is our first meeting. There may not be the right kind of chemistry between the two of us. This may be just a quick coffee, some conversation, and nothing more. I might be back home by nine!”

		He laughed and said, “God, I hope not. You spent so much time on the net, just finding this guy in the first place. And then there was that Skype chat, too. I hope he turns out to be worth it.”

		“So do I,” Sloan assured him. “Well, wish me luck!”

		

		****

		

		Petaluma, where Robin lived, was only about twenty minutes away from Santa Rosa; forty minutes in heavy traffic. Tonight, on a Monday, the commute traffic was thinning out by six-thirty, so Sloan was able to move along the freeway fairly well.

		Again, her GPS proved its worth, and she found the Raging Bean on one of Petaluma’s main thoroughfares without incident. She pulled up in front of it at a few minutes to seven, and saw that her “date” for the night, young Robin, was already there, awaiting her arrival.

		He was sitting down, so she couldn’t really tell how tall he was. But his clothes were neat, stylish, and well pressed, and she liked the way he looked in them.

		Robin was only twenty-four years old. He had brown hair, an open face that was boyishly cute, rather than handsome, and he was exceptionally clean shaven; none of that fashionable three-day stubble for this young guy!

		He wore tan chinos with a noticeable crease, a blue, long-sleeved Chambray shirt that was tucked in and brown loafers, sans socks. He did have the broad shoulders and the narrow waist that she so coveted in her men, but he was much more slightly built than either the hulking Shaun or the lithe, athletic-looking Hugh.

		“Well, I may as well get this over with,” she whispered aloud to herself, getting out of the car and locking it.

		He rose as soon as she entered the sparsely populated shop, and she liked that. It showed he had good manners, a rare find in today’s relaxed society.

		“Hi, I’m Sloan,” she said, introducing herself and offering her right hand.

		“I’m Robin,” he said, taking it and pumping it up and down a few times before releasing it. “You’re much lovelier in person than you were on Skype, Sloan. As a matter of fact, you’re one of the most attractive women I’ve ever had the pleasure of meeting.”

		His voice was much higher-pitched than Hugh’s or Shaun’s sexy baritones, but his words were charming, nevertheless, and he seemed very mature for such a young man. She liked him, she decided, at least so far. His youth and his deferential treatment of her reminded Sloan of some of her male students!

		“Let me get you a coffee,” he offered, motioning for her to have a seat at the table opposite where he was sitting. “What will you have, this evening?”

		“I believe I’ll splurge and have a mocha,” she said, smiling up at him as she took her seat. “I usually watch have to watch my figure, but this is, after all, a special occasion.”

		“I’ll watch it for you, trust me on that,” he said, grinning wolfishly at her before going over to the nearby counter and buying her mocha.

		They talked for twenty minutes or so, she telling him about her husband, Larry, and how their marriage, though happy enough, had become sort of stale, when it came to the bedroom. She assured him, after they had adopted the hotwife lifestyle, that this wasn’t the case anymore.

		He, on the other hand, was a bachelor. Some months back, he had discovered hotwives by running into one at a dance club.

		That reminded her meeting Shaun and Hugh at the dance club in San Francisco. Robin had, of course, invited his new friend home for the night and during that tryst, she had confided in him that she was happily married, but that she had her husband’s full permission to “play”.

		“Well, I don’t have to tell you, I suppose, what a revelation that was to me,” he admitted with a sly smile. “Since then, I’ve met two other hotwives—via the hotwife site I met you through--and slept with them both as well.”

		He shook his well-barbered head in amazement, “I don’t know; married women seem so much more at ease in the bedroom, so knowledgeable; they put most of the single girls I’ve slept with to shame, to be honest with you.”

		After a pause, he added, “And I love the ‘no strings’ aspect of being involved as the ‘extra man’ in a hotwife relationship. None of the usual drama surrounding a ‘conventional’ hook up; no hurt feelings if you don’t call for a while, no forgotten anniversary dates, no obligation to listen to all of her little day to day problems.”

		“Well, you do miss out on a girlfriend or a wife being there to listen to yours,” she pointed out to him.

		“That true, I suppose,” he admitted, after thinking about what she had just said. “There’s a good case to be made for having a proper girlfriend. But I don’t know…I just like the freedom that being the second man in a hotwife relationship gives me. I can come or go as I please. If things come up in my life, I can not call someone for days or weeks at a time, and she’s okay with it. You can’t do that with a conventional girlfriend.”

		“I enjoy the freedom as well,” Sloan agreed, sampling her mocha. It was very good.

		“Having a close relationship with Larry is wonderful,” she went on. “But I’ve found that having a separate sexual life outside my marriage can be pretty terrific, too, as long as my husband is okay with it.”

		“I can imagine,” he said, finishing his own coffee. “It must afford you a great amount of pleasure, something not readily available to most wives, unless they elect to cheat on their husbands.”

		“And as you pointed out, this sort of relationship doesn’t come with all of the baggage of the lies and falsehoods inherent in cheating,” Sloan said. “It’s very straightforward, with everyone involved being on the same page.”

		“How is your husband handling it?”

		“He’s ecstatic,” Sloan told him truthfully, “Larry is in seventh heaven. Just last weekend, I slept with a new lover for the first time, and he let me take not only photos to show to Larry when I returned home, but he let me take videos as well!”

		Robin thought about that for a long moment and then said, “I suppose I wouldn’t be against that either, provided they stayed very private.”

		Sloan felt her heart turn over in her chest. Robin was all she dreamed he’d be; confident, handsome, and well-spoken, as well as sexually daring!

		“How far is your place from here?”

		“It’s close by; maybe two miles away,” he said with a smile.

		She finished her mocha and reached across the table to squeeze his hand, saying, “Well, what are we waiting for? I can’t wait to get these clothes off and get to know you better!”

		

		****

		

		Sloan broke the California legal code while following Robin to his house: she texted Larry with one hand and drove with the other. See you tomorrow evening. This guy is hot! Pictures and video to follow!

		Robin was as good as his word. In less than two miles, they rounded a corner in a residential area off South McDowell Boulevard, another of Petaluma’s major thoroughfares, Robin pulled up in the driveway of an unassuming little house with a stucco exterior and a neatly-trimmed but unimpressive, postage stamp-sized yard.

		The inside of the home, however, was as striking as the outside was unspectacular. The carpet was rich and deep, dark brown in color, and the taupe-colored walls had been vibrantly brought to life with a collection of paintings and wall hangings which could have been featured on cover of House Beautiful.

		There were several small pedestals featuring pieces of sculpture and the overhead, recessed track lighting illuminated the living room in a way that was perfect for displaying the art. The couch and the chairs were of the finest quality, as were the coffee and end tables, and they complimented the rest of the beautifully decorated room to a tee. Even the table lamps looked expensive and meshed with the rest of the décor flawlessly.

		“This is a fabulous room!” Sloan gushed out the sentiment, looking around at the exquisitely appointed front room in awe.

		“Well, I am a professional decorator,” Robin said modestly, “I started renovating the place last year, when my business finally started showing a substantial profit. I haven’t gotten around to making improvements to the exterior of the house yet.”

		She regarded him inquisitively. He grinned and said, “I know: I’m an interior decorator! We’re all supposed to be gay, if we’re male. Let me assure you that isn’t the case.”

		Sloan smiled and asked, “Which way is the bedroom? I ask because I’m dying to see what you’ve done with it, and it provides us with a surefire setting in which to settle the matter of whether you’re gay or not once and for all!”

		

		****

		

		“God, I love your thick cock!” Sloan gasped out the compliment twenty minutes later, in the bedroom, atop his king size bed.

		Robin was behind her, fucking her doggie style, and his dick was, indeed, thick and lengthy and it felt utterly divine deep inside her pussy! He was really banging it into her, and she loved every inch of it!

		They hadn’t wasted much time, once they were in the bedroom. After she had congratulated him on how lush and gorgeous it was, he had stripped off her clothes and she had done the honors with his chinos and shirt.

		Holy fuck, those pictures on his site on the hotwife page didn’t do him justice! She’d had the thought while gazing at his massive cock and balls, once the boxers were down around his ankles.

		Sloan had sucked his cock for him until it was rock hard. That hadn’t taken long, because young Robin was obviously not in the least gay.

		He had started getting stiff the moment her large breasts and cute, shaved-bare pussy had come into view. The rest of the process of getting him hard had quickly been completed as she’d sat on the edge of the mattress, caressing his cock head with her tongue before sucking it deep into her mouth.

		“Oh, Jesus, you’re good at that!” He’d marveled, as she’d begun to blow him.

		His cock tasted so nice! She’d managed to swallow nearly all of it after a few minutes of trying, even though he was nearly as thick as Hugh had been, and at least nine inches in length.

		Robin hand toyed with her red hair as she’d bobbed her head in and out on his prick, teasing it with her tongue as she did so. After he’d gotten good and hard, she’d let him ooze from her wet lips and instead attacked his large nut sac with her tongue tip.

		He’d shuddered as she’d sucked in his left testicle and laved it with her warm saliva as she’d toyed with it, again using just the tip of her tongue. After she’d done the right one, too, she’d started to suck his cock once again, until his knees had been shaking and threatening to buckle on him.

		He shown her his latest lab tests--dated just yesterday--before they’d gotten started, so she’d let him take her barebacked, reveling in the girth and length of his unsheathed cock. They’d fucked in the missionary style at first, and he’d sucked her tits one at time as he’d taken her, making her come like a screaming schoolgirl.

		Then he’d taken her from behind. He still hadn’t come yet, but he was fucking her deep and hard, just the way she wanted it!

		“Oh, Robin-darling, you’re such a find!” She cooed out the words to him back over her shoulder as he hammered into her. “I love big cocks. I love to suck them, and I especially love to get fucked by them. And you’re doing such a good job of that!”

		Robin smiled; sweat standing out on his brow, as he powered his thick cock into her again and again. He sighed, “You’re so tight, Sloan; so slick and hot and tight!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, then fuck me till I’m loose, honey,” she sighed right back. “Use that big prick of yours to make my cunt loose and sloppy! My husband, Larry will love that!”

		She smiled over at the cell phone propped up on the nearby dresser, against her purse the way it had been at Hugh’s house, and mouthed the words: “Love you, Larry! Do you like what you’re seeing?”

		Sloan knew her horny, voyeuristic hubby would like it. He’d love it almost as much as she loved performing for him!

		Robin gasped behind her and she felt his dick jerk in her pussy’s tight grasp. She looked back over her shoulder at him and whispered, “Are you going to come, darling? Come inside me. Oh, please, come inside me and fill me with your hot spunk and I’ll come right along with you!”

		That offer proved to be too much for poor Robin to take. She felt his huge cock lurch once more, and then she felt a wondrous outpouring of semen.

		Oh, God, do ALL of these young guys come like this? She asked herself, delirious at how fantastic that felt, to be flooded with hot cock cream by the bucketful once again!

		Her own pussy started to contract around him and Robin cried out, shooting more jizz deep into her womb. Sloan came and came; this was nirvana, this was why she had become a hotwife!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Video At Six

		

		“When can I see you again, Sloan?”

		It was eight in the morning and Robin had to be downtown by nine, to open the small shop he maintained and to work on designs for houses and offices he’d already contracted to redecorate. They had slept intermittently throughout the night, doing a lot more fucking than sleeping!

		Sloan was extremely happy. Robin was all she’d hoped he would turn out to be and more; considerate, handsome, hung, and oh, so good in bed!

		And she was glad he was so young. Men his age didn’t have any trouble at all getting hard again, at least not in her experience.

		He had kept her satisfied all night long, and they now had hours of video for Larry and her to enjoy together in the future. She looked up at him and realized that he was hanging on her reply about seeing him again.

		“D-Don’t tell me that this was a one-time thing,” he sounded desperate as he spoke again. “I’ve got to see you again. You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever met!”

		Sloan gave him coy smile—enjoying teasing him for a moment longer--and then relented, laughing, “Of course you can see me again; you young fool! You have an utterly magnificent dick, your stamina is exceptional, and your…uh…moves in the bedroom are fabulous, too!”

		She reached up and tousled his carefully barbered hair—it had been cut to look as if he’d just gotten up in the morning, totally natural and unstructured—as she said, “I’m already dying to fuck you again! I’ll call soon, never fear.”

		He grinned sheepishly and studied his now disheveled-for-real hair in a nearby mirror saying, with the relief evident in his voice, “Well, see that you do. I’m crazy about you. Your husband is a lucky man!”

		Sloan laughed again and opened the front door. It was a glorious spring morning, though she was dreading the commute down to Santa Rosa at this time of the day, on a weekday.

		Waving to Robin, she crossed the lawn to her Audi and drove off, seeking highway One-Oh-One and home. The traffic proved to be beastly, just as she had feared it would be…

		

		****

		

		Larry, of course, was long gone by the time she stood in her kitchen almost an hour and a half later. She wondered if he was in the office already, and gave him a call on her cell.

		“Did you have a nice time last night?” He said, whispering, so she knew other people were close at hand.

		“Sorry I didn’t text more or send pictures,” she said into the phone, throwing together a light breakfast for herself as she spoke, “but young Robin kept me rather busy.”

		“Oh, and how did the boy manage to live up to your expectations?”

		“Very much so,” she answered pointedly. “Be sure you get home as soon as you can this evening, darling. There are some photos I know you will want to see, as well as lots and lots of video.”

		“Video,” Larry sighed with obvious relish, “how much video are we talking, pet?”

		“Hours and hours worth,” she said almost smugly, turning her egg over in the frying pan, “we should have happy viewing for the rest of the week.”

		“God, that sounds so great,” Larry breathed into his phone excitedly. “Tell me, is he a…large man, your new friend?”

		“Oh, he’s quite large,” she chuckled, “and he’s so thick! He really stretched your wife out, I’m afraid. I don’t know if my poor ravaged pussy will have returned to normal by tonight or not!”

		She heard Larry suck in a breath and then he said, “That’s very…exciting news! I wish I could chat longer, but our weekly meeting is about to start.”

		“I understand,” she said, “I have to get ready for school today, after I eat breakfast. Robin served me something hot and thick early this morning, and I drank it all down for him. I hear it’s full of protein and very good for me, from what I understand.”

		Larry made a choking sound and she envisioned him struggling to make his growing hard on go away before today’s big meeting! She giggled mischievously and said, “Well, darling, I’ll see you at around six. We’ll have a nice dinner and lots to watch afterward, I promise!”

		She broke the connection and began buttering her toast. Being a hotwife was such fun!

		Sloan loved everything about it; every blessed thing!

		

		****

		

		She taught her afternoon classes and then stopped at the supermarket on the way home. After the night she had spent last night, and the one Larry would no doubt give her tonight, the last thing she felt like doing was slaving away in the kitchen over an elaborate meal.

		So she bought a pre-cooked one from the gourmet market she and Larry favored, which was near their home. The market featured a prime rib dinner with an appetizer course of shrimp cocktails, a generous portion of garlic potatoes, and two sides of fancy vegetables, plus a small basket of different breads and dinner rolls that were just delectable.

		It was a bit pricey, so they didn’t indulge themselves in this way often, but she sensed tonight was going to be special, so she didn’t mind. Besides, both she and Larry made upper middle class incomes and they could well afford the occasional splurge like this one.

		She selected a bottle of vintage Cabernet Sauvignon to accompany the meal and several other things she needed for the pantry and the refrigerator, and got in the check out line. The bag boy loaded her purchases in the backseat of her Audi, and she was home by four.

		After putting everything away, she lay down on the bed and caught a solid hour of sleep. Upon awakening, she took a shower, shaved her body as carefully as she had for young Robin last night, and redid her hair and make up.

		Wearing only a negligee with an expensive robe over it, she went into the kitchen again and warmed up the things that needed warming up and set the dining room table. Larry showed up right at six, and they ate as soon as he got home.

		“So, this kid was all you hoped he’d be; I take it?” Larry made the comment while cutting off a piece of prime rib and then dipping it in the au jus gravy the market had provided.

		“He was fantastic,” Sloan informed her husband, eating a shrimp. “He was tall and lean and so handsome, like a male movie star. He reminded me of Hugh Grant, the English actor, when he was young and first starting out in films. He has the same sort of bushy brown hair.”

		“Was this imitation Hugh Grant packing the…uh…meat?” Larry asked awkwardly, waving another piece of prime rib around on his fork.

		“Not here, at the dinner table, darling,” she chided him, eating another shrimp. “Let’s just say he was more than adequate and leave it at that. After all, we have hours of video to watch together!”

		

		****

		

		They’d each had two cocktails while she was finishing up dinner preparations and setting it on the table. And they’d drunk the entire bottle of Cabernet with dinner.

		Now, in their bedroom at just after seven in the evening, naked, they kissed and then she showed him the cell phone pictures for the first time. He sucked in his breath, saying, “He is a good looking kid. And would you look at that dick!”

		He turned toward his wife and said teasingly, “I don’t have to worry about you running off with this one, do I?”

		“You never know,” she kidded him right back. “Wait until you see how good he is with that big dick of his, darling!”

		He laughed and brought his eyes back to the small screen. The photos were soon over, and the video began.

		“Holy shit, Sloan,” Larry gasped. “When did you get so good at deep-throating a huge dick like that?”

		“I’m learning as I go along,” she replied teasingly, inordinately proud of her cocksucking skills. “And I must admit, I’ve had some marvelous material to work with in these past weeks!”

		“Man, I guess,” Larry sighed, watching the Sloan on the screen gobbling up what looked to be a good nine inches or so of super-thick cock meat, her tongue never stopping as she sucked it.

		“I think you’ll really like this part, darling,” she murmured, her eyes never leaving the screen. “I know I did!”

		She was referring to the first time Robin fucked her last night. The both of them watched the huge cock enter her pussy, stretching it wide, sinking in all the way to its owner’s fat nut sac!

		“Oh, man, he’s really giving it to you!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I remember how that felt,” Sloan whispered, reaching over and putting her hand around her husband’s engorged cock shaft as they watched. “He was so ardent…so excited…so aroused! And so was I!”

		Larry trembled beneath her touch. He managed to watch five more minutes of the fiery coupling before he reached for her and whispered demandingly, “Got to fuck you now, baby. Got to take back what’s mine!”

		She smiled up at him as he mounted her for the first time tonight and sighed, “Oh, I’m all yours, Larry, don’t you know that yet? Even when he’s fucking me so great, I’m still all yours, and don’t you forget it!”

		

		****

		

		Sloan lay back contentedly on the bed and focused on Larry watching her behaving like a slut for Robin. She played with her husband’s blond hair and teased his cock playfully with her fingertips as they both watched the smart phone screen.

		Larry had fucked her to marvelous climax just minutes ago. He was like another man entirely, after she had been unfaithful to him!

		God, if I’d known how powerful a lover my little hotwife adventures would make him, I’d have started cheating on him years ago!

		She laughed aloud at her own thought, and he paused the video and turned toward her, asking, “What’s funny, babe?”

		“You,” she answered teasingly, “you go a little crazy when you see me carrying on with other guys. After watching one of these videos or even just seeing photos, you really nail me, darling!”

		“And you like that?”

		“I don’t just like it,” she corrected him, taking the cell phone from his hand and tossing it onto the bed as she straddled him. “I love it! Come on, hot boy; give me some more of that pretty cock of yours!”

		The two of them made love for the better part of a half hour. Sloan came twice, screaming about how good it was!

		At last Larry arched up off the bed, driving his prick into her belly deeply and sprayed his hot jism into her uppermost recesses. It was a magnificent coupling; as good as any she’d shared with big-dicked young Robin last night or even with Hugh last weekend!

		“God, you’re so good, when you reclaim me,” she sighed in his ear, after they were done.

		She was lying on her tummy next to him and he was lying on his back. Both were panting from their recent efforts, and smiling goofy-with-contentment smiles at each other.

		“I love you, Sloan,” he whispered, “now more than ever. I love how hot you are, how sensual you are; how gorgeous you look, especially when you’re cheating one me!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, just keep talking, and we’ll go again,” she purred, turning on her side to face him.

		“Okay,” he surprised her by saying, “I can’t seem to get enough of my naughty little hotwife!”

		

		****

		

		“What about next weekend, and Hugh?” She whispered the words in his ear.

		It was near midnight, but she knew he was still awake. He turned toward her and asked, “What about it?”

		“The three-way,” she quizzed him impatiently, “I should call him tomorrow and invite him over this Friday? Are we ready for that?”

		“I’m still on the fence about it,” he admitted truthfully. “What about you? Do you want to do it?”

		She decided to be honest with her husband, saying, “Very much so, if you think you’re going to be okay with it. It sounds like great fun to me!”

		“Then I guess we will,” he said tentatively, sounding as if he still wasn’t one-hundred percent convinced about it.

		“I think you’ll love it, too,” she answered in a chiding tone, like a mom trying to convince her six year old son to eat his cauliflower, because it’s good for him.

		“If you say so,” he replied uncertainly.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Friday Night – Hugh

		

		That week seemed to fly by so quickly, after she had called Hugh on Wednesday to invite him for dinner on Friday night and to ask him to spend the night in their bed.

		At first, he’d been reluctant to accept; asking her all sorts of questions about Larry, and how he felt about all of this. She answered them all patiently, not lying to him, letting him know that her husband was as nervous about the proposed ménage a trois as he was.

		And she was honest with him about it being the first time that Larry would be actually seeing her, in person, with another man. Hugh had insisted that her husband really being there--in the flesh, so to speak--was a lot different than hearing all about it after the fact, or seeing photos or even videos of her cheating on him.

		She’d answered him truthfully and told him that Larry had said much the same thing. In the end, he had agreed to try it, more because he didn’t seem to be able to resist another night in bed with her, than because he was really into the whole three-way thing.

		In the end, he did promise to show up at their house at eight that Friday evening both a barbeque and for some all-night “fun” afterwards. Sloan’s heart had been racing as she ended the phone call with her lover and rang Larry at work.

		“Are steaks alright?” Larry said nervously after she’d finished delivering her news. “If they are, we’ll need to get a couple bottles of a great red to go with them.”

		“I thought I’d make a potato salad and serve a fruit plate along with it; chunks of watermelon, cantaloupe; some grapes, and maybe banana slices or something like that.”

		“That sounds good,” Larry commented. “We should keep the meal light, except for the steaks, of course. We men will need our strength later in the evening, if all goes as planned.”

		She’d laughed at that risqué thought and broke the connection, glad to see him taking it so well, now that it was finally settled. Her last class of the day was about to start, so she had hurriedly thrown her notes into her briefcase and locked up her office.

		

		****

		

		It was Friday afternoon almost before she knew it. Shaun hadn’t spent much time on the phone with her that week; he’d said something about it being a super-busy time at the law firm he worked for, so they hadn’t been able to get together that week at all.

		She wondered vaguely if something was amiss there. Was he growing tired of her already, she worried. Had he met someone he liked better than her?

		Thinking about Hugh’s impending visit on Friday night bolstered her spirits a great deal, however, and Robin had called three times that week, practically begging to see her again. She smiled when she thought of that; Robin and Hugh were both very attractive young men and they seemed more smitten than ever with her.

		Maybe Shaun was just busy at work--like he’d said he was--she decided at last. She tried to put him out of her mind and get the house ready for all night company on Friday!

		Larry had arranged for a professional crew to clean the house from top to bottom on Thursday morning. He knew lots of people in that business; since his property management firm employed them to ready apartments for new occupants all the time.

		And he had bought some scrumptious-looking steaks for the grill, and marinated them in a special concoction of his own invention for two nights running in the refrigerator. Their fridge now smelled of wine, garlic, and onion every time you opened it!

		The expensive wine was all laid in and she had the ingredients for the potato salad and the fruit tray on hand as well. All was in readiness by Friday afternoon, when she returned from school and took a careful shower—during which she shaved her body both carefully and thoroughly—and then got out of the shower fussed over her hair after she had dried it.

		She wore little make up that evening, and few clothes, for that matter! Sloan didn’t want to greet their guest this evening in the nude, or even in lingerie. She didn’t want to come across as being quite that slutty. But she still wanted her attire to convey the true purpose of tonight’s little get-together.

		Settling on a filmy, nearly transparent top, worn sans bra, a tight, bright-white pair of short shorts, and red heels, she checked herself out in the mirrored surface provided by the sliding double doors of the closet in the master bedroom.

		“You still look quite like a slut in that outfit, Sloan Simmons,” she admonished her definitely tarty-looking mirrored image aloud in the bedroom, “but not too much of a slut!”

		Since that was the exact look she’d been shooting for, she smiled happily and finished her martini. It was her second of the afternoon, and it wouldn’t be her last.

		Truth be told, she was as nervous about this little sexual adventure as her husband and Hugh were! She didn’t intend to get bombed before the fireworks started in this bedroom later tonight, but she didn’t intend to be cold sober when that happened either!

		

		****

		

		“I’m just going to make myself a fresh one,” she called out to Larry, who was nearby, in the backyard, cleaning the grill and oiling it so that tonight’s steaks wouldn’t stick.

		She rattled her ice cubes in her empty martini glass at him through slider’s screen door and went on to ask, “Do you want me to make one for you also, darling?”

		Larry looked up and grinned, saying, “You know me. I rarely turn down a cocktail, darling.”

		She smiled back at him and made herself a martini and a Crown Royal on the rocks for him. Sipping her drink as she prepared to carry his out to him on the patio, she heard the doorbell rang.

		Sloan glanced up at the kitchen clock, saw that it was precisely eight, and smiled. Hugh must have been as excited about tonight as she was, arriving right on time like this!

		She called through the screen to Larry, “He’s here. Do you want to come inside and meet him?”

		His answering smile looked somewhat too forced to be genuine, but he said with false bravado, “Sure, may as well.”

		They answered the front door together and there stood Hugh, smiling shyly and offering her a large bouquet of flowers. She beamed and took them, gesturing for him to enter the living room.

		“Hugh, this is Larry, my husband,” she said, “Larry, this is Hugh.”

		“Pleased to make you acquaintance,” Larry said a little stiffly, shaking hands.

		“Likewise, I’m sure,” Hugh replied, looking just as wary as his host did, as he formally met his lover’s husband and offered his hand in returns.

		Larry had shifted his cocktail glass to his left hand, allowing him to shake, and now he moved it back, saying, “May I offer you a drink?”

		“Sure, Canadian whiskey, if you’ve got it,” Hugh said.

		“A man after my own heart,” Larry said, his smile deepening and starting to look real for the first time, “this is Crown Royal; will that do?”

		“Well, I normally drink Black Velvet at home; it’s cheaper. But Crown’s my favorite,” Hugh said, grinning.

		“Black Velvet is the best inexpensive Canadian going, as far as I’m concerned” Larry agreed, heading for the kitchen to make the drink. “I drank a lot of it in college, before I could afford this stuff.”

		Sloan joined him a second later, opening the cupboard under the sink, looking for a suitable vase for Hugh’s bouquet. Her husband beamed at her and said, “He seems very nice, and he’s got good taste in whiskey…and in women. I think this whole thing just might work out after all!”

		

		****

		

		The evening had come off without a hitch so far. They sat at the big redwood picnic table out on the patio, finishing up their meal and drinking a last glass of the exceptional Cabernet Larry had bought. It was their second bottle of the evening.

		“Those steaks were perfect, Larry,” Hugh complimented him.

		“Years of practice,” Larry answered modestly. “My doctor is always nagging me about eating less red meat, and I try to do that, but I still love a good steak in the spring or summer, done to a turn on the grill.”

		“I probably don’t watch what I eat as much as I should,” Hugh responded. “I swim several miles every week in the open ocean, and I try to run every day. That burns off a lot of calories.”

		“You…uh…look very fit,” Larry said, his face clearly reflecting his realization, even as he said it, that Hugh might think he was referring to the video he had watched of Hugh and Sloan nude, and in bed together, rather than commenting on his present, clothed, condition.

		An uneasy silence followed after this somewhat awkward comment, until Sloan saved the moment by suggesting, “Why don’t you two go in the living room and pour us all an after dinner brandy? I’ll just tidy up these left-overs and the dishes, and then I’ll join you.”

		When she had done that, several minutes later, she found them discussing something animatedly when she entered the living room. She thought, Sports, probably; thank God for sports. It gives men something acceptable to talk about in social situations!”

		She took her poured brandy and nursed it as they spoke, her eyes flitting from one man to the other. Hugh was taller than Larry, and his shoulders were much wider.

		Larry, on the other hand, was a classically handsome man, with his blond hair, his blue eyes and his male model face. His manner was smooth and polished.

		Hugh, on the other hand, looked a little rough, like a lumberjack or a coal miner, but he had all of those long, lean muscles going for him, and a certain rough-hewn charm that shined through. He was dressed much like he’d been at the dance club and at the sports bar, in a rust-colored sports jacket, a checkered dress shirt and tan slacks.

		She endured the sports conversation until she’d finished her brandy, and then cleared her throat and said, “While your discussion of the Forty-Niners’ chances this fall is interesting—it’s not actually, it’s a crashing bore, as far as I’m concerned—that’s not why we’re here tonight.”

		Setting the brandy snifter down on the coffee table, she started to unbutton her blouse slowly. All the sports talk had stopped and the men’s eyes eagerly followed her fingers’ every movement, until her blouse hung open and she tugged it free of her short shorts and dropped it onto the carpet, leaving her nude to the waist.

		“Oh, man, she’s got a great set of tits,” Hugh sighed.

		“You’re telling me,” her husband answered proudly. “I’ve been playing with them for a long time now, and it never gets old, let me tell you!”

		“I don’t want to be the only naked person in this living room,” she murmured suggestively to them as she opened her shorts and unzipped them, kicking out of her sandals as she did so.

		Wordlessly, Hugh shed his sport coat and Larry went to work on the buttons of his luau shirt, the two men’s eyes never leaving her naked breasts. She smiled at them and slid the tight shorts down her long legs.

		The guys were both naked to the waist by now, and Hugh eased out of his slacks as Larry shed his cargo shorts. She grinned encouragingly at them and slipped her wispy thong panties down to join her shorts on the carpet, leaving her totally nude before them.

		Hugh’s boxers came down, as did Larry’s. The bigger man stooped briefly to remove his loafers and skim off his discarded garments.

		All three of them stood in the living room naked for a moment, assessing the situation. Larry’s eyes widened as he saw Hugh’s massive cock and balls in the flesh for the first time, but he remained silent.

		Again, Sloan took the lead. She stepped closer to the two of them and whispered, “This evening is going to be so much fun. I can hardly wait!”

		Without thinking about it, both men palmed the naked breast nearest to them and began to toy with it. Sloan closed her eyes and sighed, that felt so odd; having both of her nipples tweaked at the same time by different men!

		Larry kissed her while Hugh leaned down and sucked her left nipple into his warm mouth. She moaned at the rush she got from that, and reached for both of their heads.

		She stood running her fingers through their hair, still luxuriating in the taboo sensation of being loved by two men at once! Her pussy began to weep lubricant immediately, and she felt her nipples begin to spike!

		Larry stopped making out with her and dipped his head to claim her right breast with his hot mouth. Her knees grew weak at the sensation of having both breasts sucked at once, by two different mouths!

		Hugh seemed to be loosening up more in Larry’s presence by the second. She opened her eyes when she felt a hand gliding down her bare belly, toward her juicing cunt, and discovered the fingers belonged to her lover, and not her husband.

		He began to finger-fuck her as the two men nursed at her breasts and Sloan thought she might pass out from how incredible that felt! All of this was…so forbidden…so downright nasty!

		“Let’s get her over onto the couch, before she becomes too rubber-kneed to stand up,” she heard Larry whisper at that moment.

		The two men moved her over to the nearby couch and laid her down upon it. Immediately, Hugh bent to kiss her, sliding his tongue into her mouth, while her husband sucked her titties and took over playing with her overflowing slit.

		Sloan sighed and got ready to come for the first time this evening. These two were all over her—and she loved it!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Threesome

		

		She didn’t come when she thought she would--right away. It wasn’t until she had looked into her husband’s not-quite-believing eyes--as he watched her soul-kissing another man right in front of him while Larry was busily feasting on her nipples and teasing her clitty--that she orgasmed.

		Sloan realized abruptly that she was staring into the very same set of sparkling-with-love blue eyes that had been gazing hers as she’d recited her wedding vows years ago. The orgasm slammed into her as she had that thought.

		She came like a runaway freight train careening out of control down a mountainside as she looked into Larry’s eyes! Huge pulses of unutterable pleasure pounded through her whole body as her husband of many years watched her cheat on him in person for the first time!

		Sloan bucked and shuddered through her release beneath the two men, groaning and sucking at Hugh’s delving tongue while Larry looked on, mesmerized by the sight of his wife’s wantonness! She didn’t think the exquisite throbs of pure pleasure coursing through her body were ever going to end!

		When at last they did, Larry kissed his way down her heaving belly and got on his knees on the couch, between her widespread thighs. She had thrown one leg over on the coffee table while the other was flung over the back of the couch.

		She felt his hot breath on her pussy, and murmured aloud, “No, it’s too sensitive for that to feel good right now!”

		But her protests were swallowed up and deadened by Hugh’s mouth, descending on her lips once more to kiss her, while Larry began to lick her clit, delicately, so lightly! She squirmed in agony/ecstasy under him and babbled up into Hugh’s lips mindlessly.

		Hugh silenced her still further by abruptly straightening up and slipping his engorged cock head into her panting mouth. Looking down at Larry, she began to suck it slowly, sensually!

		Her husband moaned into her pussy as he witnessed, in person, his wife committing that illicit act on another man for the first time, and another little mini-orgasm overwhelmed her. Hugh drove a few more inches of his monster dick in between her lips and she automatically moved her head upward, taking him still deeper as she shook and shivered through her small orgasm.

		Larry whined as he witnessed that further bit of utter debauchery and his tongue went wild on her clit. She began to gobble Hugh’s cock up, as if she couldn’t get enough of it, and her new lover reached down and tweaked her right nipple as he fucked her mouth and throat right in front of her pussy-licking husband!

		Not to be outdone, Larry reached up and claimed her left one. The two men twisted and teased her nipples as Sloan writhed on the couch and tossed her hips up against her husband’s tongue and lips.

		Oh, God, I’m behaving like such a slut with them! She had the thought as second, even larger orgasm began to gather. And I love doing it as much as they love seeing it!

		Just as she was about to come for the second time that evening, Larry abruptly stopped licked her clit and straightened up onto his knees. Before she could even process what was happening, she felt his cock head enter her sopping pussy, gliding right into her, pressing upward on her plumped-out clitty!

		“Ullllllllmmmmphhhh!” She moaned around Hugh’s dick.

		It felt so good to get fucked like this while she was sucking another man’s huge cock! As Larry banged down into her so fiercely her titties nearly shook out of the men’s grasp, Hugh buried the rest of his massive prick in her lips and throat.

		Sloan didn’t care! She wanted his cock: she wanted to taste his come as Larry shot off inside her!

		The three of them rutted and groaned and writhed together for what seemed like forever on that couch. She thought Hugh’s cock tasted divine, and she could barely wait for the deluge of his ball juice she knew was coming any second now.

		And Larry’s dick felt so right in her greedy cunt! She loved the way he was reaming out her pussy, grunting and shoving his hips downward, berthing every last inch of himself into slippery lips!

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” her husband gasped just then, “I…I can’t hold back another second!”

		“Neither can I, pal,” Hugh whispered through clenched teeth, driving his long cock all the way into Sloan’s throat, “she just too hot…too damn beautiful!”

		Sloan began to orgasm endlessly once more. A huge splash of Hugh’s cock cream gushed down into her throat and she swallowed it noisily as Larry looked on, mouth open, his handsome face frozen in wonder at her sensuality, her sexiness, her utter shamelessness as his semen flooded her spasming pussy!

		The three of them clung together, sharing their mutual climaxes, Hugh’s big balls draining into Sloan’s gently nursing mouth while her cunt sucked the last of Larry’s spunk out. Hugh was the first to disengage; his softening cock making an audible “pop” as he tugged it free from Sloan’s still-sucking lips.

		“God, that was incredible,” the big man breathed out heavily.

		Larry pulled his spent cock out of his wife’s tight little snatch and said with a big grin, “It sure was.”

		Sloan looked up at the two pleased-with-themselves males and murmured, “Why don’t we adjourn to the bedroom? We’ll have more room in there…”

		

		****

		

		“Fuck, I’m getting hard already,” Larry marveled as Sloan sucked his cock after she’d licked and sucked Hugh’s back to full stiffness.

		“Me, too,” Hugh sighed with a smile etched on his face. “I’m always like this around Sloan. She’s just so fucking gorgeous and sexy!”

		“I’d forgotten just how sensual a woman she can be,” Larry said with a wistful smile as his wife deep-throated him easily. “I won’t forget again.”

		Sloan’s heart was nearly exploding with joy. This was going great!

		She looked up at her husband as she slowly released his hard cock from her lips and asked, “What do you boys want to do now? The living room was fun, but we’ve got this whole big bed to play around in!”

		Larry grinned at her eagerness and said, “Whatever sounds good to you, kitten.”

		“You just gave me a super-great fucking on the couch,” she complimented her husband with a coquettish smile. “How would you like to see Hugh do the same thing to me now, with this horsecock of his?”

		Larry shuddered with his usual combination of hesitation and lust at the very thought of that. After a few more seconds, his voice cracking like a teenage boys going through puberty, her husband said, “Sure…like I said, whatever you want, babe.”

		Since both men were lying with their backs up against the pillows lining the headboard, it was no big trick for Sloan to knee-walk over to Hugh and throw a sleek thigh over his torso as Larry watched. She notched the plum-like cock head into her more than juicy slit and let her weight down on it slowly.

		“Oh, fuck, honey, he’s so damn…biiiiiiggg!” She sighed out the words as the huge dick disappeared up into her, Sloan’s eyes never leaving her husband’s as she cheated on him with another man.

		Larry groaned as he watched his wife settle fully onto her lover’s cock. Her big breasts slowly rolled to a stop as she snugged her hips down tightly onto his groin, spearing the entire massive prick up into her inner-most recesses. She smiled at Larry as she slowly began to ride it, her pussy tight and slick around Hugh’s thick shaft.

		“Jesus, he goes in so deep!” Larry’s voice was a faint, amazed whisper.

		He watched, fascinate, as the fat cock burrowed its way under the skin of her svelte tummy. When the bigger man was fully inserted inside Larry’s wife, the bulge of his cock head was just under her navel!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you’re telling me, darling?” She sighed with pure pleasure at the way his thick manhood filled her. “And he feels so good inside me!”

		Her cuckolded husband whined slightly at that statement, as she began to ride Hugh’s formidable prick faster and faster, her bountiful tits jiggling and jellying as her ass came down on his crotch again and again, making a slapping noise each time. Larry looked completely mesmerized by the sight of his own come oozing out of his wife’s well-stuffed cunt, coating Hugh’s cock, and working its way down onto the other man’s big ball sac as she rode him.

		“He’s right up against my clitty, honey,” Sloan cooed enthusiastically. “And his dick is so long that he’s really stroking my g-spot, too, as he…fucks me!”

		Larry sucked in his breath as she said that, his eyes focused on her pussy as it moved up and down the other man’s girth. Hugh sighed at how good her cunt obviously felt on his buried prick and reached up to claim a tit in each palm as she fucked him.

		“Got to squeeze these big babies,” he moaned. “They’re so fucking pretty…so damn perfect!”

		Sloan shivered as he played with her boobs right in front of Larry while she fucked him. This whole thing was so hot! It was even better than she’d dreamed it would be!

		Poor Larry’s dick looked as if it were about to explode. Sloan took pity on her voyeuristic, ultra-horny husband at that moment and leaned over toward him.

		“Let me suck you off, while I come on Hugh’s big dick, darling!”

		The three of them rapidly adjusted their positions so she could do just that. It was a bit awkward, riding Hugh’s prick while she leaned down to blow Larry, but she managed.

		“Oh, oh, shit, honey,” Larry babbled happily, his fingers intertwining with her hair as her lips moved up and down on his dick. “That’s it! Use that little tongue of yours, too! Fuck, this is so hot!”

		And it was, as far as Sloan was concerned! Sucking her husband’s dick while riding her lover’s huge cock was about the most exciting thing she’d ever done…yet!

		Her mind wandered for a second, and she imagined Shaun’s big black cock gliding up her ass soon, and she felt her clit give a pulse. The big man had all but promised to butt-fuck her the next time they got together!

		In light of that, the next time she and Larry and Hugh spent the night together… Did she want to try a DP, a double-penetration, with a dick as big as Hugh’s involved?

		Sloan felt her pussy spasm and realized she was about to come. She told herself excitedly, I do! I do want to try one up my ass and up my pussy at the same time and I want to try it soon!

		She gave herself over to the electric thrills that were suddenly shooting through her pussy and her tits as Hugh continued to maul them as she sucked Larry’s cock. She wanted to try it all, she realized at that moment.

		Now that she was hotwife, nothing was forbidden to her! No act was too extreme: she could have as many men as she wanted; all at once or one at a time!

		The earth-shaking orgasm enveloped her just as Hugh really squeezed her nipples and began to spurt up into her clenching pussy. Larry shuddered at the précised same instant and began to jet up into her mouth.

		She swallowed, lost in the fiery spasms, dreaming about still more nights like this one; more gushing cocks, in all of her holes!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, God, Sloan, just like that!” Hugh gasped as he started to come in her mouth.

		It was six in the morning. She and her two lovers had slept intertwined on the bed until just recently.

		Their last fuck session had started at three and had ended at roughly three-thirty. After that, the three of them had dozed off.

		Now, Sloan was giving Hugh a good-bye blowjob; sweet, sensual, and slow. She was reveling in how good his big dick tasted in her mouth, and how excited he looked as he finally groaned and fed her the last of his come!

		She glanced over at Larry and saw that he was awake, too. He was smiling, watching her be such a bad girl with their guest, so she knew he didn’t mind what she was doing in the least.

		Besides, he had morning wood as well, probably made harder by witnessing her intense suck off session with Hugh. She’d no doubt have to blow him as soon as Hugh stopped coming.

		But she didn’t mind at all. She didn’t mind doing whatever her sweet boys wanted on this magical night; that was for sure!

		

		****

		

		“So, did you like it?”

		She asked the question of Larry as they lay snuggled together at the head of the bed. He was stroking her hair, now that Hugh had left and they were alone together.

		“I loved it,” Larry admitted. “Last night was incredible, babe. You were incredible!”

		The taste of Larry and Hugh’s semen—all mixed together---lingered in her mouth. She savored the texture and the tang of all that male sex juice her two men had fed her that morning.

		“Good, because I’m pretty sure I want to do that again and soon!” She informed her husband.

		She tilted her head on Larry’s chest and looked into his eyes as she added, “And I want at least one more guy next time. I’d like for you to film the whole thing too, so the two of us can enjoy the video later, when we’re alone!”

		“What about me?” Larry asked in a teasing voice. “Don’t I get to play, or am I going to be too busy manning the camera to enjoy myself?”

		“You can’t fool me, you pervert,” she kidded him right back. “You love watching me be a bad girl as much as I enjoy behaving that way in front of you. Besides, I bet Hugh knows how to work video cameras as well as you do.”

		She wrinkled her nose at him playfully and said, “The two of you can trade off…both fucking me and filming me!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Unexpected Developments

		

		The evening of Sloan’s next hotwife adventure--the Wednesday following her first threesome--started off like a dream. She got to Shaun’s houseboat at seven, just as they had agreed.

		Larry was completely okay with her spending the night there. He just hoped he’d get to see some video of the two of them in bed when he got home Thursday evening.

		Shaun was very glad to see her, as usual. And he had another fifth of expensive champagne on ice for her to sample upon her arrival.

		The two of them traded small talk and flirted with one another, slowly consuming all of the expensive wine. Then they adjourned to his bedroom, hand in hand, both of them looking forward to being naked with each other soon.

		That was accomplished almost immediately, amid a few sensual, tongue-filled kisses. The atmosphere in the bedroom had changed slightly. It still crackled with excitement over what was about to happen; but the two had been together enough now for an easy familiarity to develop as well.

		Sloan glanced down at his massive black cock when both of them were completely stripped and she saw that it was nearly hard already. This pleased her no end.

		She didn’t want for this to get old hat between them. Sloan was glad to see just her nakedness alone still excited him. She hadn’t even touched him yet; her lips hadn’t even enveloped his cock head this evening, and he was almost ready for her!

		Sloan’s own reaction to him was equally pronounced. Her nipples were as hard as glass beads against his broad chest and her pussy was very wet already as they kissed once more, her tongue teasing his.

		When they at last broke apart, Shaun grinned and asked, “Aren’t you going to suck my cock a little, before we get started tonight?”

		She smiled back and led him over to the nearby bed, saying, “Oh, yeah, I’d love that. Why don’t you lie down on your back and let me go to work?

		He didn’t answer; he just did as she asked. His huge dick waved around above his huge nut sac like a black obelisk experiencing an earthquake and which was about to topple over.

		Sloan got on her tummy between his widespread legs and pounced on it with her lips. She wanted to show him how much she’d learned about sucking a truly monstrous cock; both his and Hugh’s!

		Without preamble, she took him all into her lips, tilting her head back and ignoring her gag reflex. He moaned with delight as her tongue circled his hot flesh and murmured, “Fuck, girl, you’re fantastic! No one else can gobble my big cock the way you do; no one!”

		You’d better believe it, baby, Sloan congratulated herself as she sucked and licked, her lips enveloping his hardness all the way down to his nuts several more times. No one beats this little hotwife when it comes to giving blowjob; that’s for sure!

		The minutes ticked slowly by as she feasted on his prick. He moaned at last and said, “You’d better stop now, baby, if you don’t want a mouthful of come. You’re just too good at that and I want to fuck you so much, I can barely stand it!”

		She smiled triumphantly as her lips slid clear of his gleaming black shaft. Sloan asked, “Is it okay if I video tape some of this, for Larry and I to watch together tomorrow night?”

		Much to her surprise, Shaun frowned and said, “Maybe later; right now, I want this night to be about just you and me.”

		He reached for her, and guided her up onto her knees, indicating that he wanted her cowgirl style. She was more than ready for that; her cunt was absolutely soupy from sucking his majestic cock, and she could hardly wait to feel it deep inside of her!

		“Oh, God, every time I feel you all the way inside me, you surprise me,” she sighed as she let herself down on the thick spear of prick. “I know you’re huge, but just how huge you really are seems to escape me, until I feel this black monster of your stretching me open again!”

		He groaned when she said that, and reached up for her bobbling, swaying tits. Shaun captured one in each big hand and began to tweak her aroused nipples as she fucked him.

		It reminded her of Hugh’s reaction, Friday night and she smiled, thinking, what is it about men and boobs? They can’t seem to keep their hands off them!

		Shaun gave her sensitive little nubs a just-right twist at that moment and she was glad men couldn’t seem to keep their hands off them! A pulse of high-octane excitement coursed down her spine and right into her clit, which mashed against Shaun’s hot cock shaft!

		“Oh, squeeze them,” she sighed aloud, “yank on them and make me come, darling!”

		Her black lover began to leverage his hips up off the mattress, knifing his thick cock into her still deeper as her pussy descended that time. When she gurgled at how nice that felt, he tugged hard on her nippies, increasing her pleasure.

		Oh, fuck, I’m going to come, she realized. My big-dicked, handsome Shaun is going to get me off already—and the night is still so young!

		He seemed to grasp how close she was, too, and his fingertips tweaked her very receptive nipples between them even harder as he banged up into her. Sloan closed her eyes and got ready to come.

		His dick head was grinding against her cervix with every thrust now, and that felt slightly painful, but so thrilling at the same time that she could barely stand it! Pulses of pleasure shot from her tits down to her pussy and back again, the interval between the jolts of ecstasy growing closer and closer.

		“Oh, oh, Jesus, I’m so close,” she moaned helplessly.

		Shaun responded by nearly jerking her nipples loose from her tits and burying his cock in her cunt. She squealed with delight at how that felt and began to come!

		The sharp, marvelous spasms of joy seemed to envelope her whole body all of a sudden. She was quaking and groaning atop his fully-berthed manhood, her pussy drenching it in hot juice as she came and came!

		Again, Shaun utterly surprised her: instead of coming right along with her, he abruptly released her nipples and slid his big hands down onto her hips. He was so strong; it was easy for him to flip her over onto her back, his cock still driven all the way into her quivering cunt.

		“Now, now, it’s my turn, doll,” he rasped as he began fucking her furiously again.

		“Oh, oh, God, what are you dooooooooing to me?” She gasped out the words as he nailed her to the mattress again and again.

		She had never been fucked like this before; not ever! His huge cock prick was being driven into her still-clenching pussy like a pile driver into cement!

		Sloan was still coming, and he was fucking her like a madman. She sighed and wrapped her arms around his back and just held on tight.

		Her orgasm seemed to ramp up a notch and she thought she’d lose consciousness for sure. Shaun was ramming her so hard…so deeply…so fiercely!

		A brand new, white-hot, super-orgasm suddenly seized her, and she screamed; it felt so unbelievable. She clawed at Shaun’s back in ecstasy and she heard him groan and start to flood her pussy with hot come!

		THIS was what she had become a hotwife to experience…this was unreal…this was pure sex, for sex’s sake alone!

		

		****

		

		They lay under the covers together, just kissing and cuddling. His come was slowly draining out of her temporarily sated pussy and onto the sheet, but she didn’t mind the mess.

		“I can’t believe how hard you made me come just then,” she whispered to him. “You seem to be able to make me orgasm like no one else can, darling.”

		He reached under the sheet and lazily began to caress her ass cheeks as she lay next to him. His fingers strayed to her leaky pussy and worked some of his own spunk into the crease of her ass cheeks.

		She gasped as he found her tiny pucker and began to slip some of the slick jizz into it with one big fingertip. But she didn’t stop him.

		Sloan’s heart began to race, as she felt his limp cock begin to swell again, against her thigh. She realized that he was going to fuck her in the ass next, but that didn’t scare her as much as it had before.

		She’d had plenty of time to think about it; to get used to the idea of having anal sex with such a well-hung stud. She decided to just go with it, and she leaned over to kiss him on the mouth as he began to gently finger-fuck her asshole…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, its so biiiiiiggg,” Sloan sighed piteously as Shaun took her up the ass for the first time.

		She was on her hands and knees in front of him, and her butt was filled with slippery lube. And his mighty cock was gleaming with a liberal application of it as well.

		Sloan had told herself that she was ready for this. He had been making out with her for the better part of fifteen minutes, and he’d had not one, but two of his thick fingers—coated heavily with lube—up her bottom as they’d kissed.

		She’d thought she was ready. But she wasn’t; not really!

		How could you ever be ready for something this big…this long? She asked herself as the cock head finally pierced her anal ring.

		Sloan bit her lower lip, to keep from crying out, as he slowly filled her ass with his hot, pulsing male meat. She sagged down onto the bed, her big tits crushing themselves into the sheets, but still he kept on coming.

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, God,” she murmured in agony when he was finally all the way in her and she felt his dangling balls brush up against her clit.

		“Shush, now, girl,” he said as he reached under her and touched her clit with his fingertips. “You know I’d never hurt you. You’re gonna’ love it; just wait and see if you don’t!”

		His touch was so light on her clitty! He held rock-still for long moments as his fingertips did their little dance on her love bead; teasing it, caressing it, loving it.

		Sloan let out another sigh. His cock still felt like a battering ram up her butt, but she had to admit, his fingers were heaven on her pulsing clitty!

		It was obvious Shaun had done this many times before. He knew just how to excite her, toying with her clit until he had her right on the edge of a massive orgasm.

		Then, and only then, did he begin to move his buried prick slightly. The hot friction of it gliding up and down her tight back tunnel felt strange at first.

		But then, it began to feel better and better! She dug her nails into the sheets and moaned as he really began to fuck her in her tight little butt.

		It still hurt…but it kind of didn’t! Sloan sighed and hung on, letting him drill her, his fingers light and oh, so stimulating on her clit!

		After another few minutes, the motion of his cock up her ass began to feel just right. She could feel her clit tingling with that old, familiar sensation.

		She was going to come, and come hard! Sloan sucked in a huge breath and murmured, “That’s right…fuck me! Fuck me right up the ass! Make me come, you stud! Make me come like crazy!”

		Shaun gave out with a throaty chuckle and really began to ball her. His cock now flew up and down her sheath, and her cunt was so juicy that his fingers made a sluicing sound as he thrummed it.

		Sloan shivered all over and began to come. It was a monumental climax and she was sorry the camera wasn’t running so that Larry—and she—could watch it over and over again.

		The spasms started in her clit, shot over to her ass, and roared up to her breasts. She ground her nipples against the sheets and wailed out her intense pleasure.

		All at once, she heard Shaun bellow that he was coming and a huge wave of fiery-hot semen was cascading up her clenching ass! Sloan fought to retain consciousness, her whole body shivering and shaking while her orgasm engulfed her!

		

		****

		

		“God, that was so intense!” She cooed out the words to her black lover, soon after they broken apart. “Nobody ever made me come from anal sex before…nobody--not Larry, not any of the guys I’ve tried this with before in the past!”

		Shaun’s handsome face became quite serious as he said, “Then why don’t you move in here, with me, girl? Leave that loser, Larry, and be my girl instead!”

		Sloan could swear her heart stopped beating for a moment. It didn’t just skip a beat, it stopped completely!

		She hadn’t seen this coming at all! She had always imagined that Shaun felt about her just the way she felt about him; that being together in bed was great fun and nothing more.

		But as she looked deeply into those chocolate-brown eyes of his, she saw that he was in deadly earnest; that he had somehow fallen in love with her! And that just wouldn’t do.

		That wouldn’t do at all!

		After the longest time, she said gently, “Shaun…honey…you know I’m quite fond of you.”

		Attempting to lighten the moment once again, she said teasingly, “I’m especially fond of this big boy!”

		Her fingertips touched his gooey cock lightly. But his face didn’t change: it was still unsmiling, serious as a heart attack.

		“Why not give it a try?” He asked the question pleadingly. “At least consider it.”

		Sloan’s head was spinning at the unexpected turn of events. She looked at Shaun and realized in that instant he was really a teenage boy in a man’s body, as far as his emotional development went.

		While it was true that had his prestigious law degree, his fancy suits, his houseboat, and his expensive sports car, he was the type of guy who was stuck in his teens as far as relationship with women went.

		With his gorgeous body, his handsome face, and his easy manner—not to mention that awesome cock of his—he simply hadn’t felt the need to grow up. She bet he’d gotten hell’s own amount of pussy throughout his teenage and college years, and since he’d graduated as well.

		But he was what was known by the blacks of a previous generation as a “man-child”, an adolescent male who’d never really grown up. He’d been looking for romance, real romance in his life for years. And now he thought he’d found it…with her!

		She was felt both complimented and aghast at this notion. She had to say something. What was it going to be?

		“Listen, Shaun, I’m flattered by the way you feel. I really am,” she began, uncertain about how to do this; how to let him down gently. “But Larry, my husband, is my soul-mate. He truly is.”

		Shaun looked hurt and taken aback by what she’d just said, so she rushed to add, “We finish each other’s sentences. We know what the other one is thinking, before anyone opens their mouth!”

		The young black man’s face morphed from hurt to anger in an instant. He blurted, “I make way more money than he does! I drive a nicer car. I’m going to be incredibly rich someday soon, compared to him!”

		She smiled ruefully and said, “You probably are. And your cock is bigger, and longer than his, and you’re marvelous in bed.”

		He stared at her for long moments and then broke into a relieved smile as he heard her say that. He answered, “So what’s not to like? I promise to make you my queen, if you’ll dump him for me!”

		Sighing with frustration, Sloan got out of bed and padded over to the spot where her clothes lay on the carpet. As she started to shrug them on, she said, “What if I don’t want to be a queen: what if I want to be just Mrs. Larry Simmons; a hotwife, a college instructor, a normal woman…sort of, if you discount the whole hotwife thing?”

		He looked stunned as she finished hurriedly throwing on her clothes. Shaun sat up in bed and begged her, “Don’t go! We can still talk about this!”

		She smiled ruefully at him and started for the bedroom door, saying back over her shoulder, “I’m sorry, babe, but there’s really nothing left to say. Have a good life.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		A New Beginning

		

		A just-awakened Larry sat up in the bed as she entered the darkened bedroom without turning on any lights at around midnight. Even in the almost totally lightless bedroom, he looked concerned. She didn’t usually come home until the next morning, when she went to see Shaun.

		“What’s wrong?” He asked her.

		She threw her purse on the dresser and began taking off her clothes. Halfway through shedding her garments, she started to cry, saying, “Nothing…everything…oh, honey it was awful!”

		Sloan hurried out of the rest of her clothes and flung herself under the bed covers with him. He held her tight as she sobbed into his chest, saying, “Shaun turned out to have fallen in love with me! Can you imagine? He wanted me to leave you and move in with him!”

		Larry took a long time to answer her. She looked up at him as her tears receded and her sobbing gradually stopped.

		He was looking at her strangely, and there was a hint of fear in his eyes as he said softly, “Did you think about it? I mean, after all, he’s younger than me; he’s really hung, and apparently he’s one hell of a lover.”

		At first Sloan was furious he would ever think that, but her face slowly morphed into an exasperated smile and she said, “He’s richer than you’ll ever be, too. And he drives a nicer car. And he has a cool houseboat…”

		“Hey, you’re supposed to be reassuring me here!” He answered his teasing wife playfully, the crisis clearly over now, a sly smile on his face as he spoke.

		“You need reassuring, Larry darling?” She gave him a mock growl and leveraged her body up onto his chest, smiling at him. “Do you think I’d ever leave you for somebody else?”

		He didn’t answer; he just smiled at her. The two of them just stared happily at one another for long moments, each one sure of their love and that of the other person.

		At last he asked, “Is that his come I feel leaking onto my cock?”

		Blushing slightly, Sloan admitted, “Yeah, it probably is. I didn’t take time to shower before I came home this time. I just got dressed in a hurry and ran out of there; his attitude left me so panicked. So his come could be leaking from either my pussy or my…ass!”

		She felt Larry gradually-stiffening cock give a big lurch under her as she said that. She grinned like a naughty girl and whispered, “That’s right. I let him butt-fuck me with that huge black cock of his tonight!”

		He moaned and said, “God, Sloan, you’re such a little slut, sometimes!”

		“No,” she sighed, kissing his cheek lightly, “I’m a big slut all of the time, come to find out. But at least I’m your slut!”

		She gave him a passionate kiss on the lips, and his mouth opened immediately for her. Their tongues dueled as she felt his cock growing rock-hard under her naked belly.

		“Do you want to fuck me in the ass, like he did, darling?” She asked him the question as their lips finally parted company. “His gooey come and a lot of the lube he used are still up there. I’ll bet your cock would slip right in!”

		Larry groaned at the thought of doing that and pushed her off his chest. He was on her nearly as soon as her breasts hit the mattress, centering his hard cock in her tiny pucker and pushing downward, lightly, but insistently.

		Her ass opened for him and she felt him gliding inside her nether hole, just as Shaun had earlier in the evening. Larry’s dick wasn’t nearly as difficult for her to take as the bigger black one had been and soon he was balls-deep in her well-lubed ass.

		“Oh, God, fuck me, honey,” she sighed, “fuck me right in the ass the way he did, and make me come! I need it so bad right now!”

		Larry growled way down deep in his throat and began to rut even harder into his wife’s hot, slippery asshole. As he did so, he reached under her, finding her clit with his fingertips.

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” she murmured delightedly, “that’s the way to do it, darling! That’s the way to really bang my ass!”

		Her husband groaned as he reclaimed her body in this most intimate of holes, “You feel so hot back here, Sloan! So slick and tight and warm around my dick; I love fucking you this way! I just love it!”

		Sloan gurgled happily and ground her nipples into the sheet beneath her. She whispered, “And I love having you do it to me this way! Oh, God, why did we ever stop doing anal?”

		Larry’s cock was really drilling her ass now. He murmured, “You didn’t used to like it this much. You tolerated it, but that was about all. So I stopped asking you for it.”

		She twisted her head around as far as she could and looked back at him over her shoulder, saying, “Well, that’s all over now. I want you to have me any way you want me from here on out, baby! Do you get that?”

		“Oh, yeah, I hear you loud and clear, honey,” Larry muttered through clenched teeth, struggling not come before she did; his dick was flying up and down in her snug, slick butt canal.

		“Do it to me!” Sloan gasped, her clit starting to spasm under his caressing fingers. “Oh, fuck, darling; do it to me hard! I love the feel of your cock up my ass! Do you hear me…I just love it!”

		Larry didn’t answer. He just fucked and fucked--like a man possessed--until at last he was screaming out his intense pleasure as he began to fill her butt with his hot cream!

		Sloan started to come right along with him, her tight little sheath clenching in time with her clit and her exploding tits as she ground them into the sheet beneath her and orgasmed hard!

		

		****

		

		“Well, where does this leave us?” Larry asked her a few minutes later, after Sloan had returned from the bathroom following a quick shower.

		They were huddled under the covers up at the head of the bed, the lights still off and Larry’s left arm draped loosely over her bare shoulders. She turned to her handsome hubby and asked, “What do you mean?”

		He shrugged and said, “Is this the end of your career as a hotwife?”

		She thought about that long and hard before she answered. Tonight’s unexpected little drama with Shaun had affected her deeply: there was no denying that!

		“We need to think this through,” she said at last. “I don’t think Hugh is going to fall in love with me, the way Shaun did. And I doubt Robin will. Neither of them seems like the type of guy who would.”

		Sloan frowned and continued with: “But Shaun didn’t either, until he did! So I guess you never know.”

		There was silence in the bedroom for at least thirty seconds, which seemed like thirty minutes. At last Sloan asked, “Oh, why does this have to be so hard? Why can’t we just play and have fun, the way we wanted to in the first place?”

		Larry looked at her with love in his eyes. He said softly, “I don’t blame him, in a way. I can’t imagine life without you. I guess he wanted to be that close to you too.”

		Sloan felt her heart melting. She wiped the sudden tears out of her eyes with her palms and said, “You’re so sweet! Come here, and kiss me!’

		The kiss lasted for minutes, not seconds. Sloan felt her chest welling with love for her man. In that instant, she didn’t want anyone else; not ever!

		Being a hotwife had been glorious fun, but she wasn’t going to take a chance on losing her marriage to Larry over it! When she dropped off to sleep that night, she knew deep down that the hotwife part of her life was over…probably!

		

		****

		

		The next day, they got ready and went to work as usual, not even mentioning the somewhat disconcerting events of last night. They shared an especially loving good by kiss as Larry left for work, and Sloan’s heart was singing as she got ready to drive to the college.

		She sort of missed her new hotwife lifestyle already, now that it was history, but she loved the newfound relationship she had with her husband. Both of them seemed to realize how close they had come to screwing up something that was so precious to both of them!

		Checking her cell phone at noon--which she usually kept muted and in her purse during class and in her office as she went over the lecture notes for this afternoon—she noticed that Shaun had called not once, but twice.

		She wished him well, as she thought about their time together. It was undeniably true that Sloan and her big, black dreamboat of a lover had shared some marvelous times together in bed.

		But that was all it had been, as far as she was concerned; harmless fun. She liked Shaun as a person, but she felt no love for him in her heart.

		Sloan had said all there was to say to him last night, before she had sprinted out of his houseboat and out of his life forever. There didn’t seem to be any point in saying it again.

		She somewhat wistfully deleted both of the calls without even listening to them, and went to get some lunch.

		

		****

		

		The next few days were a drag. Robin called twice, and Hugh three times. She listened to their pleas for her to see them again—as soon as possible--but didn’t respond.

		When she sat down to dinner with Larry on Thursday night, she told him about the calls; Shaun’s, Hugh’s, and Robin’s. She asked him what he thought she should do about the two men. Shaun, as far as she was concerned, was a dead issue.

		Larry thought about it while he ate. He had a sip of wine to chase the excellent pasta dish Sloan had prepared for him tonight, and said, “Well, I don’t really know, kitten. It’s up to you. What do you want to do?”

		She agonized over her answer. Should she risk tell Larry how she really felt sometimes when she replayed that single sweet night with handsome, charming Robin in her memory? Should she admit how much it still turned her on, in her daydreams, when she flashed back to their threesome with Hugh?

		At last she decided: this is Larry, for God’s sake! If I can’t be honest with him, who else can I talk to about this dilemma I find myself confronted with?

		“I’d really like to be with them again, both of them,” she blurted our at last. “If it would be okay with you, I mean…but I’m scared!”

		Larry nodded knowingly and said, “You’re afraid that what happened with Shaun might happen again; that either one of them, or both of them, might fall in love with you?”

		Her laughter contained no mirth as she followed it up with: “What a vain bitch you must think I am--worried that not one, but two hotties will find me irresistible!”

		They shared a nervous chuckle over that, and then Larry said, “It could happen, you know. I think you’re pretty special myself.”

		“Bias aside—and you’re sweet to say that—I don’t really think it could happen, especially twice, but I must admit, it gives me pause,” Sloan said, taking another sip of her wine.

		They both thought about it while they finished what was left of their meal, and the excellent Chianti they were drinking with it. When Sloan got up and began to clear the table, Larry said, “Why don’t we discuss this further, over brandy in the living room?”

		When they were seated next to each other on the couch—brandies poured and in hand—Larry said, “Let’s meet this head on, okay? Originally, you wanted another group sex session, with two guys this time, and with me trading off camera duties with them, so all of it could be captured on video.”

		Sloan took a sip of her brandy and thought about that. It had sounded hot. Hell, it still sounded hot!

		“I’m not sure I’m following what you’re saying,” she admitted at last.

		“Why don’t we invite Robin and Hugh over here for dinner on Saturday night, if they can both make it?” Larry made the suggestion. “You could tell them that the invitation was for all night, that the four of us would all be in the bedroom together, and that it would be videoed for the two of us to view at our leisure in the future. We could them that there isn’t going to be any posting of it on the net or leaving it on a cell phone so it could get hacked.”

		“I’m with you so far,” Sloan said encouragingly, her pussy dampening slightly at the thought of being naked and on film with three studly men—all at the same time!

		“At dinner, if both of them agree to come, you could mention Shaun, and what happened with him.”

		He leaned toward her, an intent look in his eyes and added, “We’d be watching carefully for any hint that either of them was thinking along the same lines Shaun was; that you’d ever be up for leaving me for someone else.”

		Lounging back on the couch, a confident smile on his face, he added, “It might serve to preclude that from ever occurring, now that I think about it. When you flat-out warn someone that something is never going to happen, that’s as much as you can do to prevent it from happening, isn’t it?”

		His wife beamed, relieved as she could be. She said, “You’re so clever sometimes, darling! Not only will we get to play again, but Saturday night would serve as sort of an insurance policy against what went so terribly wrong with Shaun ever reoccurring with either Hugh or Robin!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Saturday – Insurance Orgy

		

		There was a long pause on the end of the line as Sloan waited for Hugh’s commitment concerning Saturday night. At last he asked, “Who is this Robin guy? I’m okay with Larry, after last time, but I don’t know this Robin.”

		“He’s another one of my lovers, darling,” she said assuringly. “He’s a really nice guy. You’ll like him: trust me.”

		“And you’re sure he’s not bisexual…that he won’t want to do something with me, as well as with you?”

		Sloan laughed. She was glad the door to her office was locked, because she would die if a student or colleague walked in on what she was about to say.

		“I swear--you macho men are all alike! Afraid of another man’s cock even touching you! Get over it! Cocks are fun…I can attest to that!”

		Hugh laughed and said, “Well, I sure don’t mind seeing you play with them, as long as mine is part of the deal. But I sure as hell don’t want to!”

		“I promise, Robin won’t beg to give you a blowjob,” she answered teasingly. “But he might beg me to do it…so he could watch me suck you off as he fucked me!”

		Laughing once more, Hugh said, “That sounds like my kind of party alright. I guess I’ll be there right at seven.”

		“You guess…what kind of lukewarm acceptance is that?”

		Hugh sighed and said, “I’ll be there. You can count on me, doll.”

		“Good; I’ll see you at seven, “she said, breaking the connection.

		Sloan grinned happily and dialed up Robin. She said aloud, just before he answered, “One down; one to go!”

		

		****

		

		Robin proved to be considerably easier to persuade than Hugh had been. She had the feeling that her young admirer would have agreed to practically anything, just to spend another night in bed with her again.

		He offered to bring not only roses, but the wine. She told him that flowers would be nice, but Larry had already lain in a very nice Riesling to go with the chicken he was grilling, so no wine would be necessary.

		“So just show up at seven and everything will be fine,” she said to him just before they got off the phone, after she had explained about Hugh and the videoing that was planned, as well as about Larry being there as well.

		“Will do, gorgeous,” he sighed into the phone. “I can hardly wait!”

		Sloan was grinning from ear to ear as she slipped her cell phone back into her purse. Saturday was shaping up nicely, and she couldn’t have been more excited about it!

		She knew Larry felt the same way, so she had no fears on that front. Now all she had to do was tidy up the house, change the sheets on Saturday morning, and decide what she was going to wear for all of her male admirers that evening!

		What delicious fun! She told herself as she got ready for her next class.

		I didn’t really want to give up being a hotwife so soon, and now it looks as if I won’t have to!

		

		****

		

		The rest of the week seemed to fly by. Sloan thought to herself, well, one reason for that is that I didn’t call the guys until Thursday afternoon, so the week was nearly over by then.

		Sloan had the thought as she finished getting ready to receive her guests. This evening, she was wearing an extremely sheer white blouse—sans bra, of course—the same pair of blindingly white pair of short shorts she had worn last time, for Hugh’s first overnight visit, and a pair of new, cork-heeled, high-rise sandals which added three inches to her height and made her long legs look even sleeker and more toned!

		She smiled at her sexy image in the mirrored doors of the closet and then went into the master bathroom to give her hair and make up a final inspection. As she studied her face in the mirror, she finished up her second martini of the day, and her smile deepened.

		I look like a tall, stacked, redheaded slut, who’s ready to fuck all night, she thought to herself as she switched off the bathroom light. And that’s a good thing, because it’s largely accurate!

		She grinned as she made her way down the hall and into the front room, thinking; “I am a slut who is ready to fuck and suck all comers…all night long! They won’t be able to resist me!

		

		****

		

		Hugh arrived first, and that was fine with her. He felt comfortable right away with Larry and Sloan, kissing her on the cheek and once again presenting her with bouquet of flowers.

		The big man joined Larry out on the patio, Crown Royal over ice in hand, and began to discuss sports with Larry as his host for the evening sipped his own cocktail and got the grill ready for the two cut up chickens he intended to barbecue up for their dinner. Sloan heard Larry laughing at something Hugh had said and beamed as she looked out the screen door at them.

		They looked very relaxed around one another, and that was just as it should be, as far as she was concerned. She just hoped Robin would fit in, too, and then this evening would really go as well as she hoped it would!

		The doorbell sounded and she went to answer it. Robin stood on the front porch with another bouquet of flowers in hand as well as what turned out to be a very expensive bottle of iced champagne.

		“You said your husband was grilling chicken for dinner, and champagne is, after all, nothing but a high-priced white wine with a few bubbles,” he said as he presented the bottle to her.

		“We’ll put this in the refrigerator and drink it with the meal,” she said happily, kissing him on the cheek and closing the door behind him as he stepped into the living room.

		“I’ll just put both of these flower arrangements in water while you make yourself a drink,” she said as he followed her into the kitchen.

		Robin stopped at the slider and peered out through it at the back patio. Larry and Hugh were talking animatedly about something—sports, probably—and Robin just stared at them.

		“The big one is Hugh, my other lover, and the shorter man is Larry, my husband,” she said, coming over to him and placing one hand on his shoulder casually. “Why don’t you make yourself that drink and I’ll take you out and introduce you to them?”

		“Hugh looks like a rough guy,” Robin commented somewhat apprehensively.

		“He’s a pussycat,” she whispered back, kissing Robin on the earlobe teasingly. “But he does have an awesome cock. It’s even bigger than yours!”

		“How about your husband; does he have a monster dick, too?”

		She grinned at him reassuringly and said, “No, I’m afraid he’s the runt of the litter, as far as cock size is concerned. But luckily for me, he’s quite skillful with his tongue and fingers. And I love him. That makes all the difference.”

		“He’s a handsome man, I’ll give him that,” Robin observed somewhat grudgingly.

		“He is, and he’s all mine,” Sloan agreed with him, leading him away from the screened slider and over to the small bar she had set up on one of the countertops. “Now, what can I mix you?”

		

		****

		

		“…and so I heard they were considering trading Buster Posey for a real power hitter,” Robin said disbelievingly, “just because he was batting under three-hundred last year.”

		“That’s bullshit!” Hugh groused, downing nearly all of his remaining Crown Royal.

		“The Giant’s front office should have their collective head examined, if they even entertained that notion for a second!” Larry agreed vehemently.

		“Well, you can’t really trust sports talk radio,” Robin said, shaking his head dubiously. “But the radio host said the report was for real. They’re really thinking about it, apparently.”

		Sloan stepped onto the patio, a fresh tray of drinks in her hand for each man. She smiled at them, and noticed that all three of them had stopped talking and were slyly watching her tits roll around under her sheer blouse.

		“Oh, do you find these more interesting than sports?” She asked the question coyly, shimmying her big knockers for them a little as they all reached for their respective drinks.

		“I don’t know about the other guys, but I find those more interesting than just about anything!” Robin said immediately, his eyes never leaving Sloan’s lightly jiggling breasts.

		Hugh said with a smile, “That makes two of us, partner!”

		“Fuck the Giants,” Larry agreed, grinning at his wife’s antics.

		“These are for desert,” Sloan promised, winking at them and giving her tits a final little shake, then turning and heading back into the house with her tray full of empty cocktail glasses.

		“Is the chicken just about done?” She asked her husband back over her shoulder as she was about to step through the open slider.

		“Maybe five more minutes,” Larry said, eyeing her butt in the tight white shorts as she disappeared back inside the kitchen. “How’s the rest of the meal coming?”

		“I’m just about ready to start serving it,” she called from behind the screen door. “Let me know when the chicken is ready for the platter.”

		

		****

		

		“Dude, this is primo champagne,” Hugh said to Robin with a smile.

		He turned to Larry and added, “And this chicken is done to a turn, man!”

		Robin smiled across the table at Sloan and said, “The rest of the meal is perfect. Everything is sensational.”

		“Not as sensational as our hostess,” Larry said with a sly smile, toasting her with his champagne flute, “I think you gentlemen will agree.”

		“Hear, hear,” said Robin, raising his glass as well.

		“To Sloan, the hottest hostess of them all, bar none!” Hugh said, toasting her as well.

		“How nice you all are,” she said demurely, finishing her own champagne. “I’ll be sure to reward you for those nice comments in a little while…as soon as dinner is finished!”

		The three men all smiled in return, and Sloan could swear, they all started wolfing down what was still on their plates at a faster rate!

		Just before they finished, she brought up Shaun, giving Larry a tiny eyebrow raise as she did so. She said to Hugh, “You remember that big black guy I showed you the photos of?”

		Hugh sighed and said, “I sure do. His dick was huge!”

		They all laughed at his comment, but Sloan forged ahead, saying, “Well, I was thinking of inviting him tonight, but we suddenly aren’t seeing each other anymore.”

		Hugh took the offered bait. He said, “Well, I won’t pretend I’m sorry he’s not going to be joining us tonight—I think two other guys is about perfect; besides, he did have a bigger cock than me!”

		All of them laughed again, and then Hugh went on to ask, “But what happened between you two?”

		Sloan drank the last of Robin’s delicious champagne and said, “He fell head over heels for me; wanted me to leave Larry and move in with him.”

		Her two lovers looked surprised by that statement, but much to the Simmons’ relief, not guilty about it. Sloan took that to mean the two of them were harboring no such illusions about her relationship with them.

		But just to make sure, she added, “I cut him off, flat! I told him Larry was my forever-guy, my soul-mate, and I wouldn’t be leaving him for…anybody!”

		Both of her lovers took that statement in, looking properly chastised. At last, Hugh said, glancing over at Robin, “Well, I guess we know where we stand, huh, dude?”

		Robin just grinned and said, “I think I always knew that.”

		He looked at Larry and said, “She’s all yours; that’s clear, you lucky bugger! But thanks for letting us borrow her when the mood strikes you!”

		They all gave out with relieved laughter, and Larry said, “It’s actually Sloan’s show…I’m just along for the ride!”

		

		****

		

		“I don’t think I need any brandy tonight, fella’s,” Sloan said in her sexiest voice twenty minutes later. “I just want cock…and lots of it!”

		The three men were standing in her living room, just finishing off a snifter of after dinner brandy each. She had cleared the table, put the dishes in the dishwasher and started it; and she had refrigerated what left-overs there were.

		Then she had sauntered into the master bedroom and removed all of her clothes except for her stylish new sandals. Now, she stood in the hallway leading into the living room looking at them with a naughty, come-hither smile on her beautiful face, as naked as she could be.

		“Goddamn,” whispered Hugh.

		“You got that right,” Robin agreed breathlessly.

		Larry gulped down the last of his brandy and put the empty glass on the nearby coffee table, saying, “Let’s adjourn to the bedroom. What do you say, boys?”

		Like a trio of horny teenagers, they followed Sloan’s provocatively swaying, deliciously-bare ass down the hallway and into the bedroom. She looked back over her shoulder and asked, “Larry’s going to be videoing the fun all evening. Is that okay with you two?”

		“As long as it stays off the net, I don’t care,” Hugh said, pulling off his slipover shirt and undoing his shorts.

		“Me neither, as long as nobody sees it but you two,” Robin agreed, following Hugh’s lead in beginning to strip off his clothes.

		“Nobody will see but Larry and me,” Sloan said, kicking out of her sandals and lolling back on the bed in front of them, her long legs opening wide as she showed off her already wet pussy lips while they hurried out of their remaining clothes. “I promise.”

		Larry was soon as nude as his wife, and he grabbed up his video camera from the dresser and began filming, starting with Sloan. Robin and Hugh were naked nearly as quickly as he was, their large cocks nearly hard as they gazed down at the luscious redhead on the bed.

		“How should we do this?” Hugh asked Sloan impatiently.

		“Any way you want to,” she murmured back invitingly. “I want you to act as if there was no camera here. Do whatever comes naturally!”

		Instantly, Hugh was on the bed with her, and Robin was busily kneeling his way onto the other side of the mattress. Their two rapidly-stiffening cocks waggled about as they made their way over to their reclining hostess.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, how big they both are,” she sighed, taking each of their hard cocks in hand and jacking the loose skin up and down, “how tempting!”

		She licked all around Hugh’s mammoth dick tip first, and then turned her head and lavished the same oral attention on Robin’s. Both men sighed at how nice that felt, while Larry busily filmed it all.

		Sloan took her time, gradually getting nearly all of their lengthy dicks into her sucking lips as she slowly blew them. She was well aware of Larry and his camera, and she wanted to ensure that the two of them were treated to quite a show, when they eventually replayed the video of this evening!

		“Fuck, man, she gives the best head I think I’ve ever had,” Hugh sighed as he watched her slowly eat up his whole cock.

		“You aren’t wrong there, bro,” Robin agreed enthusiastically, as Sloan released Hugh’s prick from her nursing lips and replaced it with his own.“Look at the lube pouring out of her,” Hugh whispered, eyeing her pussy lips hungrily, “she’s really excited tonight!”

		“Oh, man, do you blame her?” Robin breathed as she took him deep in her throat and laved his buried prick with her tongue as she stared up at him. “I intend to fuck her all night long!”

		“Get in line behind me,” Hugh responded good-naturedly, with a huge grin, moving down between her splayed open legs.

		Sloan gave out with a soft little groan as Hugh’s thick cock burrowed its way into her gushing cleft. He didn’t stop with his gentle pushing until his big nut sac was pressed firmly up against her ass cheeks.

		Larry had moved around the bed a little, to better capture his wife’s first fuck of the night. Hugh began to move slowly up and back in her as she continued to suck on Robin’s big cock.

		“Fuck…that looks so damn hot, babe!” her husband sighed as she got double-fucked, one massive cock in her mouth, the other in her pussy.

		Sloan mewled with passion and sucked Robin’s dick even more enthusiastically, her tongue going crazy on his cock head as he fucked her lips and throat. There was no sound in the room except for the occasional grunt of pure pleasure, and the sluicing noise Hugh’s oversized cock made as it ravished her cunt…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		All Night Long And Then Some

		

		“More, oh, God I want some more cock!” Sloan begged.

		Robin had just shot a huge load into her pussy and Hugh was still balling her ass like a wild man. Larry handed the camera off to Robin and switched places with him on the bed as the younger man began to film the lewd three-way that was in progress.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, darling; you feel so good in my pussy!” Sloan sighed as Larry’s hard dick filled her, gliding in on a thick cushion of spunk.

		“These guys are really flooding you tonight, sweetheart,” her husband murmured as he began to ball her in earnest.

		“Yeah, they are,” she agreed, holding him tight while Hugh continued to ream out her butt, “but now it’s your turn. You get to jizz me, too!”

		A huge gout of semen ran out of Sloan’s pussy and down onto Larry’s shaft as he rammed it into her. He groaned and his wife whispered, “Robin has creamed me twice so far, and Hugh has shot off in my pussy once as well. What did you expect? After all, you watched them do it: you were filming us!”

		“I…I’m not complaining,” Larry groaned, his dick picking up speed. “It’s just that it feels so gooey…so damned hot inside of you with this much come already in your belly!”

		“Do you like it, baby?” Sloan whispered into his ear as she licked his lobe.

		“God, I love it!” Larry sighed out his confession. “Fucking you with these two guys is the hottest thing I’ve ever done in my life!”

		“I’m glad you love it as much as I do, darling,” she sighed. “This is so thrilling…so taboo…so fucking much fun!”

		She leaned into him and kissed him with a lot of tongue action. As she had blown Hugh less than an hour ago, there was still the lingering hint of his come on her tongue, but Larry didn’t seem to mind a bit.

		He just sucked at her tongue and poured the cock to her, his rapid thrusts forcing more of the other men’s come out of her overflowing pussy and onto his flying dick. He moaned and fucked her even harder, obviously turned on by the hot come-bath his prick was getting; the thought of the other two men spraying their jism deep into her!

		She pulled back from him a little, gasping for breath and moaning, “Oh, I’m going to come again! You hot fuckers are making me go off so hard…so many times!”

		Her pussy sheath began to suck at his driving cock like a hungry mouth. Larry moaned and clung to her, still fucking his prick furiously in and out of his cheating wife’s slippery lower lips.

		Hugh sighed loudly, then grimaced and hissed in her ear, “Fuck, I feel your ass clamping down on my dick, babe! Ugh! Oh, oh, man, am I ever coming?”

		Sloan gasped as she felt the hot semen pumping into her butt at the same time Larry cut loose in her gripping pussy. Then wave after wave of orgasm rolled through her and she shivered between the two men thrusting so desperately into her, front and back.

		This is exquisite! This is what three-ways are all about! Sloan’s fevered brain had the thought as her climax heightened, and then exploded into a mega-orgasm.

		“Uggghhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, fuck…” she groaned, fighting to stay conscious as the incendiary thrills gripped her whole body…

		

		****

		

		Normally, she would have taken a shower break after spectacular double-fucking. She was already awash in slippery male come in both of her holes!

		But Hugh had brought over a few tabs of Viagra for him and the others. And that, plus the aura of blatant sexuality radiating through the bedroom tonight, was enough to keep the lewd party going,

		It was all three of the men’s cocks just wouldn’t stay down! Even though all of them had fucked her repeatedly by now, they were all still half-hard and ready for more!

		Sloan cast the last of her few inhibitions to the winds and flopped over onto her back, motioning for them to come closer. First Larry, then Hugh, and even Robin—kneeing his way back onto the mattress, camera still recording everything—gathered around her head as she licked her lips in eager anticipation of sucking their jizz-smeared pricks again!

		“That’s it, honey, clean that spunk right off my dick,” Larry whispered, his eyes aglow with excitement as she dutifully licked his firming cock clean and swallowed a big mouthful of everyone’s combined jism as he watched.

		“Me next, baby,” Hugh sighed as his cock head and half of his mighty shaft disappeared down into Sloan’s nursing lips, while her tongue circled it. “Oh, man, that looks so fuckin’ sexy; the way she gobbles down that spunk!”

		She gurgled with pleasure at his slightly obscene observation and licked off more of the heavy man cream lining his soiled-from-being-up-her-ass cock. As the men watched, she made a show of swallowing the slightly pungent fluid, and licking for more.

		Sloan was lost in some sort of sexual haze by now. She was in the zone: she just wanted more cock.

		She didn’t care how the men wanted to use her lush body; whatever hole they wanted to fuck her in…she wanted it! She was desperate for it!

		“Suck it clean for me, honey,” Robin moaned as she started in on his cock. “Fuck, what a little slut you are tonight, Sloan. I can’t believe how nasty you’re acting!”

		“That’s right,” she panted, between licks and suck up and down his rapidly- firming prick shaft, “I want to be totally nasty for you guys tonight! I want to be the slut of sluts! I want you to just fuck me and fuck me!”

		Hugh laughed and the others followed suit. The big man turned to Larry, who was still filming it all as it happened and suggested, “Your dick is hard, dude. Why don’t you go ahead and fuck her in the ass again, and then Robin, and then me?”

		“Yeah, and do it hard!” Robin agreed eagerly. “I think Sloan wants us to really cut loose tonight and ball her brains out.”

		That sounded divine to Sloan! She scrambled up onto her hands and knees and offered her overflowing-with-spunk-and-lube asshole to her husband.

		Larry handed off the camera to Robin and slid his hard cock in as far as it would go. His right hand found her clit and began strumming it as he fucked her.

		“Oh, oh, yeah, it feels so good!” Sloan sighed and looked at her two other lovers through heavy-lidded eyes. “It just feels so good to get it up the butt tonight!”

		Wordlessly, Hugh and Robin moved forward on the bed. Robin was too busy with the camera to do what Hugh did then, dipping his head down under Sloan to take her dangling, jiggling right nipple into his sucking mouth. Instead, Robin contented himself with reaching under her, to tug at her left one as Larry reamed out her ass and he videoed the rough butt fucking.

		Sloan came, moaning, when her husband flooded her ass with come a few minutes later. Never missing a beat, Robin handed off the camera to Larry and replaced him behind Sloan’s sleek little bottom.

		“Oh, fuck, yours is wider and longer than his!” Sloan murmured as Robin claimed her ass in one long lunge.

		He began to hammer away, his loins smacking into the back of her legs as he sodomized her enthusiastically, saying, “Jesus, babe, your ass is so slippery and hot, with all of this jizz in it already!”

		Sloan barely heard him. Her head was singing with excitement as he toyed with her clit and banged his massive dick up and down in her tight rear sheath. Larry was mauling her left tit and Hugh was sucking like crazy on her right one!

		“I’m going to come again,” she groaned. “All night long…I’m going to come all night long…if you hot fuckers keep on pounding me!”

		She came twice while Robin fucked her. His big prick never even slowed down in his relentless attack on her rear hole.

		At last, when she came a third time under his ceaseless penetration, Robin threw back his head and roared, “I’m creaming her ass! Oh, fuck, am I ever cutting loose inside it?”

		Sloan whined at the sudden deluge of hot come jetting up her tortured asshole. Her whole body shook as Robin unloaded in her, the orgasm engulfing her so intense that she was sure for a moment that she would pass out!

		Hugh scrambled to replace Robin in her ass but she’d had enough by then. Sloan tried weakly to crawl away before he could take her, but he reached across her arched back and grabbed a handful of her red hair and yanked.

		“Nooooooo,” she wailed as his mammoth cock head bulled its way into her anus.

		But Hugh was having none of it! He slid into her until he was balls-deep and diddled her clit as he began to drill his huge cock into her like a man possessed!

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, fuck; its so haaawwwttt!” She whinnied out the word like a mare in heat, getting just what she needed from her stallion!

		Hugh’s cock was lighting a fire in her ass! She bucked and shivered under him, but he held her in place by her hair and fucked her even harder, even faster; as deep as he could!

		Frantically, she turned to Larry, and then Robin for help. But they were too busy tugging at her distended nipples, their eyes glittering with an unholy excitement as they watched Hugh pummel her butt mercilessly.

		She couldn’t even speak anymore: the gathering orgasm was too intense! The last one had threatened to knock her unconscious with its sheer power…she was sure this one would do just that!

		

		****

		

		Sloan awakened from a deep sleep. It was almost five in the morning.

		She remembered the four of them taking a shower together, after the unbelievable butt-sex was over. They had all been laughing and playing, the men taking turns soaping her long body up and then rinsing it off.

		They had all fucked her, one right after the other. And then they had all helped dry her off.

		There had been still another gangbang, once they reached the bed. She remembered Hugh coming in her—while she screamed out her pleasure—and then Larry taking his turn.

		He had made her come, too. And then Robin and loved her so sweetly, and she had climaxed yet again.

		All the time, the camera had been running; recording it all. And then they had fallen into a mutual, exhausted sleep.

		And now, someone was toying with her clit, fingering her soupy cunt. A fat dick entered her and she sighed.

		The bedroom was so dark that she couldn’t see exactly who was fucking her. She had the deliciously lewd thought: What difference does it make?

		She gave herself over to the exquisite sensation of a cock gliding into her pussy just right, across her clit. Sloan wrapped her slender arms around the man and just let him have his way with her!

		

		****

		

		“I don’t know about you boys,” she whispered softly as she stood just inside the living room door, “but I had the most fun of my life last night, and I want to do this again real soon!”

		Hugh grinned and gathered her nude body into his big arms and gave her a long, lingering, tongue-filled kiss. When they finally broke apart, he said simply, “You’d better call me if you do; hot-stuff. I’m going to be really pissed if you throw another party like this one and you don’t invite me!”

		Robin took her from him and whispered, “That goes for me, too. I wouldn’t miss another night in bed with you for the world; no matter how many other guys are there besides me.”

		He broke into a grin as big as the one splitting Hugh’s face and said, “You can handle all the cock you can get, Sloan. You proved that last night!”

		Their kiss was sweeter, more tender than the one between her and Hugh had been. When they separated, Hugh slapped Robin on the back and asked, “Do you want to get some breakfast, Junior? I’m buying!”

		Robin smiled back at his new friend and said, “Well, in that case; I’m in!”

		Sloan watched the two of them walk down the driveway together, laughing and talking about what a great night it had been. She closed the door and slipped back down the hall to where Larry awaited her in bed, still as naked as she was.

		He held out his arms and she came to him, snuggling into his chest. Looking up into his eyes, she asked, “You’re not mad at me…for being a total slut last night with those guys?”

		“I thought that was the whole idea of parties like that one,” he said softly, cuddling her even tighter against his body. “Besides, you were a total slut with me, too. And you know I love that!”

		The two of them laughed softly and held each other tight until they drifted back to sleep…

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		Next Time

		

		Sloan was in Sausalito, looking for a special gift for Larry’s upcoming birthday. The little town had lots of small shops and unique stores where she might find just the thing for her husband.

		It was just after noon on a Saturday, and she had just come out of one shop and was headed to the next when she saw Shaun across the street. He had a stunning, very tall, very well dressed young black woman with him, and he was helping her into his car.

		She ducked back into the doorway, not wanting him to see her watching him. The black girl said something and they both laughed, looking very at ease and happy with one another.

		Sloan had a moment of jealousy, of longing for what might have been; and then it was gone. She watched Shaun close her door, go around to his, and hop in.

		Stepping out of the shop, she watched him drive away with his new girlfriend, a bittersweet smile on her face. It was for the best, she knew.

		In some ways, I really miss him, but he was too…into me for us to have gone back to being casual “fuck-buddies”, once I knew how he really felt about me, Sloan thought wistfully.

		She went back to shopping for Larry’s birthdayt present and put charming, Adonis-like Shaun completely out of her mind…

		

		****

		

		Or at least she had told herself that she had. However, it wasn’t a week later, as she and Larry sat on the couch after watching a movie together, that she found herself admitting to her husband—from out of nowhere—that she was going to look for another studly black lover!

		“I think I want to start searching for a replacement for Shaun,” she confessed. “What do you think?”

		“What brought this on?” Larry asked, somewhat taken aback by her out-of-the-blue statement.

		“Oh, I don’t know,” Sloan answered somewhat evasively.

		She smiled at her husband and said, “I want another huge black cock to play with? It sound’s like fun to have another guy at our next gangbang party, with Hugh and Robin? I want to show off for you with a cock even bigger than Hugh’s?”

		Sloan shrugged and said, “Take your pick. They’re all true, to some extent!”

		Larry laughed and said, “Whatever you want, babe. You’re the hotwife here, after all!”

		She grinned and said, “Yeah, I am at that!”

		

		****

		

		It took Sloan several days of diligent searching to come up with a for-real prospect to replace Shaun, but she finally did. He was older than Shaun had been by nearly a decade, but he was just as tall and buffed out as her ex-lover was.

		And—if the photo of his erect cock and tremendous balls proved to actually belong to him, and not some other guy—he was even better hung than Shaun had been!

		The whole idea of that thrilled Sloan no end. She could just imagine her new guy showing up some Saturday night, along with Hugh and Robin; spending the night, fucking her exquisitely while they looked on and Larry filmed it all!

		The man’s name was Damien Winters and he was some sort of big deal sports agent who had offices in San Francisco, but lived in Mill Valley, just a few miles from the office Larry worked at in San Rafael. So he was relatively close, just as Hugh and Robin were.

		Sloan talked to him on Skype after they had exchanged emails, and they had a date for cocktails and maybe more on this Friday night. They were meeting in a hotel lounge in San Rafael and, if they hit it off, she’d be spending the night upstairs, in a suite he had offered to provide.

		“You will text me and let me know that everything is going alright?” Larry asked as she prepared to leave on her date.

		Sloan plopped herself down in her husband’s lap and said, “You know I will. Are you sure this is okay with you?”

		Larry looked at her with love in his eyes and said simply, “Have fun, kitten, and tell me all about it when you get home. That’s all I ask.”

		She felt her heart lift and said, “I promise, darling. Oh, God, I love our life, now that I’ve become a hotwife!”

		“So do I, honey,” Larry said, beaming at his wandering wife, “so do I.”

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		This is a fantasy, a work of fiction. Because of that, a minimum amount of condoms or other forms of “safe sex” were used in this book. I have found that their use slows down the flow of the narrative during sex scenes. Should you choose to participate in such behavior, however, please use protection.

		If you enjoyed this book, or even if you didn’t, I want to hear from you. I like keeping in touch with my readers. You may contact me at: ckralston@gmail.com with either brickbats or kudos.

		And be sure to visit my website at www.ralstonsrealm.com

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-31LM0S2X.jpg
C.K. RALSTON

SEOMR,
>

Ve
v





OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg
C.K. RALSTON

SEOMR,
>

Ve
v





