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		Prologue: Sharon

		

		At Last

		

		“I…I don’t think I’ll be home until sometime tomorrow,” Sharon Black stammered into her cell phone.

		

		Her husband of twenty-two years, Gary, didn’t say anything for a long time. When he finally answered her, it was with a question: “So…tonight’s the night, I guess?”

		

		“Yeah…I guess it is at that,” Sharon said; sounding sad, excited, guilty, and resigned—all at the same time.

		

		The two didn’t speak for what seemed like forever, until Gary said softly, with a wry undercurrent in his voice, “What’s different about tonight, babe?”

		

		“I’m more than a little drunk, for one thing; so I’m feeling bolder than I normally would. A lot of people from the office went out for Friday night drinks, like I told you before. And now everyone else has left,” she added a little hesitantly, “except for Derrick and me.”

		

		A few more moments passed, and then she added, “I don’t know. It just seems to be the right moment, somehow. Even though we both know it’s wrong as hell for me to really go ahead and do this!”

		

		Gary remained silent for a while; then asked, “Are you sure?”

		

		Sharon agonized over that. Was she sure? She and Gary had talked about the possibility that this might happen—that she might eventually go all the way and actually sleep with Derrick—a lot before tonight.

		

		They’d fantasized about it for weeks now, excitedly discussing the possibilities, bantering back and forth about her finally going “all the way” and cheating on him with the much younger man. Their ribald repartee had provided a new spark in the bedroom between Gary and her; the two of them fantasizing aloud about Derrick…fucking her!

		

		Now that it was about to happen for real, Sharon found that she was anything but sure!! She had been firmly convinced that she wanted this, moments ago, when she’d stepped outside the bar to make this call, standing in the chill evening air with the occasional smoker, telling her husband that she wouldn’t be home tonight; that she had decided to spend it in another man’s bed!

		

		“Where does he think I am tonight?” Gary asked suddenly, bringing her back to the present.

		

		“I told him that you were traveling on business,” she murmured into her cell phone, “that you won’t be home until Monday night.”

		

		“So you’ll be spending the whole weekend with him?” Gary asked, now sounding a bit worried.

		

		“No, nothing like that,” she was quick to reassure her husband. “I told him I have things to do at home this weekend; so that we could just be together for tonight.”

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		Just for tonight, Gary Black thought somewhat bitterly; you’re going to get to suck those luscious tits of hers for tonight only, Derrick; so you’d better enjoy them while you can! And you’d better ride my wife’s incredible pussy as often as you can get it up tonight…because tomorrow morning, she’s coming back to me!

		

		He tried to shake off those sour-grapes, feeling-sorry-for-himself thoughts and instead said brightly into the phone, “Well, I guess this is it, then.”

		

		Another long silence and then Sharon whispered almost plaintively, “Maybe I shouldn’t do this! Maybe we’re not ready!”

		

		Gary was torn nearly in two by doubt, by fear, in that instant. Part of him wanted to scream into the phone: Of course we’re not ready! We’ll NEVER be ready! How could you even think of doing this to our marriage after all these years?

		

		But another, more lascivious part of his psyche was screaming for her to go ahead and cheat on him! Deep down inside, he knew part of him wanted her to do just that; that he wanted this as much as she did!

		

		What kind of a man gets off on having his wife to spend the night with another man? He angrily asked himself that question for the thousandth time since all this had started a couple of weeks ago.

		

		A sick man, he answered himself after a few seconds more, the sort of bent fucker who probably should be taken out and shot!

		

		“You’re taking forever to answer me,” Sharon prodded him impatiently at that moment, “should I go ahead with this or not?”

		

		“We’ve talked about it for weeks,” Gary reminded her, “but that was all hypothetical. Now you’re about to make it into a reality.”

		

		After a few more seconds, Sharon replied softly, “Yeah, that’s the scary part, isn’t it? Fantasy is one thing, reality is quite another.”

		

		Gary asked, after another short pause, “You’ll text me later, if you can?”

		

		“Of course I will,” Sharon said, sounding relieved that the fateful decision finally seemed to have been made by one of them.

		

		The long-married couple said nothing more to each other as the moments seemed to creep slowly by, until Sharon finally whispered, “I love you more than anything: I always will!”

		

		And then she was gone…

		

	
		

		Chapter One: Sharon

		

		New Guy In Town

		

		“There he is now,” Laverne said, nodding toward a young man who had just stepped out of Harold Trask’s office. The two of them were shaking hands.

		

		“What a honey!” Debbie commented. “I’d love to spend a night or two in his bed!”

		

		Sharon looked up from her desk and asked sardonically, “Oh, and how would your husband, Jim, feel about that?”

		

		Debbie grinned and tossed her dishwater-blonde ponytail in mild defiance, saying, “Jim wouldn’t have to know about it. I’d wait till he was out of town.”

		

		“Get in line behind me,” Laverne told Debbie, also ogling the new hire across the office. “I intend to fuck that boy’s teeth loose one of these nights real soon! Just you wait and see if I don’t!”

		

		Sharon laughed, “You fuck ‘em loose and then Monroe will come along right behind you and finish knocking them out of his mouth!”

		

		All three women giggled at that statement. It was well known around the office that Laverne’s husband, Monroe, was the extremely jealous type: a towering, at times somewhat surly black man, he’d almost gotten into a fistfight at the last Christmas party with mild-mannered wimp Burt Conroy, who had committed the unpardonable sin of fetching Laverne a refill on her white wine while Monroe was in the men’s room!

		

		“Still…it might be worth it,” Laverne mused dreamily, staring intently at their newest reporter, “he’s yummy!”

		

		Sharon looked at the young man in question and had to admit that the other two girls were right. Derrick Neely was a real eyeful!

		

		Tall and muscular, Derrick had a mane of jet-black hair which he wore swept back and grown out clear down onto his collar, like he was some sort of medieval lord. For this, his first day on the job, he had chosen a gray tweed sport coat, charcoal gray slacks, and a dress shirt which he wore sans necktie.

		

		Derrick seemed to sense the three women’s eyes on him. Turning away from his new editor-in-chief, who was retreating back into his office, he focused his gaze on the three women and then shot them a huge, toothy grin which wouldn’t have looked out of place in a toothpaste commercial.

		

		As he crossed the room towards them, Sharon noticed that Derrick Neely didn’t just walk; he seemed to swagger as he weaved his way in between the desks scattered about the newspaper office. He stopped just short of the assembled women and said, “Ladies, I’m Derrick, the new guy in town.”

		

		“We know,” Debbie assured him, “I’m Debbie Smith and I work in personnel, so I know all about you from your application and resume.”

		

		“And I’m Laverne Conroy,” the tall, black, and beautiful Laverne introduced herself with big smile, offering him her hand to shake. “I’m a reporter myself, so I always make it my business to know everything that’s going on around me.”

		

		“Everything…that’s pretty impressive,” Derrick answered in an amused tone.

		

		“We girls believe in sharing information,” Debbie said, offering him her own right hand to shake as well, as she rattled off the facts about his career as a newspaper man thus far: “You graduated from Princeton seven years ago, majoring in journalism. And you’ve had several jobs at smaller papers in the south and Midwest before moving out here to accept this one.”

		

		“Guilty as charged,” Derrick responded disarmingly.

		

		He looked down at Sharon, who had remained seated at her desk and made a point of not offering her hand for him to shake just now. He asked, “What’s your name, beautiful?”

		

		“I’m Sharon Black, your new editor, Mr. Neely,” she replied in a tone that wasn’t unfriendly but wasn’t friendly, either. “So I suggest you get to work, now that we’ve all been formally introduced. That’s your desk, right over there, next to mine.”

		

		“You’re one of those strictly business types, eh, Mrs. Black?” Derrick asked, peering down at her wedding ring as he spoke.

		

		“I’ve found that to be what works best, when you’re a woman in management,” Sharon replied neutrally.

		

		“Well, I’m okay with that,” Derrick answered with yet another charming smile. “But I’m afraid I don’t have anything to work on yet. I just arrived in LA yesterday.”

		

		Sharon gave him a wry little answering smile and pointed to a thick stack of pages centered on his bare desk pad. “And that’s just for starters, Mr. Neely. There are a lot of stories in Los Angeles that need telling. I suggest you get busy and start telling them.”

		

		****

		

		“He’s a player; I can tell you that much, just from meeting him this morning,” Laverne assured the two of them at lunch that day.

		

		“I can believe that,” Debbie agreed eagerly. “Did you see those big brown eyes of his? Girls, I could get lost in those eyes!”

		

		“Honest to God,” Sharon told her slightly younger co-workers, the exasperation evident in her voice, “you two should hear yourselves talk! You’re both married, and yet you go on and on about this guy as if he was God’s gift to women!”

		

		“Oh, come on, Sharon,” Laverne chided her, eating some of her taco, “you can’t tell me you’d turn him down if he came knockin’ on your door some night soon?”

		

		“In a heartbeat,” Sharon assured her, digging into her enchilada. “Gary and I have been married for over twenty years. He’s all that I need.”

		

		“Yeah, but is he all that you…desire?” Debbie asked her slyly.

		

		The two other women guffawed in unison at that risqué question, and then Laverne added, “He’s complete female eye-candy, girl! You can’t tell me he doesn’t turn you on at all!”

		

		Sharon hesitated before she said, “Well, he is nice to look at, I’ll have to admit. But that’s all I want to do…look!”

		

		The three women shared a chuckle over that, and then went back to their lunches.

		

		****

		

		The first time Derrick Neely’s name came up in the Black household was that very night, during dinner. She’d asked Gary about his day, just as she always did.

		

		After he was done venting about the slow deliveries that had almost caused an inventory crisis at the large manufacturing company where he worked as quality control manager, he asked her about how things had gone at her office that day. She’d hesitated about mentioning the new addition to the reporting staff, but in the end, she had.

		

		“He’s exceptionally good-looking,” Sharon added when she’d finished describing Derrick, “so much so that it’s already causing a stir among the troops.”

		

		“Oh, what’s so special about him and just which troops is it causing a stir among?” Gary asked her.

		

		“Laverne and Debbie, if you can believe it,” Sharon said with a sigh. “They’re both all gaga over this guy’s cleft chin, brown eyes, and his long mane of black hair. He’s like a brunette version of Fabio; if you remember that goofball male model from the eighties and early nineties.”

		

		“We were both, like, ten or twelve years old back then,” Gary snorted. “I’m surprised you remember Fabio at all.”

		

		“Are you kidding,” She grinned across the dining room table at her husband, “a twelve year old girl…a red-hot, long-haired muscleman everyone was talking about? Of course I remember him!”

		

		“Sounds like Laverne and Debbie weren’t this studly new guy’s only conquests,” Gary suggested wryly, finishing up his dinner.

		

		Sharon laughed and said, “No way; he’s twenty-nine or thirty, tops. I’m an old lady of forty-one, you seem to forget.”

		

		“You’re a very well preserved forty-one,” Gary told her with a leer. “You’re one hot mama: you could pass for thirty-five all day long if you wanted to, without even trying.”

		

		His wife beamed at him, saying, “Keep talking like that, and you’re bound to get lucky tonight, mister!”

		

		“It’s true,” he told her simply, drinking the last of his wine.

		

		“Laverne and Debbie are far closer to Derrick’s age than I am,” she insisted, dismissing the conversation as finished with a wave of her hand.

		

		“And yet you’re hotter than either one of them,” Gary answered his wife truthfully.

		

		“Both of them are very attractive young women,” Sharon said defensively, feeling an obligation to stick up for her friends.

		

		“I’m not arguing that,” Gary replied, still favoring her with a smile that was more ogle than smile. “But you’re far sexier than either one of them; trust me on that.”

		

		“Oh, and just what’s your rationale for that statement?” Sharon persisted.

		

		“I’m a man,” he explained, smiling more expansively than ever. “We know these things.”

		

		Sharon had no reply for that; but she still was grinning about it as she cleaned off the dinner dishes and prepared to join her husband in the living room. What he had said just now had pleased her no end: it would have pleased any forty-something woman!

		

		And she knew somehow that he was right. Sharon Black had always thought of herself as being a minor genetic miracle.

		

		Though she had seen the last of her thirties two years ago, her body was still firm all over. Standing five-nine in her stocking feet, she was tall and willowy, yet curvy in all the places in which a woman wanted curves.

		

		She had bigger-than-average breasts but they hadn’t begun to sag downward yet, the way those of most big-chested women her age tended to do. And her butt was still tight and round and very desirable; just as her legs were long and perfect, the way they’d always been.

		

		Sharon had to admit, her frequent and strenuous visits to a local gym were a big part of her secret, as was her spa regimen for her skin. But her long, lustrous brown hair wasn’t showing any gray yet, and she thanked God there weren’t any unsightly wrinkles so far—crow’s feet—around her spectacular hazel eyes!

		

		But she knew all of the running, gym time, and facials in the world weren’t enough to hold off the ravages of time forever. She’d seen enough women who were roughly her age at the gym, naked in the shower room, to realize and accept that fact…

		

	
		

		Chapter Two: Gary

		

		Hot Damn!

		

		Gary Black was a happy man, over all. He had a good job, with lots of paid benefits; a knockout of a wife, plus a son that seemed to be turning out just fine, who was away at college these days.

		

		But he and Sharon had been married for a long time now. And sometimes his thoughts turned to…things he knew he shouldn’t have been thinking about!

		

		Like most men his age, he browsed the web from time to time, looking at porn. Lately, however, his porn preferences had taken a distinct turn away from teenage girls—who were rarely actually teenagers, when you looked closely at the models portraying teens on the net—to hotwife sites.

		

		To his mild shock, he found the whole idea of being a willing cuckold somehow held a morbid fascination for him. And the more he fantasized about it—the more he wondered how it would really feel if a guy’s wife…especially a hottie like his Sharon…was to cheat on him with another man—the more attracted to the whole notion of becoming a cuckold he found himself.

		

		He’d agonized over the reality of it—knowing it could never happen in his case anyway, since Sharon was as level-headed and true-blue a wife as a man could ever want—and yet he’d jacked his cock off numerous times while daydreaming about just that. Gary had been pleasantly conflicted over the prospects of never becoming a cuckold: and now this!

		

		Gary and Sharon had been married for enough years for him to be able to read his wife like the proverbial book. She’d claimed at dinner tonight to be completely immune this hot young stud, Derrick’s, charms—unlike Debbie and Laverne—but clearly she wasn’t; at least not entirely!

		

		He’d detected a telltale glimmer of excitement in her eyes earlier in the evening as she talked about the oh, so handsome new addition to the reporting staff. And even though she’d pretended to be appalled by her female co-workers fascination with the younger man, Gary had picked up on an eagerness about him that Sharon had carefully—though unsuccessfully—tried to keep hidden away!

		

		The net result of this was a hard on that refused to go away for Gary that night! He’d intended to watch some television with Sharon, as they usually did in the evenings, and then go to bed; not have sex but to sleep.

		

		He didn’t feel a bit like sleep now, as he fantasized about his wife and young Derrick being in bed together! So when she came into the living room, he stood up from the couch, crossed the room, and swept her into his arms…

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“What’s all this?” She asked him, totally taken by surprise by his sudden ardor.

		

		“Let’s skip TV for tonight and go right to bed,” he whispered; his green eyes hot with need for her.

		

		“All right,” Sharon said, bemused as she could be over her long-time husband’s sudden desire for sex.

		

		Like most couples who’ve been married for over twenty years, sex for them was usually a once a week occurrence—maybe even less than that during busy months like December. It was rarely like this anymore; abrupt, unplanned, and spontaneous.

		

		Gary kissed her just then, and the kiss wasn’t normal, either! He clearly wanted some tongue tonight; also unusual for them, unless they were half drunk and really horny for each other. And that was something that seemed to happen less and less frequently over the years.

		

		Sharon felt her nipples getting firm as Gary pressed her big breasts up against his chest and caressed her tongue with his. Her pussy seemed to suddenly be awash in lubricant as well!

		

		God, we haven’t done this in quite a while! She told herself as Gary waltzed her out of the living room, down the hall, and into the bedroom, his lips never leaving hers.

		

		Once they were in the bedroom, he was all over her! Sharon’s blouse, bra and then her skirt vanished as they continued to make out like a pair of love-sick teenagers.

		

		After that, the rest of her clothes soon followed and she found herself naked in the middle of their king size bed as Gary tore at his own clothing. When his pants and underwear came off, he turned out to be hard as rock: no sucking or fondling was necessary to stiffen him up tonight; that was for sure!

		

		God, he’s like he used to be clear back when we first started dating! She marveled, taking his brick-hard cock in her hand and moving the skin up and down as they resumed making out.

		

		And her long-time husband’s sudden passion was having an effect on her as well! Her nipples now felt as hard as two large pink diamonds on her chest, and she was overflowing with lube!

		

		“Got to have you now, babe,” he whispered into her ear as he broke off the kiss, reached down and took his throbbing dick from her grasp.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all she said as she felt the head of his nice cock sliding deep into her welcoming sheath.

		

		They’d fucked literally hundreds of times before over the years; maybe thousands, in their twenty-some years as a couple. But suddenly, it all seemed new again…

		

		Oh, God, this is sensational! She told herself as Gary began to ball her like crazy; treating her to a tooth-rattlingly great fuck!

		

		His kept his cock pressed up high and tight against her super-aroused clit, as he pounded down into her. She moaned and thrust her hips up off the mattress, impaling herself gladly on the lunging prick that felt like it belonged to someone other than her husband, the way it was reaming her out!

		

		“Oh, God, fuck me!” Sharon gasped as she realized she was about to come already!

		

		Gary pulled his head back and looked down at his wife’s screwed up-in-pure-ecstasy face. They both knew she rarely made a sound during sex, let alone begged him to fuck her!

		

		He grinned and banged into her harder and even deeper. She scrunched up her features and wailed, “Oh, damn, I’m coming so niiiiiiiiiicccceeee!”

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		That was frigging great! Gary told himself as he pulled his spent dick from his wife’s flooded pussy. We haven’t fucked like that in…YEARS!

		

		He smiled down at her almost shyly as he disengaged from her panting body and flopped down beside her on the bed. She looked over at him, her hazel eyes filled with curiosity, as she asked, “Where the hell did that come from?”

		

		When he didn’t answer right away, she pressed him with: “Not that I’m complaining or anything, but you were utterly incredible just now!”

		

		Finally, he shrugged and admitted, “It got me kind of hot, imagining that new guy in your office hitting on you.”

		

		“Kind of hot?” She chided him, smiling all the while. “Honey, that was the best sex we’ve had in ages!”

		

		Now that the cat was sort of peeking out of the bag, as far as his hotwife fantasies were concerned, Gary admitted, “The idea of other men wanting you…yeah, that makes me horny, for some reason.”

		

		She took a second to process that. When she spoke at last, she said, “Oh, you find the concept of other guys…paying attention to me, in sexual way, to be stimulating, rather than off-putting?”

		

		Gary felt his face coloring but—now that they were having the discussion he never really thought they’d have—he didn’t want it to end. So he conceded, “Yeah, I do. I’m just a cuckold at heart, I guess.”

		

		He’d said that last part lightly, as if he was kidding, just to get her reaction. Sharon smiled slowly and reached out to run her fingertips over his cheek as she whispered, “Really…the idea of me getting it on with another guy is somehow…okay with you?”

		

		“Not really,” he answered quickly, knowing what the proper response to that question should be and wanting to give it to her.

		

		But then he hesitated for a moment, realizing that he might never get this good of an opportunity again to share his somewhat shameful fantasies with her! After a long pause, he confessed, “Maybe…maybe I’d be okay with that.”

		

		He felt his face really getting red now, but he finished with: “I don’t know what to tell you, honey. I guess I’m really fucked up, psychologically. The idea of you being with another guy really gets me hard, for some reason!”

		

		At first, his wife looked completely shocked by his frank admission. But then she smiled reassuringly at him and said, “I’ve heard of that before. We should do some research on it, if that’s the way you really feel.”

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		Being an ex-reporter herself, Sharon was a natural-born researcher. She was careful not to use the computer on her desk at work but every night, as soon she got home that week, she looked up everything she could find about the cuckold lifestyle, hotwives, and anything else she thought might be germane to their situation.

		

		Now that Gary’s little…fetish had been admitted, they felt free to discuss the subject—and her findings concerning it—with no hesitation. That soon proved to have the unexpected side effect of amping up their sex lives like a strong dose of Viagra!

		

		“Some cuckolds like to openly watch their wives have sex with other men,” she murmured to Gary as he was ravaging her during their latest “discussion” of the lifestyle. “Do you think you’d like that, sweetie? If I ever decided to cheat on you, I mean?”

		

		Gary’s plunging cock gave a little lurch inside her and she thought for a moment that he was going to come. He groaned and said, “Maybe…maybe we could do that! I hadn’t thought about it!”

		

		“I think I’d like it,” Sharon sighed, looking up at her slightly bent husband with loving eyes. “If I ever did take a lover, I’d want for it to be an experience we could share; don’t you think?”

		

		Her husband closed his eyes and gritted his teeth, striving mightily not to shoot his load as he considered what she’d just said. Finally, he gasped, “God, darling, that would be so damn hot!”

		

		He gave her a kiss so incendiary that it threatened to melt the varnish off their headboard and started to come inside her. Sharon gurgled happily into his mouth, sucking avidly at his exploring tongue, and came right along with him!

		

	
		

		Chapter Three: Sharon

		

		New Reality

		

		She was happier than she’d been in a long time, and it showed. Sharon Black smiled more, laughed a lot more quickly and more easily, and seemed to be totally at peace with her life.

		

		Gary and she were having sex nearly every night now, and it was better than it had been in fifteen years or more! And it was usually spontaneous!

		

		Sharon never knew when Gary might start tugging at her clothes; throw her naked body down on the couch or even on the carpet in the living room, and fuck the holy living hell out of her! And she just loved it: the radical change in their sex lives was the best thing that had ever happened to their marriage, as far as she was concerned!

		

		One night, when Sharon had found a particularly hot web page concerning the hotwife lifestyle, she’d called Gary into her home office and pointed proudly the screen on her laptop. His eyes grew big as he watched the sexy pictures and the provocative sayings scroll by; all about hotwives, their studly, handsome lovers, and their cuckolded husbands!

		

		Silently, he unzipped his slacks and took out his semi-stiff cock. Never taking his eyes from the screen, he urged her in a soft voice to: “Suck it, babe! Suck my dick off while I look at this incredibly hot stuff you’ve found!”

		

		Sharon took his almost rigid prick in her hand and guided it eagerly into her mouth, still eyeing the screen out of the corner of her eye as she pushed down his boxers began to suck and lick at his manhood. She loved sucking cock!

		

		She’d loved it since the first night she’d been persuaded to try it by one of her first boyfriends way back high school, when she’d been a lowly freshman. Sharon hadn’t liked the taste of semen at first—it was definitely an acquired taste—but she’d gotten used to it over the years; to the point where she’d developed sort of a fondness for it by now.

		

		It’s not really the come itself that I like, Sharon told herself as she really went to work on her husband’s fat, six-inch cock. It’s what a woman swallowing a man’s jizz SAYS to the guy! All men seem to get utterly turned on by the sight of a woman worshipping their dicks with her mouth in this naughtiest of ways!

		

		She had to admit, the way her old boyfriends and Gary carried on when she was sucking cock for them really made her wet, too! That was another part of what she loved about the illicit act—how hot it made her, knowing that she’d been able to get them so aroused!

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, you’re really going after it tonight!” Gary groaned just then, as she continued to gobble him up.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Sharon murmured, her tongue polishing his big knob relentlessly as she sucked.

		

		She reached out and put both hands on his naked ass cheeks, kneading his flesh and pulling him into her mouth as she ate him up. Gary’s knees began to shake and she knew it wouldn’t be long now!

		

		It wasn’t. Within twenty seconds, he wailed, “Oh, fuck, this is so hot, babe! I…I can’t hold out any longer!”

		

		Rich wads of hot spunk began curling onto her tongue as she licked. She sighed out her own pleasure at making her husband come and swallowed it for him…

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		This is so goddamned hot I can barely stand it! Gary thought as Sharon began gulping down his spunk while he ogled the pictures on the screen.

		

		She’s as sexy as any of these bitches on the website we’re watching! Just look at her swallowing it all and licking for more!

		

		“Oh, honey, what a blowjob you give a man!” He sighed as the last little spurt of come dribbled into her sucking mouth.

		

		Sharon licked him clean, and then let his now-soft cock slip from her lips. Looking up at him, Sharon asked in a low, provocative whisper, “Do you think Derrick will like it, when I do that for him?”

		

		Gary felt himself shudder from head to toe as he envisioned that. He didn’t usually stop by Sharon’s workplace, but he’d taken her out to lunch just last week, with the goal of seeing this Derrick Neely guy for himself; just so he could image him clearly when Sharon was teasing him about fucking or sucking off her handsome young co-worker!

		

		“If he doesn’t, you’d better give up on him, because he’s nothing but a fag!” Gary growled as he bent down and extracted Sharon from her office chair and used her butt to scoot the lap top aside, so he could position her on the desk.

		

		“You animal; what are you doing?” Sharon protested laughingly as her husband stripped off her skirt, pantyhose and panties in an impatient rush.

		

		She had already lost her shoes somewhere on the way to the desk top. Now that he had her naked from the waist down, Gary lost no time in spreading her legs wide and kneeling down on the carpet in front of her.

		

		“I love this bare-pussy look,” he breathed as he stared down at her recently waxed mons.

		

		“Most of the younger girls at the gym are into this look now,” Sharon whispered, her clit throbbing in anticipation at what she knew was about to happen. “So I thought I’d try it.”

		

		Gary didn’t bother to comment further. He just licked her juicy slit from the bottom to the top, running his darting tongue over her clit a few times, eliciting a sharp intake of breath on his wife’s part, and then plunging it deeply inside her.

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah,” Sharon sighed in utter bliss. “Eat it for me! Eat my hot pussy and make me come, sweetie!”

		

		I wonder if Derrick is as good at this as Gary is, Sharon asked herself absently, giving in totally to the exciting new game she and her husband now played almost every night; imagining her giving herself to young Derrick just like this in the near future!

		

		She undid the buttons on her blouse and quickly got out of both it and her bra, leaving herself bare-assed atop the desk. Sharon began to roll her very erect nipples between her fingers while Gary continued to lap at her pussy.

		

		It’s so good…being totally open with each other like this! Sharon told herself as she got more and more turned on. I can’t even imagine myself doing this a month ago; sitting naked on top of my desk and having Gary eat me while I daydream about another man and play with my own titties!

		

		“Oh, babe; you’ve got me so hot!” Sharon groaned a minute later. “You’re eating me so great tonight; I’ve just got to come!”

		

		“You sure it isn’t from thinking about Derrick doing this, instead of me, that has you so ready to go off?” Gary panted with a knowing smile, taking a moment off from his frantic pussy licking.

		

		“Maybe,” Sharon beamed down at him, giving her nipples a little extra tweak, “I might have thought about him at little…here and there!”

		

		Gary snorted and went back to lapping at her juicy quim. She shuddered as she once again imagined Derrick doing this, right after she had sucked him off, the way she had Gary a few minutes ago!

		

		Sharon came; long and hard on her husband’s tongue, all the time dreaming about Derrick!

		

		****

		

		“You fucked him, didn’t you,” Debbie asked Laverne at lunch the next day, “you little tramp?”

		

		The question came from out of the blue. They had been discussing the menu in their favorite Thai restaurant, when suddenly Debbie had blurted out her inquiry.

		

		“What do you mean?” Laverne answered, doing her level best to look innocent.

		

		But she didn’t quite manage to pull it off. There was a guilty look lingering in her chocolate-brown eyes as she spoke that gave it all away.

		

		“I knew it!” Debbie groused, throwing her menu down on the table top angrily. “The way you two were looking at each other this morning at the office was a dead giveaway!”

		

		Laverne’s skin was very black, so it was difficult to tell whether or not she was blushing. But Sharon thought she might have been!

		

		“I didn’t mean for it to happen,” Laverne suddenly confessed, looking ten shades of sheepish. “We met for a quick drink after work last night…and one thing led to another.”

		

		“Where did you meet?” Debbie demanded.

		

		Laverne looked down at her own menu and murmured, “At his apartment.”

		

		Debbie angrily slapped her hand down on the table top and blurted, “At his apartment: what the fuck did you expect would happen?”

		

		“I…I thought I could handle him,” Laverne whispered, looking around the restaurant guiltily, to see if anyone had overheard what Debbie had just said.

		

		An uneasy silence descended on their table for the better part of a minute. At last, Debbie asked softly, “Well…was he any good?”

		

		Laverne smiled cattily and whispered back, “Good…girl that man is great, especially for a white boy!”

		

		“Does he have a big dick?” Debbie asked bluntly, excitement tingeing her voice.

		

		“It’s not really that it’s such a long one. But man, is it ever thick!” Laverne admitted, her own excitement matching her girlfriend’s.

		

		The black woman looked around; then continued in a low voice, “My man has a lot of cock, but Derrick surpasses him in girth, by….a lot!”

		

		Sharon felt as if she had been kicked in the stomach! She couldn’t believe that she was sitting here in this café—a place where the three of them had eaten dozens of times before—hearing what she was hearing!

		

		“Did…did you…suck it for him?” Debbie asked Laverne haltingly.

		

		“Girlfriend, I did it all for him!” Laverne bragged shamelessly. “I was only at his place for a little over two hours, but we did everything a man and a woman can do to each other, when it comes to sex!”

		

		She sat back in the booth and proudly closed with, “I don’t know if he uses Viagra or one of them. But that boy’s dick just refused to stay soft for long last night.”

		

		Another thought struck her and she added smugly, “At least it didn’t when I was around!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Four: Sharon

		

		Friday Night Drinks

		

		“Oh, man, I can’t believe she really did it!” Gary huffed as he banged into Sharon from behind, the power of his thrusts nearly lifting her off the bed.

		

		“He…he’s really thick, from what she said!” Sharon shared with her husband, turning and looking at him over her left shoulder.

		

		“Have you ever had a really thick one inside you?” Gary asked.

		

		“No, not really,” Sharon admitted, after reviewing the short list of her old high school and college lovers quickly. “Yours is the widest one I’ve ever experienced!”

		

		Gary’s chest puffed out a little at that, and he picked up his stroke, driving his wide cock in and out even faster. Sharon’s eyes grew heavy-lidded when he did that, the friction increasing on her clit in a way that she knew was going to get her off, and soon!

		

		“Would you…want to try one that big around?” Gary asked haltingly, as if he couldn’t wait to hear her answer, but was half dreading it at the same time.

		

		“Maybe,” Sharon replied teasingly, her pussy opening and closing around his driving dick as she thought about that. “Maybe I would; if I knew you’d be alright with me doing with it!”

		

		Gary groaned in that old telltale way and she knew he was about to cut loose inside her. That was okay with Sharon, because just the thought of taking Derrick’s thick cock up her pussy—the same pussy that Gary was fucking so beautifully right now—had her just about there as well!

		

		****

		

		“A bunch of us are going for drinks at Callahan’s tonight, right after work,” Derrick said to Sharon that Friday evening. “Want to come along?”

		

		“I don’t usually go to those things,” she answered. “Besides, wouldn’t you rather have a drink with Laverne, anyway? I hear she’s your new thing.”

		

		Derrick looked nonplussed for a moment. He recovered himself quickly after realizing that Sharon knew all about his brief tryst with Laverne earlier in the week.

		

		“She’s already told me she has to get right home tonight,” he confessed to Sharon. “Do you?”

		

		“I can do as I please,” she answered him with a bit of defiance in her voice. “My husband trusts me; as he should.”

		

		“I’m sure that’s true,” Derrick replied with a wry smile, “judging from all the times I’ve asked you out to lunch and you’ve turned me down since I started working here.”

		

		“Oh, I gather you’re not exactly hurting for female company,” she answered him in a taunting voice. “Besides Laverne, I’ve heard stories about you and several other girls here at the paper; most of them were married, too.”

		

		Derrick never turned a hair when she said that. He merely smiled and said, “I don’t mind if they don’t.”

		

		“You’re disgusting,” Sharon told him, but from the lightness of her tone, it was clear she didn’t really mean it.

		

		She found Derrick to be a slightly reprehensible young man…but one that was undeniably hot! When he smiled at her so charmingly—like he was doing right now—she felt her pussy getting wet. But she didn’t want him to know that!

		

		“Come on; change your mind about tonight, why don’t you?” He asked just then, turning up the wattage of his million dollar smile.

		

		“Maybe for just for one drink,” Sharon relented at last.

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		“Where are you two going?” Gary asked the question excitedly.

		

		“It’s not just the two of us,” Sharon corrected him. “A bunch of us from work are meeting at Callahan’s. It’s no big deal.”

		

		“Are you sure it’s not going to turn into something like happened between our boy and Laverne?”

		

		Sharon laughed and said lightly, “You wish, you big pervert! No, it’s just a few drinks after work. I’ve been to dozens of these Friday afternoon things over the years.”

		

		“Well, I won’t wait up for you,” Gary warned, returning her laughter.

		

		“I expect to be home by seven, you big goof,” Sharon said, hanging up on him as she drove toward the nearby tavern.

		

		“I really hope you’re not!” Gary said aloud as he crawled his way toward home along on the jammed up freeway in his own car. “That would be so damned hot!”

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		As there usually were at these after-work, Friday night get togethers, there were well over a dozen co-workers awaiting her in the bar. One of them was Debbie Saunders, but Laverne was conspicuously absent.

		

		“I think Monroe suspects something,” Debbie whispered to her as Sharon’s first drink arrived. “She said she had to get right home after work.”

		

		Sharon glanced over at Derrick, who was regaling Sylvia Hodges from advertising with some tale or other. Sylvia was a short girl, with straight brunette hair, a set of totally unbecoming bangs, and thick, horn-rimmed glasses.

		

		She wasn’t what you’d call attractive, but Derrick was leaning down, whispering in her ear as if she was the hottest movie starlet in LA! Sharon turned away and concentrated on her seven and seven, drinking half of it in three big gulps.

		

		Maybe all a girl has to have to interest our Derrick is a willing pussy! She thought to herself a little cattily.

		

		Where did THAT come from? Sharon asked herself in surprise. It’s not like Derrick and I had a…date or something! He just asked me if I was going to join the gang for some Friday night drinks, and I did! No big deal!

		

		“Hey, boss, glad to see you could make it,” Derrick’s voice whispered into her left ear just then.

		

		Sharon turned and saw him edging up to the crowded bar right next to her. Sylvia was now laughing and talking with some guy from accounting. Surprising herself at how much relief she felt over that, Sharon chided herself mentally, God, girl; POSSESSIVE much?

		

		“I didn’t think for a while there that you could tear yourself away from Sylvia,” she said to Derrick with a wry little smile.

		

		“Who’s Sylvia?” He asked; then he grinned and asked, “Oh, you mean the fat little brunette with the glasses over there? She was hitting on me, I’ll have you know!”

		

		“Sylvia isn’t really fat…she’s just big boned,” Sharon replied. “And she can’t help it if she needs glasses.”

		

		“Whatever,” Derrick said dismissively, “let’s talk about you and me.”

		

		Sharon laughed and said, “There is no you and me; and there’s never going to be! You’re just fantasizing if you think otherwise.”

		

		“Oh, really; I got you to come tonight, didn’t I?”

		

		“I felt like stopping off for a drink,” Sharon informed him, “so I did.”

		

		“You weren’t going to come until I convinced you,” Derrick maintained with his usual charming grin.

		

		“Get over yourself,” she advised him in mock anger, finishing up her cocktail. “The sun doesn’t rise and set on Derrick fucking Neely!”

		

		His smile widened as he said, “A propensity toward salty language; I like that in a girl.”

		

		“I’ve been working in newsrooms since you were in rompers, mister,” she told him, nodding to the bartender for a refill. “There’s always been a lot of language floating around.”

		

		“A tough, hard-bitten older broad who knows all the answers,” he said, all but laughing at her. “I like that too!”

		

		“Asshole,” she whispered softly, smiling at him in spite of herself, taking a big pull on her new drink as soon as it arrived.

		

		“Ooh, that’s it!” He said with a leer. “Keep talking dirty to me, and I’m yours!”

		

		She laughed and said, “You’re mine any time I want you, junior. You always have been!”

		

		****

		

		“Don’t!” She cautioned him, breaking off the kiss.

		

		Derrick had been reaching for the clasp at the front of her bra as they’d made out, and she’d barely had the presence of mind to slap his hand away at the last minute. Sharon began to re-button her blouse, a little surprised to find that all five of the buttons down the front of it had become open while their torrid make out session had gone on!

		

		“I just want to see them—they look to be spectacular—and maybe kiss them a little,” Derrick said, stopping her frantic fingers at the third button.

		

		Sharon chided him, “I’ve let you go too far already tonight! I shouldn’t be out here with you like this at all!”

		

		They were sitting in the front seat of his Audi. He had been telling her all about it and she’d casually mentioned that she’d never known anyone who drove an Audi.

		

		This was after four or five cocktails. Derrick had proved to be both an engaging story-teller and an all but irresistible raconteur over the course of the evening.

		

		Gradually, most of the other people from the office had left the tavern, so the two of them had gotten a table and sat down together. They’d eaten some bar snacks and talked until almost eight o’clock.

		

		Sharon had started to leave then, but Derrick had insisted on walking her to her car out in the lot. Then Derrick mentioned his pride and joy again—the new Audi—and had it turned out to be parked just down the row from her Chrysler.

		

		He had invited her to sit in it with him, so he could show off his expensive radio and—somewhere along the way—they’d shared their first kiss. That first kiss had been so great Sharon had wanted another, and bad-boy Derrick had been only too happy to oblige!

		

		And now it was almost nine o’clock and here she sat, her blouse open nearly to her waist with her tits on full display inside her skimpy bra. Sharon slapped his hand away again and quickly re-buttoned the blouse all the way this time, reaching for the door handle.

		

		“You’re not leaving yet, are you, beautiful?” He said.

		

		“I have to get home,” she answered truthfully. “My husband will be worried if I don’t show up soon.”

		

		“I was going to suggest a nightcap, at my place,” Derrick said innocently. “I live pretty close to here.”

		

		Remembering what had happened between him and Laverne; Sharon shook her head negatively and opened the door. She said, just before she exited the car, “Maybe next time.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Five: Sharon

		

		Should I?

		

		“Maybe next time…maybe next time,” she kept repeating aloud as she drove cautiously toward home, well aware that she was still very much buzzed from all the alcohol she had consumed tonight. “There isn’t going to be a next time; is there? What the fuck was I thinking?”

		

		Sharon thought of Gary waiting at home and realized that her horny husband was the least of her worries. He’d no doubt be thrilled that she had given in and made out with Derrick!

		

		“He’ll probably be disappointed that I didn’t go ahead and blow him, too!” Sharon muttered to herself aloud as she swung down off the freeway and headed for home.

		

		She took a deep breath. She had done something tonight that she would never even have thought about doing just a few short weeks ago!

		

		I kissed him! Sharon told herself over and over again as she neared her house. I actually made out with a guy ten years younger than me…and I ENJOYED it!

		

		She couldn’t very well deny that. Her pussy was still flooded with lubricant at the memory of Derrick’s muscular embrace; the feel of his lips against hers the thrill of his tongue gliding into her mouth as they kissed!

		

		Monday’s going to be a bitch! Sharon told herself ruefully as she pulled into her driveway and reached up for the button that opened the garage door. How can I ever face him, after I let him suck tongue with me tonight, and paw at my titties?

		

		And Laverne and Debbie were sure to find out! Just look at the way Debbie had known instinctively about Laverne’s recent night with Derrick!

		

		She knew from just a glance, Sharon told herself miserably as she reached for the door handle leading into the kitchen. And I’m not much of an actress…or even an accomplished liar, for that matter!

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		Where in the hell IS she? Gary asked himself as he paced around the kitchen, scotch in hand.

		

		He looked up at the clock and saw that it was a quarter to ten. A long sigh escaped his lips.

		

		This isn’t nearly as much fun as I imagined it being! Gary told himself as he nearly wore a circle in the linoleum beneath his feet. Not knowing just WHAT she’s up to; that’s nothing but cruel and unusual punishment!

		

		Derrick might be fucking her right this minute, for all he knew! Sharon could have another guy’s cock halfway down her throat even as he paced!

		

		“Oh, fuck, why did I ever encourage this?” He asked himself aloud, splashing more scotch into his empty glass. “This is agony!”

		

		Gary gulped down the searing liquor before it had a chance to even get cold atop the ice cubes. He rattled those empty cubes and reached for the bottle again.

		

		Just then, the door handle turned and Sharon stepped into the kitchen.

		

		“You’re home!” He blurted happily, putting both the scotch bottle and his empty glass down on the counter and rushing over to embrace her. “Thank God; you’re really here!”

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		Gary was so glad to see her she could barely believe it! He lifted her up off the floor, spun her around; then set her down and kissed her…hard!

		

		A spark of pure excitement seemed to arc between them as their lips met. Sharon’s pussy was once again gushing out lubricant and her nipples regained their hardness almost instantly!

		

		The steamy tongue kiss went on for well over a minute; then Gary broke it off and asked her anxiously, “What happened…did you…?”

		

		“No,” she rushed to assure him, “nothing major happened.”

		

		She saw the relief on her husband’s face as she said that, but then there seemed to be a flicker of disappointment present as well. Sharon smiled impishly as she added, “But I did let him kiss me!”

		

		Gary looked as if he had just been tasered. He blurted, “Was…was there…tongue involved?”

		

		She wrapped her arms around his neck and whispered, “Lots and lots of tongue, darling. And there were hands, too; his hands were all over my titties as we made out!”

		

		Gary gasped as he imagined that and she kissed him long and hard again. He was panting as they broke apart.

		

		She grasped his hand and said, “Come with me to the bedroom, and I’ll tell you all about it!”

		

		****

		

		“I’ll bet he wanted these, didn’t he?” Gary said, squeezing Sharon’s naked breasts lovingly.

		

		She moaned and admitted in a sexy murmur, “He sure did! He wanted to kiss them…to suck them!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I don’t blame him a bit,” Gary sighed as he licked her left nipple. “These are perfect, babe!”

		

		Sharon whined and wiggled around on the sheet, drawing her husband’s head into her breast as he began to suck at her nipple. She was imagining Derrick—red-hot Derrick—doing that, she really couldn’t help fantasizing about him, especially now, after tonight!

		

		“Oh, fuck, but his lips were hot,” she groaned to her husband as he changed nipples frantically.

		

		“Do you…do you wish you’d let…him do this?” Gary breathed heavily, right before he started to mouth her right breast tip.

		

		“I really wanted to,” she confessed, feeling like the baddest bad girl on earth as she said it, “Oh, honey, he was so sexy…so utterly irresistible!”

		

		Gary moaned and she looked down and saw that his dick was as hard as she’d ever seen it in twenty years of marriage! The thing was absolutely throbbing with lust and the veins were standing out on it!

		

		“You…you should have let him…fuck you!” Gary’s voice seemed strained to the bursting point as he croaked out the words.

		

		“Maybe I will,” she answered him in a low, sexy growl, “maybe next time, I’ll suck his cock until it comes in my mouth! Would you like that, darling? Would you like me to be really nasty with him for you?”

		

		Gary made a sound like a wounded animal as he straightened up and scrambled into place between her splayed open legs. His cock felt positively huge as it took her fully in one big lunge.

		

		“Oh, oh, God; fuck me,” she urged him, her arms going around his neck; her legs locking over his thrusting hips, “fuck me just like Derrick wants to, darling!”

		

		Gary groaned as if she was beating him with a whip and attacked her pussy like a mad man might…

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		“Oh, babe, I think that might have been the best fuck I’ve ever had in my entire life!” Sharon sighed as they disengaged. “You were so wild! I thought you were going to fuck me to death, there for a while!”

		

		Gary smiled over at her and said, “And that was just from him making out with you a little; squeezing your breasts. Imagine what I’ll do when you let him go…further!”

		

		She grinned at him and reached over to tousle his hair lovingly as she said, “Further…am I going to let him go further, dear? Just how far do you want me to take this?”

		

		“As far as you want it to go,” Gary replied confidently.

		

		He looked at his wife and confessed, “I discovered some things about myself tonight, about this whole cuckold/hotwife thing.”

		

		She stared at him expectantly, so he went on to add, “I won’t kid you: I was nearly out of my mind with worry…with jealousy, earlier, when it got to be nearly ten o’clock and you still weren’t home.”

		

		Chuckling now at how anxious he’d gotten when she was with his rival, he told her, “Being a cuckold isn’t for everyone. It’s nerve-racking.”

		

		Gary grinned and finished with: “But I realize now that the anxiety I was feeling is all part of the fun—the slight bit of doubt that you’d ever come home to me—that’s an integral part of the whole cuckold experience. I’d read about it, but I didn’t really understand it fully until tonight.”

		

		Sharon asked, after a few seconds of silence had passed between them, “Did you think I’d really leap into bed with him tonight, the first time I had the chance?”

		

		Gary thought about that for a moment, then said: “I didn’t know exactly how far you’d go; or that you’d do anything at all. You’ve got to remember that this is all new ground for both of us, kitten.”

		

		She smiled reassuringly at him and said, “Well, then we’d better explore it carefully. We don’t want to go too far, too fast, now do we?”

		

		The two of them just smiled at each other and said nothing for long moments. At last, Sharon asked, “Do you want to know a deep, dark secret?”

		

		“Sure,” Gary replied.

		

		“I liked what I did tonight, with Derrick,” she admitted to her husband in a soft voice. “I loved kissing him, and teasing him with my breasts, but not quite letting him have them.”

		

		“You’re a cruel little minx, aren’t you?”

		

		She laughed and said, “It’s not so much that; I just want to go slow so I can savor every step of the journey.”

		

		“Slow it is, then,” Gary said, taking her naked body into his arms again…

		

	
		

		Chapter Six: Sharon

		

		Going Slowly

		

		Monday proved to be far easier than she thought it would. For one thing, Derrick was absent from the office until well after lunch, chasing a political story that he had assured her on the phone might turn out to have national implications.

		

		And Debbie was busy processing a bunch of new applications for the receptionist job, now that Rebecca was entering her eighth month of pregnancy and would soon be taking maternity leave. Laverne had called in sick today, so Sharon felt she had totally skated on the guilt she had expected to experience today.

		

		By the time Derrick finally returned to the office, it was after three and the end-of-the-day rush was on, so she didn’t have much time to chat with him. She was too busy finishing up the editing for tomorrow morning’s edition.

		

		“What would you think about the two of us getting a quick drink after work tonight?” He asked her when it was nearing quitting time.

		

		“I think we had more than enough to drink on Friday,” she answered him coyly.

		

		“I was hoping we could meet at my place, right after work,” Derrick persisted.

		

		She thought about that for a long moment, her clit giving off a series of quick little twinges. But in the end, she said, “Maybe later in the week. I have to get home right away tonight.”

		

		“Oh, is there something special going on?” He asked.

		

		“Not really,” she told him with what she hoped was a tantalizing little smile. “It’s just that I’m making my husband’s favorite meal for dinner tonight and then we might make love.”

		

		Derrick looked slightly taken aback by what she had just said. She was grinning as she stood up from her desk and murmured, “Married people still do things like that, you know.”

		

		****

		

		“Tell me again; why did you shut him down tonight?” Gary wanted to know later that evening, when they were in bed together and she had just finished telling him all about her day.

		

		“I didn’t want to seem too anxious,” Sharon explained; reaching over to take her naked husband’s hard on in her fist. “I have one of these waiting for me at home any time I want it. He should realize that.”

		

		She leaned over and began to lick all around the head, staring up at him with her sexy hazel eyes as she lapped at him. He sighed and said, “You pretty much have it all, don’t you, babe; a loving, ultra-horny husband at home plus a young Romeo panting after you at work?”

		

		“Lucky me,” said Sharon, just before she started to blow him, “that’s just the way I like it.”

		

		****

		

		“Come on, Sharon, at least let me take you to lunch today,” Derrick pleaded that Wednesday. “You’ve been dodging me all week.”

		

		“Okay, but lunch means lunch,” she admonished him, looking up from her desk. “No fooling around…unless I say so.”

		

		“Do you think that’s a possibility?” He asked her with a little leer.

		

		She looked around the office before she answered; making sure no one was paying them any particular attention, before she said: “Maybe…I guess we’ll just have to see what sort of mood I’m in at lunchtime.”

		

		He grinned at that semi-encouraging answer and turned back toward his desk, picking up the telephone. She kept her eyes on him for a few seconds more; then returned to the article she was halfway through editing.

		

		In truth, she already knew how she would feel at lunchtime: Sharon Black was absolutely burning up inside!

		

		Last night, Gary had fucked her twice as they’d “discussed” Derrick and his unending desire for her! And it had been wonderful!

		

		But strangely, all that sex hadn’t seemed to totally satisfy her. Though Gary had made her come both times, she’d awakened this morning feeling as if she wanted more; but she’d realized she couldn’t get what she truly desired from her husband!

		

		As she glanced over at Derrick now, she knew only he was able to offer what she really needed. And since she was now all but positive her husband wouldn’t mind at all if she scratched that itch, she intended to do just that today at lunch…

		

		****

		

		“This is a deserted spot,” Sharon commented wryly, looking around at the part of the park Derrick had chosen for their little…”lunch”!

		

		There was to be no food involved. Both of them had known that from the moment they’d first gotten into his Audi together.

		

		His brown eyes were drinking every inch of her in, and her hazel ones were returning his hungry looks eagerly. He had driven to a city park not far from the paper’s office complex and he had found a place to pull into that was very secluded indeed.

		

		There were lots of big trees and shrubs to screen their activities from the various lunchtime strollers, moms pushing baby carriages, and the sun bathers who reclined on a broad lawn twenty yards away from Derrick’s car. She undid her seat belt and he did the same.

		

		“You won’t have to remove any of my clothing,” she whispered him excitedly as they both finished with their seat belts. “I’m not wearing a bra anymore—I took it off in one of the bathroom stalls just now, before we left the office, and shoved it in my purse—so you wouldn’t have to fool with it.”

		

		“What about panties?” He questioned her with a twinkle in his eye.

		

		“We’re not going to go that far today,” she replied, drawing him in for a hot kiss, “at least, I don’t think we are.”

		

		Suddenly, she wasn’t so sure about that, as Derricks tongue slid into her mouth as soon as their lips met, and her pussy started to moisten right away.

		

		We can’t fuck in broad daylight anyway, right in the city park! She had the comforting thought as he undid her blouse’s buttons and quickly reached inside while they made out.

		

		Oh, God, I’m actually doing it! She realized as Derrick’s exploring fingers touched her bare nipples for the first time. A man—who is not my husband—has my naked titties in his hand!

		

		And, Jesus, but it felt wonderful, as Derrick soon proved his adeptness at squeezing her nippies just the way she adored having it done!

		

		Sharon sucked at his tongue as if it was his cock and lolled back in the seat as he tugged and tweaked her tender flesh until she could barely catch her breath. His fingers on her breasts, the feel of his tongue gliding into her mouth; the exquisite sensation of his lips against hers—all of it was turning her on so much she wasn’t sure she wouldn’t give in and let him fuck her after all!

		

		She merely moaned when Derrick totally undid the front of her blouse, pulled it free from her skirt and bent his head so that he could feast on her bare nipples. Sharon shuddered at how marvelous his tongue and lips felt on her heaving breasts!

		

		And when he reached under her skirt and found the waistbands of her panties and pantyhose, she didn’t protest at all as he slipped his hand inside them so he could slide a finger inside her gushing pussy! Sharon moaned loudly as he began to finger-fuck her in time with his torrid nipple-sucking!

		

		Oh, damn; he’s going to make me come with just his mouth on my tits and his finger up my twat! She thought as the overpowering contractions started in her pussy and reverberated up through her ravaged breasts!

		

		“Uggghhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, God, oh, my dear God!” Sharon whined as she pulled her mouth away from his and started to orgasm a few moments later around his skillfully delving finger.

		

		She waited until the last ebb of feeling had left her pussy and then pulled his mouth off her heaving chest. As he looked up into her face, his own breath coming gasps, she whispered urgently, “Have you got a handkerchief?”

		

		“W-Why,” he wanted to know?

		

		“Because I’m going to suck your cock, but I don’t want to let you come in my mouth just yet,” she told him. “So when you’re ready to shoot, I’m going to jack you off into the hankie.”

		

		“Why are you going to do that?” Derrick demanded somewhat disappointedly.

		

		“Because I’m taking our relationship slowly—one step at a time—that’s why,” she informed him patiently, patting his cheek with her palm. “Relax; it’s still going to be fun. You’ll see.”

		

		****

		

		Derrick’s cock was as big around as Laverne had said it was. Sharon found that out for herself when she unzipped his trousers moments later and undid both his belt and the hook holding his slacks closed. She eased his hard cock out of the front of his boxers and examined it critically.

		

		“Holy fuck, it’s so damned wide!” She marveled as she looked down on the incredibly thick, girthy column of stiff male flesh she held in her fist.

		

		But she didn’t let that stop her. Sharon just opened her mouth as wide as she possibly could and slid the smooth dome of Derrick’s pussy-stuffer of a cock into her lips, licking as she went.

		

		He moaned in ecstasy as she forced all of him in between her sucking lips, her tongue never stopping in its obscene caress. He sighed as she eagerly started to bob her head over his lap, stroking her long brown hair absently as she blew him.

		

		Fuck, this is such a big one! Sharon thought ecstatically. I wonder if I can really take it up inside my pussy!

		

		She knew she was going to try. Maybe not today; not here in this park; but soon, that was now a sure thing!

		

		I guess Gary is going to get his wish, she admitted to herself as her stretched out lips glided up and down Derrick’s monster prick, I’m going to cuckold him. I simply can’t help myself, now that I’ve seen this cock…now that I’ve TASTED it!

		

		“F-Fuck, lady; you’re really good at this!” Derrick gasped after a few more minutes more of her avid, adept sucking. “Get ready, because here it comes!”

		

		Sharon straightened back up in the car seat again and plopped the head of her lover’s cock into the handkerchief, jacking it off expertly. Derrick threw back his head and screamed as jet after jet of thick, white-hot spunk shot out of his dick and into the cloth.

		

		“Ooh, so much!” Sharon sighed longingly, staring down at the growing pool of shimmering goo in the now-soaked hankie. “I’m going to have my work cut out for me, when it comes to swallowing that much!”

		

		Derrick groaned as he imagined her doing just that. His cock spat out a few more big wads of jism and then began to go soft as she held it.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I’ll bet your come is just yummy, too!” Sharon said softly, as she began to wipe the last of it off his dwindling dick while nuzzling his earlobe with her tongue…

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven: Gary

		

		Going Further

		

		“You…you jacked him off into his own hankie?” Gary asked his wife incredulously that night.

		

		“I did at that,” she admitted, stopping her ministrations to her husband’s hard dick, lest he come already.

		

		“Why did you do that; why didn’t you…swallow it for him when he came today? I know from years of experience that you don’t mind doing that at all!”

		

		She smiled indulgently up at Gary and whispered, “Because I’m going slowly, like we agreed. I’ll give him a proper blowjob eventually…I don’t know when just yet.”

		

		Because Gary still looked bewildered by her actions, Sharon explained, “I learned the hankie trick clear back in high school, when I liked a guy enough to suck his cock, but not enough to let him shoot off in my mouth.”

		

		When it became obvious that this explanation still left her husband in the dark, Sharon went on to say, “I’ve never been a girl who spits out a guy’s come. I always swallow it. So if I go all the way with a blowjob, I’m going to end up gulping it down as he watches.”

		

		She winked at Gary and said, “I’ve learned hat’s one of the biggest payoffs for most guys; watching a girl swallow his load. I didn’t want to start doing that right away for Derrick, darling. That sort of thing is reserved for you and you only; at least for now.”

		

		Gary finally smiled and said: “I get it; swallowing is like a special thing for you. And you didn’t want to give it away too soon.”

		

		Sharon beamed at him the way a grade school teacher smiled at her favorite pupil who has just answered a difficult question correctly, saying, “Slow and easy with our Derrick, sweetie. I can tell already that he’s a greedy boy who will want to fuck me silly every chance he gets, once we start doing that!”

		

		Holy fuck, it’s really going to happen! Gary shuddered he realized that his wife’s going all the way with the younger man was now inevitable! He trembled again as he let himself imagine that; big, strong Derrick really packing the meat to his little Sharon!

		

		Gary struggled to keep from shooting off then and there. Somehow, he did…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, sweet Jesus, Gary,” she moaned in gathering bliss, “give it to me really hard, just the way Derrick’s going to when I finally let him do me!”

		

		Gary moaned at the thought of that and plowed his wife’s pussy even harder. He was spooned behind her and it was the middle of the night, but he didn’t care what time it was!

		

		After a great fuck—right after she’d told him how Derrick had fingered off her pussy today in the park and she’d rewarded him with her hankie blowjob—they’d fallen asleep in each other’s arms, their naked bodies spooned up against one another. He’d awoken just a few minutes ago, only to find his dick as hard as it could be once more as he lay cuddled up against his wife’s bare ass cheeks.

		

		He’d simply slipped it into her and had started to fuck her, without even bothering to wake her up! To his vast relief, she hadn’t minded a bit; gradually coming awake as she rocked her hips back into him, calling out both his name and Derrick’s as their balling had grown faster and faster!

		

		This was fucking sensational sex! It was the kind of wild, impromptu love-making that he’d always day-dreamed about but never expected to experience in real life!

		

		Sharon was morphing into the kind of wife he’d secretly always fantasized about; an out-and-out slut in the bedroom, and the perfect helpmate and mom the rest of the time. He couldn’t quite believe his luck that this was really happening…

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“Hello, gorgeous,” Gary greeted his radiant wife when he came into the kitchen the next morning. “You look absolutely sensational today.”

		

		She was wearing one of her newest business suits along with a frilly blouse and a bolo tie. Sharon had on four inch heels; which made her well over six feet tall this morning and showed off her long, spectacular legs, which were encased in a pair of sexy black stockings today.

		

		“You don’t think it’s a little too much for the office?” She asked him.

		

		“Not a bit,” he assured her, pouring himself a cup of coffee. “But I think it will get young Derrick all stirred up; that’s for sure.”

		

		“It might,” she allowed with a knowing little smile, deftly cracking two eggs into the frying pan.

		

		“Are you going to…do anything further with him today?” Gary asked, sitting down at the table as he watched her finish up his eggs; then slide them onto a plate and add a few strips of crisp bacon and a slice of buttered toast.

		

		“I don’t know,” she told him, thinking about it. “Why, do you think I should?”

		

		“Whatever you want to do,” Gary said, digging into his food as soon as she brought it over to the table. “Whatever you feel comfortable with doing.”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you’d better be careful what you say, mister,” she teased him good-naturedly. “’Whatever I feel comfortable with’ takes in a lot more territory than it used to just a week or so ago!”

		

		He just chuckled and began to dig into his breakfast…

		

		****

		

		“I know what you’re doing,” Laverne told her that morning in the office.

		

		It was Laverne’s first day back at work. Though the puffiness was leaving her split-open lip and her two black eyes weren’t quite as noticeable as they might have been on Monday—due to her ebony skin tone—they were still there.

		

		Sharon knew without even asking that Laverne’s hulking husband, Monroe, had given her a beating over the weekend that must have been terrifying to endure. She was surprised Monroe hadn’t gone after Derrick instead!

		

		“What do you mean, Laverne?” Sharon finally answered her friend.

		

		Laverne gave a short, huffy snort through her nose and whispered, “You’re fooling around with Derrick now. It’s obvious from the way you look at him; from the way he smiles back at you!”

		

		“Look, the two of us have been friends for years now, but my personal life is my own business, okay?”

		

		The black woman pointed to her swollen lower lip and whispered, “You’d better watch out; that’s all I’m sayin’, girl!”

		

		“Gary isn’t like Monroe,” Sharon assured her in a low voice. “I’m not gonna’ get beat up like you did.”

		

		“There’s more than one way to get beat up,” Laverne warned her through clenched lips before stalking away.

		

		****

		

		“Lunch today,” Derrick asked just before noon.

		

		“No, I’m afraid not,” Sharon replied, loving the way his hopeful face dissolved into disappointment when she turned him down.

		

		After letting him twist in the wind for a few more seconds, she smiled and said, “I might be up for a quick drink after work, though.”

		

		Derrick’s handsome young face lit up at that news. He said, “My place, at say around five-thirty?”

		

		“No, I don’t think so,” she countered, “not yet. Shall we say Callahan’s at around the same time?”

		

		He brightened visibly at that, but he whispered, “We’d have a lot more privacy at my apartment.”

		

		“That’s what I’m afraid of,” she smiled up at him smugly. “We’re still at the Callahan’s stage of our relationship.”

		

		“Callahan’s it is then,” he agreed, acceding to her deft handling of his bull-rush attempt to get her over to his place, “at around five-thirty.”

		

		****

		

		“I’m afraid you’re going to have to see to your own dinner again tonight,” she told Gary at three that afternoon, on her cell phone.

		

		“Oh, do you have another engagement this evening, I hope?”

		

		“Derrick and I are meeting for a drink at Callahan’s at five-thirty,” she advised him.

		

		After a momentary silence, he said, “Should I expect you home tonight?”

		

		“Eventually,” she teased him, drawing out the word.

		

		“What’s your plan?”

		

		Sharon laughed and said, “I don’t really have one. I intend to just see what develops and play it by ear. I’ll tell you all about it when I get home!”

		

		****

		

		“You parked a long way out in the lot tonight,” she told him accusingly as they approached his Audi.

		

		“I thought it would be more private,” he said, unlocking the sleek sedan with his key fob, “and there’s also a good deal less light at this end of the lot.”

		

		“My, my, you seem to have thought of everything,” she said to him, patting his cheek with her palm as she reached for the passenger side door handle.

		

		“I was hoping we might sit in back tonight,” Derrick told her, opening the rear door.

		

		“It does look considerably…roomier,” Sharon said, peering into the car.

		

		“That’s what I thought,” Derrick said, helping her inside with a devilish grin on his face.

		

		****

		

		“S-Suck ‘em; just like that!” Sharon sighed, shoving her bare left breast into his hungry mouth.

		

		She was naked to the waist and her wet panties and pantyhose lay in a wadded up ball on the floor. Derrick’s fat cock was out, and she was tugging at it as he went after her naked tits.

		

		He lifted up her skirt impatiently and tried to maneuver her body over onto his upraised prick. She demurred, opening her legs for him and panting in his ear, “Finger me; just like last time! I’ll come for you! I promise!”

		

		“Screw that,” Derrick huffed, pushing her onto her back on the seat. “If you won’t let me fuck you, I’m going to at least eat this hot little pussy of yours tonight!”

		

		“Oh, God; go ahead and do it!” She implored him as he began to shower light, sucking little kisses all over her lower lips. “Slip your tongue inside me, and make me come, darling!”

		

		Derrick began lapping at her wet-with-excitement pussy like a man possessed. He ground his tongue into her depths, being careful to ease it in and out over her clit.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck; that feels so great!” Sharon babbled mindlessly as he tongue-fucked her.

		

		“This will make it feel even better,” he growled confidently, shoving his big finger into her gushing pussy slit and finding her g-spot.

		

		“Guh-gaaawwwwwdddd!” She gasped, her whole body suddenly shivering with feeling as he licked her clit with his supple tongue while fingering her g-spot with his buried finger.

		

		“How’s this, baby; do you like it?” He asked her triumphantly, taking her right nipple in his free hand and tweaking it just the way she loved it as he returned to his dual assault on her pussy!

		

		“F-Fuck…I’m going to come!” She screamed a minute later, her body twisting and shivering on the car seat beneath him as she spasmed out of control!

		

		So good, she thought, this guy is so great with his hands and mouth! I can’t wait to see what he can do with that fat cock of his!

		

		****

		

		“Don’t hold back,” she gasped after that sensational orgasm—nearly ripping his trousers in her haste to totally free up his cock and balls—yanking his belt open, as well as the hook that held his pants closed. “I want to swallow it all for you tonight!”

		

		“No hankie this time?” Derrick’s voice cracked with anticipation as she began to lick his cock head.

		

		“No more playing around, darling,” she breathed out heavily, “this time…I want to taste you!”

		

		With that, she simply attacked his cock with her mouth! Up and down her lips slid, taking in all of him with each head pass; her tongue never still.

		

		Derrick didn’t last long tonight. He knew just what she wanted and he seemed to be in a hurry to give it to her.

		

		After only a few minutes of her frenzied licking and sucking, his body stiffened beneath her and she heard him croak, “Oh, fuck; here it comes! And get ready to swallow, because there’s going to be a lot of it!”

		

		Sharon gulped down the first splash easily enough, but the second one proved even bigger. And the third one was bigger still…

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight: Gary

		

		A Little Something

		

		Gary knew in an instant that everything was different now, just from the provocative, teasing way his wife sashayed into the bedroom and began slowly stripping off her clothes; reminding him a little of a dancer working the pole in some nudie bar. In what seemed to be only seconds, Sharon was completely naked and in bed with him.

		

		She threw back the covers to reveal his nakedness and his half hard prick. Smiling, she took his stiffening dick in her hand and began to fist it as she murmured, “Got a little something for you, left over from my being with Derrick tonight, baby.”

		

		Gary started to ask her what it was when she suddenly leaned over and pressed her lips onto his, her tongue depositing a small wad of slime onto his. He shivered, knowing instinctively what was in his mouth!

		

		“His…his…come; you just fed me his come!” Gary gasped; shuddering all over once again after he had swallowed the tiny “gift” she had given him just now.

		

		“That’s right, dear,” she sighed, leveraging herself onto his now very hard cock and sliding it up into her warm depths, “no hankies tonight!”

		

		“Oh, you hot bitch!” Gary whined as Sharon began to ride his buried cock. “Is that his…stuff I feel up inside your pussy? You seem really wet tonight!”

		

		“No, I didn’t let him fuck me yet. It’s just that I’m really slippery inside from blowing him…and from telling you about it!” She whispered the words before kissing him again, her obvious arousal igniting his to new heights! “This tight little pussy is still all for you, Gary my-love!”

		

		That’s…that’s what she said about her blowjobs not too long ago! Gary realized as they began to fuck in earnest…

		

		****

		

		“That orgasm nearly tore the top of my head off!” Sharon sighed happily as she slid off her husband’s softening dick. “You really fucked the hell out of me, darling!”

		

		“You were the one doing the fucking,” Gary grinned over at her. “I was merely along for the ride!”

		

		Her face colored a little as she gushed excitedly, as though she still couldn’t quite believe it herself, “I blew him! I sucked off another man tonight and came right home and to tell you all about it!”

		

		Sharon drew in a deep breath and admitted, “That was so damn hot, I could barely stand it! I felt like the world’s biggest slut when he came in my mouth…and yet I didn’t, because I knew you wouldn’t be angry with me for what I was doing!”

		

		Gary just smiled at her for long moments while they both thought about that. Finally, she said, “This hotwife stuff is like magic. Blowing Derrick, letting him suck my tits and eat me until I came…then rushing right home and sharing it all with you…it was the single hottest feeling I’ve ever experienced!”

		

		“Me too,” Gary sighed in utter contentment, reaching out to stroke her long brown mane.

		

		“And you’re not jealous at all?” She asked him, her voice having gone somewhat wary. “You’re not a bit angry with me, for cheating on you with him?”

		

		Gary smile faded and he shifted uncomfortably on the bed under her watchful gaze. He shrugged and said, “Maybe a little; it’s a perfectly human reaction.”

		

		His smile returned as he whispered excitedly, “That’s all part of being a cuckold, I guess. The jealousy, the realization that your wife is sucking off another guy’s dick and not yours…that’s all built into the equation, I guess.”

		

		“You’re a very complicated man, Gary Black,” she whispered affectionately as she grinned over at him, reaching out to ruffle his hair. “Who knew?”

		

		“And you’re a slut, Sharon Black,” he told her, smiling back. “But don’t worry. I love you anyway. After all; nobody’s perfect!”

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		Sharon was smiling from ear to ear as she sauntered into the office the next morning, right on time as usual. She and Gary had enjoyed another blisteringly hot fuck just before they’d gone to sleep in each others arms last night.

		

		And everything had been just as fine between them this morning. There had been no recriminations about her cheating on him; no regrets.

		

		Instead, there had been excited talk at the breakfast table about where this affair with Derrick might be headed next. Should she go ahead and accept his invitation to have a drink at his apartment the next time he asked? Should she let him…fuck her right away, or make him wait a little longer?

		

		Gary—like a typical horny man—wanted her to give in immediately, so she could run home tell him all about it. Sharon, on the other hand, was leaning towards the idea of taking everything a lot more slowly; making poor Derrick really work for her pussy!

		

		She still liked the notion of taking one step at a time; just letting it happen. Even now, as she sat down at her desk and glanced over at Derrick, she thought to herself: God, he’s so handsome! And he’s got that awesome dick, and I love that! But my gorgeous, spectacularly-hung boy-toy is going to have to wait a little longer…

		

		“Hey there, sexy, and how are you this morning?” Derrick asked her just then in a low whisper, noticing that she was staring at him.

		

		“No complaints,” she whispered back. “I had what you might call a very…interesting night last night. You know all about the first part of it, and that was loads of fun.”

		

		As she turned on her computer and got ready to face the day, she went on to murmur, “But Gary, that’s my husband, was feeling more than a little frisky last night as well, when I got home.”

		

		Sharon dropped her voice still lower, until she was sure that Derrick alone could hear her, as she added, “We made love intensely, I’ll have you know, just before we went to sleep. It was really sensational!”

		

		Derrick looked slightly miffed at this revelation, blurting, “If you’d have come back to my place with me, like I wanted you to, you and I could have done that! And it would have been a whole lot better than anything your…husband could have ever given you; I can promise you that much!”

		

		“Maybe; maybe not,” Sharon answered slowly, taking delight in teasing her clearly jealous lover, “we’ll just have to see, now won’t we?”

		

		The man she had given that sensual blowjob to only last night glowered at first—when she said that—then his face brightened as he asked, “When? When will you let me prove it to you?”

		

		“Mmmmmm, I don’t know yet,” she put him off with a tiny smile, “but soon, I think.”

		

		After a few seconds had gone by, she said in a louder, more business-like tone, “Now, where is that story on yesterday’s city council meeting you promised me for me this morning?”

		

		“Uh, almost done,” he stammered, turning hastily back toward his computer. “I’ll have it for you in a few minutes…”

		

		****

		

		Sharon realized that—as she ate lunch by herself that day for the first time in ages—her affair with Derrick was causing a rift between her and the girls, even though she had thus far steadfastly refused to admit to them that it was happening. Laverne and Debbie had left for lunch together as usual and they had made a point of not asking Sharon to join them.

		

		I’m sorry, but I just don’t feel comfortable with sharing my little fling with those two, no matter how close the three of us have always been in the past, Sharon thought self-righteously as she sat alone in another restaurant, listlessly picking at her chef’s salad with her fork.

		

		I know Laverne told us about that night she went over to Derrick’s apartment, but I’m not Laverne! Sharon maintained somewhat defensively as she ate some more of her salad. And as for letting those two in on Gary’s and my little cuckold/hotwife experiment—there’s no way in hell I’m doing that!

		

		For one thing, she didn’t want to take a chance on those sorts of rumors starting up in the office. It was bad enough that either Debbie or Laverne might let their suspicions about her and Derrick slip out to one of their co-workers!

		

		I’d deny it, of course, if that were ever to happen, Sharon told herself reassuringly. And most people would believe me, because I’ve never done anything like that before, in all the years I’ve worked at the paper.

		

		And that had been for over twenty years now. She had started there right out of college as a copygirl, accepted assignments on some of the less desirable beats in order to work her way up to reporter, and had finally made associate editor five years ago.

		

		As such, she was now considered a part of the senior management team. Sharon had worked hard to get where she was and she didn’t intend to lose it all over a charming boy-toy like Derrick, now matter how cute he was or how thick his cock might be!

		

		She smiled as she thought about her new flame. He was completely scrumptious to look at—both in and out of his clothes—she had to admit. And he was a great lover!

		

		Sharon thought her darling Derrick was worth a little bit of danger—the chance that their affair might be revealed did add a dash of spice to it, after all—that was certain. But he wasn’t worth her career; and that was even more certain!

		

		****

		

		She thought carefully about her situation with Derrick on her three block walk back to the office from lunch. And she realized that her decision to go slowly with him might serve to make his infatuation with her last longer than it normally might have.

		

		Derrick was definitely a player. Laverne had been oh, so right about that!

		

		Had she given in to his advances as quickly as her black friend had, Derrick would have surely moved on by now. In her experience, guys like Derrick were completely predictable.

		

		Lotharios like him were tantalized by the pursuit of a woman: that was their real interest. Once they had successfully in seduced a girl, their passion for her tended to wane quickly as they moved on to their next conquest.

		

		As she walked back into the lobby of her building, she told herself that if she wanted gorgeous young Derrick to hang around for a while, she had to maintain her semi-hard-to-get stance with him. Giving Derrick too much, too soon, was the surest way to lose him!

		

		And she didn’t want that to happen just yet. She and Gary were having too much fun with this whole hotwife thing for that…

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine: Sharon

		

		When?

		

		Gary shifted around on the surface of the bed and trapped his giggling wife in his embrace. Both of them were naked and they had been fooling around for the better part of an hour now, just talking about all the things Sharon had already done with Derrick and what she might do in the future.

		

		“When are you going to let him…fuck you?” Gary growled into his wife’s ear insistently as he drew her still closer.

		

		“I don’t know….soon…maybe?” She teased him, pretending to try and twist her way out of his bear-like grasp.

		

		Sharon half turned toward her husband and asked with a provocative little smile, “Why do you want it to happen so badly? Are you tired of me? Do you need another guy to take up the slack; don’t you want to fuck me anymore yourself, darling?”

		

		“I’ll show you who’s tired of this hot little pussy,” Gary muttered in mock outrage, pushing her onto her back, climbing between her legs. “I’ll show you who still can’t wait to fuck this tight slit of yours!”

		

		“Mmmmmm,” sighed his wife as he slid into her wet lips, clear up to his balls. “I guess you do still want me at that!”

		

		Once Gary had been happily rutting away inside her for a minute or two, she asked him in a sultry voice, “Doesn’t it bother you…knowing that Derrick might soon be doing what you’re doing right now; that he’s just dying to fuck me?”

		

		“I don’t blame him a bit,” Gary whispered, ramming himself into her even harder. “You’re a great lay! You always have been!”

		

		“And you’re sure you want me to let him…lay me as well?” She cooed the words up at him, as she began to toss her hips effortlessly beneath him, meeting him thrust for thrust.

		

		Gary trembled all over as he confessed, “God help me, but I think I do…”

		

		****

		

		“There’s a bunch of us going to Callahan’s tonight, after work,” Derrick said softly, leaning on her desk with both palms. “Are you going to stop by for a while?”

		

		“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” She answered him with a coy little smile. “What’s the matter; are those big nuts of yours full again; needing them drained already, are you?”

		

		“Yes and yes,” Derrick answered her with a bold grin. “Aren’t you interested in helping a fellow out in his time of need?”

		

		“Well, I’d like to,” she replied teasingly, “but I’m afraid I can’t tonight. “My son is back from college. It’s the end of the school year. He’s on his way to Europe for the summer, but he arrives home tonight.”

		

		Derrick sighed and said, “Bad timing on my part. I’ll sure miss you at Callahan’s. It just won’t be the same without you, doll.”

		

		“Oh, I’m sure you’ll find something to do,” she told him dismissively, hurrying to finish editing the article she was working on before deadline.

		

		****

		

		She made sure to get home in time to serve Gary Junior’s favorite dinner; pot roast, slow-cooked all day in the crock pot, with potatoes and carrots topping off the dish, plus a cherry pie for dessert. While it was true that the pie was from the grocery’s store bakery department and not from her own oven, it proved to be delicious just the same: Gary Junior loved it.

		

		He’d started to pour himself a glass of red wine with dinner and Sharon’s eyes bugged out in shock. Her baby couldn’t possibly be drinking wine yet, could he?

		

		“Hey, Mom, it’s a little different at college; booze is readily available in the dorm,” he informed her with a smile, waving around the bottle of zinfandel. “And from what I understand, they don’t check ID’s too closely in Europe either, if you look old enough.”

		

		“Be that as it may, young man,” she said primly, leaning across the dinner table and snatching the bottle away from him before he could finish filling up his glass, “there’ll be no wine guzzling at home for you until you turn twenty-one!”

		

		Her son laughed, toasted her with his half-full glass, and said, “Right; and then—after I graduate from school—I’ll come home and never leave the house or go out look for a job. It’ll be just me and my trusty wine bottle, lounging around on the couch, watching TV all day!”

		

		Both Gary Junior and his dad laughed at the horrible scenario he had just painted, but she didn’t. Sharon pretended to glare at the chortling duo and said with faux disappointment, “I can see it all now: the two of you will probably become hopeless sots in the near future. It will be up to me to earn enough money to keep a roof over our heads, I guess!”

		

		“You go, girl,” Gary Junior teased her still further, pointing at her own full wine glass. “Now have a drink and calm down, won’t you?”

		

		The three of them all laughed this time and toasted each other. God, it felt good to have the young scamp home again, even if it was for less than a week…

		

		****

		

		“Did he do that thing with his finger and your g-spot while he ate you?” Debbie asked Laverne in a low whisper.

		

		Sharon had been able to catch only the last part of the whispered sentence as she approached Laverne’s desk, but that was enough to tell her Debbie had taken her place in Derrick’s bed last Friday night! Her two estranged friends looked up at her as she drew near and they began to fidget nervously as she stood staring down at them.

		

		“Well…I was going to ask how your weekend was,” Sharon said icily, her gaze turning exclusively to the blushing Debbie, “but I guess I know how it was, in your case!”

		

		“It…it just sort of happened!” Debbie stammered guiltily. “Jim was going to be stuck in Denver until Saturday afternoon, because of some cancelled flights so I stopped by Callahan’s Friday night, and Derrick was there. And, after a few drinks, I mentioned to him that my husband wasn’t going to be home that night…”

		

		“Did Derrick spend the night at your place, or did you spend it at his?” Sharon asked her with a resigned sigh, cutting her off in mid-excuse.

		

		“M-Mine,” Debbie confessed with a big sigh of her own, “Tania and Mark were sleeping over at their friends’ houses, and I was afraid that Jim might call from Denver and I wouldn’t be there to take the call, if I stayed at Derrick’s.”

		

		Sharon’s head was spinning! She was jealous as she could be, and yet she realized that she had no right to feel that way!

		

		She and Derrick weren’t an “item”. They never could be.

		

		Sharon was married, for God’s sake! And Derrick…Derrick was free to do whatever, or whomever, he pleased!

		

		“Well, did you enjoy that fat dick of his?” Sharon asked after another thirty seconds of awkward silence.

		

		Debbie giggled with obvious relief and whispered, “God; did I ever?”

		

		She looked around the office, making sure no one was eavesdropping on their lurid conversation; then said, “Jim’s cock is long, but it’s kind of…skinny, I guess you’d have to say.”

		

		“That description doesn’t fit Derrick’s at all,” Laverne chimed in just then. “That thick fucker of his really fills a girl up!”

		

		“You can say that again!” Debbie whispered her excited agreement. “And I’ve never been fucked so hard in my whole life, as I was by his big pussy-stuffer of a prick!”

		

		They both looked expectantly at Sharon, who finally shrugged and admitted, “It is huge; I’ll say that for it!”

		

		The three of them shared an illicit little chuckle over her confession and in that instant; Sharon knew the Three Musketeers were back in business!

		

		****

		

		“I hear you had an interesting weekend,” Sharon said to Derrick in a low voice later that morning.

		

		He looked blank, so she added, “I talked to Debbie.”

		

		“Oh…that,” Derrick replied off-handedly, as though his night spent with another married woman was hardly worth mentioning. “You weren’t there Friday night, so I thought I’d…uh…use the opportunity to…get to know Debbie a little better. And I did.”

		

		She glowered at him, whispering hotly under her breath, “You’re fucking incorrigible! You should have that dick of yours on a leash or something, to keep it from leading you astray!”

		

		He merely grinned at that notion and said, “A leash…kinky; come over to my place some night and bring along your leash, or your favorite whips and chains for that matter, and I’ll let you tie me up any way you want!”

		

		She smiled at the mental image of a take-charge guy like Derrick all trussed up and submissive, and advised him, “You’d better be careful who you make offers like that to; some girls are the jealous type. One of them might just cut that wandering cock of yours off while you’re all tied up!”

		

		Derrick’s smiling face went pale at the thought of that, but then Sharon laughed and so did he, saying, “You really had me going there for a minute there, boss!”

		

		“Good; I’m glad I gave you something to think about,” she answered and then pointed to his computer. “Now get back to work!”

		

		****

		

		“He fucked Debbie too?” Gary asked that night when she told him about what had happened last Friday, clearly impressed by Derrick’s recent track record with the women in Sharon’s office.

		

		“Keep your voice down,” she cautioned him, “I think I heard Junior come in a few minutes ago.”

		

		“Oh, hell, I’m sure he knows that people fuck by now,” Gary said dismissively, “or at least I hope he does.”

		

		“He’s my baby,” Sharon whispered back, “no sex for him until he’s thirty and married to a nice girl!”

		

		Gary chuckled and told her, “I’d bet anything that the boy’s been balling every available girl since high school. He’s a chip off the old block!”

		

		She smiled at her husband and reached into his pajamas for his cock, whispering, “Well, come here, Mr. Block, and show me what you’ve got.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten: Gary

		

		Empty Nest, Going All The Way

		

		“The house suddenly feels so empty, now that Gary Junior has left for Europe,” Sharon confessed to her husband at breakfast a few days later.

		

		“I’ll miss him, too,” Gary answered, sipping his coffee. “But look at it this way: he’s off on a great adventure.”

		

		She nodded morosely and continued to stare morosely out the kitchen window. Attempting to cheer her up, Gary asked brightly, “What about your own grand adventure? When are you going to…entertain Derrick, the way Debbie did?”

		

		Sharon took a long time before she answered. When she finally spoke, she asked her husband, “Do you really want me to do that? Are you sure?”

		

		“Why, are you getting cold feet about it?”

		

		His wife smiled somewhat ruefully and said, “Maybe I am, after talking to Debbie about the night she spent with him.”

		

		Cary trembled slightly as he fantasized about that. Debbie was cute little brunette, with big, plump knockers, a tight little ass and a devastating smile. He’d been slightly envious of Jim, her husband, ever since he’d met her, even though he’d always thought of Sharon as being somehow sexier than Debbie.

		

		“Why, what did she say?” He finally asked his wife, after day-dreaming about studly Derrick, his incredibly thick cock, and Debbie’s snug, pink little snatch for a few more seconds.

		

		“Only that Derrick was just as horny as I always thought he’d be,” Sharon told her husband. “He fucked her for hours that night, and she blew him at least once and swallowed it all for him.”

		

		“Y-You’ve done that,” Gary reminded her, shuddering as he remembered with distaste the small wad of Derrick’s spunk Sharon had scraped off the inside of her mouth with her tongue that night and fed to him!

		

		“I know, but at least I haven’t…fucked him yet,” his wife murmured. “Are you sure you want me to do that?”

		

		“Only if you want to,” he answered, neatly avoiding responsibility for her cheating, if it happened.

		

		She looked across the breakfast table at him and smiled wryly at her husband as she said, “I might…and then again I might not; I’ll decide when I decide.”

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		Do I want to do this, or don’t I? She asked herself later that morning at the office, peering over at Derrick out of the corner of her eye.

		

		She imagined him and Debbie, together in bed, with his massive cock sunk clear up to his balls in her friend’s sucking mouth. As she thought about it, her image slowly took Debbie’s place in the scenario.

		

		It would be so easy, she thought to herself. Gary wouldn’t say a word. He wants for me to do this—he’s made that clear to me often enough!

		

		All she would have to do is accept Derrick’s next invitation to have a drink after work at his place, and it would happen! She, instead of Debbie, would be the one doing all of those deliciously nasty things with Derrick!

		

		Is that going to happen, or isn’t it? She asked herself again.

		

		Debbie had told her that Derrick was all but insatiable! He had kept her up almost all night, urging her to suck him, to let him fuck her again!

		

		Could I even manage to satisfy him? She asked herself worriedly. After all, Debbie was five or six years younger than she was and she’d really had her work cut out for her, pleasing horndog Derrick, from what she had said…

		

		****

		

		“Meet me at Callahan’s tonight, after work?” Derrick asked her at four that afternoon.

		

		She thought about it. Did she want to give him another blowjob tonight, or was she ready to go all the way instead?

		

		“Maybe,” she told him. “Let me think about it.”

		

		After fifteen minutes of turning it over in her mind, she leaned over toward his desk and whispered somewhat cattily, “Wouldn’t you rather meet Debbie for drinks tonight. After all, she’s a sure thing, from what I’ve heard.”

		

		Derrick grinned at her and said softly, “Her husband is back in town, and besides that she has two kids at home to deal with.”

		

		He laughed somewhat smugly and added, “You’re a sure thing, too. I just don’t know when that will be.”

		

		Sharon laughed and shook her head as she replied, “You’re incorrigible, like I said before.”

		

		He wasn’t the least bit daunted by her answer, asking, “What about those drinks tonight?”

		

		“No, not tonight, maybe later in the week,” she answered him. “I just remembered I have something to do at home this evening.”

		

		****

		

		“What did you have to do at home tonight that was so important?” Gary demanded, his voice rising in exasperation, as dinner wound down and each of them had finished telling the other about their respective days at work.

		

		Sharon smiled at him and drank another mouthful of her wine. Then she poured herself yet another glassful and downed some of that one as well as he watched her.

		

		“You haven’t answered me,” Gary groused. “What was so important at home that you couldn’t meet Derrick tonight for a few drinks?”

		

		“Drinks…is that what we’re calling blowjobs these days?” She asked him teasingly, feeling a little tipsy from all the wine she had consumed with her meal. They were on their second bottle of cabernet.

		

		Gary looked slightly taken aback by her response, but she didn’t care. She finished the rest of her glass and said half accusingly, “You know what would have happened out in the parking lot at Callahan’s tonight as well as I do, if I’d met him there. I’d have ended up sucking him off, at the very least.”

		

		Her husband smiled and said, “What would have been so bad about that? You’ve done it before…and we both enjoyed what happened afterwards, when I reclaimed you!”

		

		She stood up from the table and placed the dirty dishes in the sink. Quickly, she dealt with the leftovers; then poured herself yet another glass of wine, draining the bottle.

		

		“You mean after I rushed home and told you all about it? You’re thinking about all of the explosive sex we could have had, after I’d blown him tonight, aren’t you, darling?”

		

		Gary gave her a lopsided, embarrassed little smile and admitted, “Sure I am. You know I find it nothing but fantastic when you do your hotwife thing!”

		

		She started undoing the buttons on her blouse as she came around kitchen the table towards him, a glint of excitement in her hazel eyes. Sharon said to her husband in a low, sultry voice, “I decided to skip the blowjob tonight, and move on to the hot sex between the two of us. Come here, baby, and let me suck your cock instead of Derrick’s for a change!”

		

		They didn’t even make to the living room couch. Gary fucked her right on the dining room carpet, with her moaning beneath him and raking her fingernails down his back as he tried to nail her to the floor with his pounding hips!

		

		“Fuck me; fuck me hard, just the way Derrick will!” She urged him, hunching her ass up off the carpet to meet his savage lunges, impaling herself on his flying cock.

		

		“You hot bitch,” Gary groaned, trying valiantly to hold off from coming in her grasping, juicy sheath, “you’re the hottest bitch I’ve ever dreamed of!”

		

		“I’m your hot bitch,” she growled as she started to shiver and shake though her own climax beneath him, “and don’t you ever forget it!”

		

		****

		

		“When…when are you going to fuck him?” Gary asked her right before they fell asleep that night.

		

		She thought about that and answered, “Soon, if that’s what you really want. Think it over carefully, babe. There’s no going back, once it’s done.”

		

		Gary was silent for long moments and then he said, “I’ll do that, but I’m pretty sure that’s what I want.”

		

		“Well, ‘pretty sure’ isn’t ‘absolutely’ sure,” she chided him, “and that’s what we need here—absolute certainty. Think about it until you’re really positive that’s what you want…”

		

		****

		

		It was the end of the work week. As usual, a bunch of her co-workers were going to Callahan’s tonight right after five o’clock had rolled around.

		

		Derrick had pointedly mentioned it to her at two that afternoon and again a few minutes ago. She reached into her purse and drew out her cell phone and called Gary.

		

		“Hey, I think I’m going to Callahan’s for a little while after work tonight,” she said without preamble when he answered. “Is that alright with you?”

		

		“Don’t do anything that I wouldn’t do,” he answered playfully.

		

		“Awwwww, that wouldn’t be any fun,” she teased him in a whisper, “unless you’ve taken up sucking cock lately as your new hobby!”

		

		Gary gasped at her audacity; then chortled happily into the phone. She said, “See you later tonight. I promise to tell you all...”

		

		****

		

		It was late, later than usual. All of the other employees were long gone and now it was just her and Derrick, sitting at a small table for two in the back of the nearly empty lounge.

		

		He looks so handsome tonight! She thought as she finished her drink and realized she was more than half in the bag and probably too drunk to safely drive herself home.

		

		Usually, booze made her light-headed and unable to think straight. But tonight it seemed to be having a clarifying effect instead: she didn’t really have to drive all the way home if she didn’t want to!

		

		Hadn’t Derrick mentioned to her once that his place wasn’t far from here? What was to stop her from going over there and spending the night with him?

		

		Gary certainly wouldn’t mind! And it was Friday, so she wouldn’t have to go in to work tomorrow morning!

		

		“Would you mind having a sleepover guest tonight?” She asked Derrick impulsively.

		

		A big smile crept over his face as he asked, “What about your husband?”

		

		“He’s out of town, on business,” the lie seemed to spring to her lips without her even having to think about it. “But I have to phone him pretty soon, so he won’t call home later and discover that I’m not there.”

		

		“By all means do that,” Derrick said with a triumphant grin, standing up and reaching for his wallet. “I’ll pay our bar tab while you’re outside talking to him. We wouldn’t want him guessing that you’re still at Callahan’s when you make the call, now would we?”

		

		There was a solitary smoker down the building from her, leaning back against the wall and puffing away. Sharon moved further away from him with the cell phone pressed to her ear as it started to ring.

		

		Her heart was pounding as she waited for Gary to answer.

		

		“I…I don’t think I’ll be home until sometime tomorrow,” she said when he finally did pick up…

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten: Sharon

		

		Going All The Way

		

		“This is a very nice place,” Sharon remarked as they pulled into his designated parking spot in the underground garage of a very swanky high-rise apartment building a few minutes later.

		

		“I’m a star reporter,” he said as he grinned over at her and shut off the engine, “I can afford it.”

		

		“We must be over-paying you,” Sharon countered as he came around and opened her door.

		

		Derrick punched the “up” button and the elevator door opened. They were whisked up to the penthouse floor in nothing flat, Sharon’s booze-filled stomach still protesting a little from the g-force of the elevator as the doors opened.

		

		He unlocked the front door to his place and motioned her inside. The big apartment was dark, except for the panorama of lights offered by downtown Los Angeles at night, which lay sparkling in the big picture window across the large room.

		

		“This is really beautiful,” Sharon sighed as she went over and looked out across the vast cityscape.

		

		“So are you,” he murmured in her ear, coming up beside her, easing her coat off, and turning her around to face him.

		

		Their lips met and she trembled in his arms as he crushed her to his chest and his tongue slid inside her mouth. Sharon knew this was it, and found that it didn’t scare her the way she’d always imagined it would.

		

		I want this! She told herself as Derrick began unbuttoning her blouse while they kissed. Gary is eager for this to happen, too: so it’s all good; I don’t feel guilty at all…just excited!

		

		****

		

		“That’s right, suck it, you hot bitch!” Derrick gasped as he rammed his rigid dick all the way into her sucking lips, his big nut sac swinging against her chin.

		

		Sharon was naked on her knees in front of him, inside his bedroom, her hands on his tight ass cheeks, urging his cock all the way into her mouth and throat. Her tongue was all over him as he skull-fucked her—there was just no other way to describe what he was doing to her at that moment!

		

		She didn’t care! It felt wonderful, to be with him like this, sucking and licking, her bare breasts pressed against his hairy thighs as she gobbled him up!

		

		I wonder if he’s going to come in my mouth, or if he’s going to want to…FUCK me first? Sharon asked herself as she lapped at his lunging hardness.

		

		Her question was answered right away. Derrick pulled his rock-hard prick from her lips and bent down, grasping her under the armpits, easing her back up onto her feet and then onto his bed.

		

		“I’ve just got to fuck you now, Sharon, you sexy bitch!” He growled, climbing onto the bed between her splayed open legs. “I’ve waited so long for this moment!”

		

		“Do you think I’m wet enough to take such a big one?” She asked him coyly, knowing full well that her pussy was simply gushing out lube.

		

		He rubbed the head of his cock against her inundated lower lips and smiled down at her in the darkness, his handsome features illuminated by the city lights shining through his nearby bedroom window. Her lover growled, “You’re wet as a river! You want this as much as I do, you little tease!”

		

		Mmmmmm, that’s for sure! Sharon admitted to herself enthusiastically as the big cock head split her slick pussy lips open and wedged its way inside her for the first time.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, you feel so huge!” She gasped as he drove down into her.

		

		“That’s what they all say, baby,” Derrick chortled as he took her fully. “But they seem to get used to it really fast, in most cases!”

		

		Oh, God, I’m actually doing it! I’m fucking another man! She kept telling herself as he began pistoning in and out of her clasping sheath.

		

		Automatically, her arms went around his back and her legs locked over his hunching ass, drawing him in as deeply as he would go. His dick wasn’t all that much longer than Gary’s was, but it was so much thicker!

		

		“Oh, fuck, you’re stretching me open so wide,” Sharon breathed into his ear as he rutted in and out of her.

		

		“Do you like it?” He asked her cockily. “Do you like being fucked by a really big one, like mine?”

		

		“I…I think I love it!” Sharon replied truthfully and pulled him in even tighter…

		

		*****

		

		The hours seemed to fly past as they fucked and fucked. Derrick took her in positions she hadn’t tried in years and he’d made her come almost a dozen times as early morning approached!

		

		She was a sweaty, cock-hungry mess by the time sun came up, but still…she wanted him! Sharon couldn’t seem to get enough of throbbing, never-tiring prick just as he couldn’t seem to get enough of her come-slickened pussy!

		

		“Oh, yeah; like that,” she pleaded as he hammered into her.

		

		She was on her knees and elbows in front of him, her arms having given way a minute ago. Now her hindquarters were offered up to him to do with as he pleased, and he was really driving himself in and out of her sopping pussy!

		

		“Oh, it’s so goooooooooood!” Sharon groaned as she felt her clit throb in that telltale way and knew she was about to come again.

		

		“God, you’re a hot one!” Derrick panted, sinking his thick shaft all the way into her gripping twat. “That’s it! Come again for me, like a good little ‘ho!”

		

		I shouldn’t let him call me that! Sharon thought as the exquisite spasms started to roll through her again. He’s…he’s debasing me, and I shouldn’t hold still for that!

		

		This orgasm hit her all at once! Her vision was suddenly tinged with red, and she shivered and shook as he pounded into her, triggering an even hotter climax!

		

		I don’t care WHAT he calls me! She admitted to herself as her climax reached its peak and she came and came! As long as he fucks me like this…I just don’t care!

		

		****

		

		“Don’t be shy,” she admonished him as she licked her own pussy juice off is cock and swallowed it while he watched with obvious amusement. “If you want me to suck you off…just say so.”

		

		They were relaxing, after that last incredible fuck, his dick still as hard as it could be. He was on his back against the pillows at the head of the bed while she was still on her hands and knees, worshipping his super-fat cock with her tongue and lips.

		

		All at once, he stirred rapidly to life, seizing her body in his strong hands and urging her off the bed. Before she knew quite what was happening, she found herself down on her knees once more, beside the bed, with him standing over her, taking her head between his palms, steadying it.

		

		“I want to fuck your throat some more now, babe,” he rasped, shoving his hard cock into her mouth as deeply as it would go. “I want to come in your throat this time; not your mouth! It’s…it’s one of my favorite things!”

		

		I…I don’t know if I like this or not! Sharon told herself uneasily as he began to use her mouth and throat like a second pussy for his pleasure.

		

		His big nut sac was bouncing steadily off her chin once more and his cock was really filling up her mouth and throat! He was moaning constantly and thrusting his dick into her sucking lips at a faster and faster pace!

		

		“Come on; play with your clit!” He urged her, going up onto the balls of his feet so he could bang his cock even deeper into her suddenly-gagging throat. “A little whore like you should really be able to get off on this!”

		

		A…a…little WHORE like me? The words seemed to echo in Sharon’s consciousness, outraging her!

		

		Yet at the same time, she found her fingers straying downward, to her dripping pussy mouth, finding her clit, toying with it just the way she always did it when she was really turned on! Tremors of pleasure began rippling through her body immediately, and she moved her other hand up to her nipples and tweaked them in time with the fingers thrusting in and out of her gushing pussy!

		

		I guess I AM a whore! Sharon realized as she started to come! I LOVE this! I really get off on being USED like this!

		

		“Oh, yeah; you’re nothing but a hot little cunt, Sharon! I always knew you were!” Derrick howled, burying his dick all the way up to his balls in her mouth and cutting loose just then!

		

		Taking a huge load in her throat wasn’t the same as taking it in her mouth, Sharon learned at that moment. Derrick’s flood of gooey spunk splashed against her throat lining in hot waves, causing her to gag!

		

		He didn’t seem to notice. He just kept on spurting while she struggled not to puke and swallowed and swallowed…

		

		****

		

		“That…that was a little…rough, for my taste,” Sharon admonished him upon her return from the bathroom, where she had used a wet washcloth to clean up her ruined mascara and wipe a few drops of Derrick’s dried come from her cheeks and chin.

		

		He grinned up at her from the bed, his mammoth cock nearly hard once again. Reaching out and grabbing her by the wrist, he yanked her down onto the bed next to him and whispered, “Rough….I’ll show you rough, if you want, girl!”

		

		“No, no, that’s not what I want at all!” Sharon protested, but it did her no good!

		

		Derrick’s tongue was in her mouth now, ignoring the thick coating of his own jism, dueling with hers, as he pushed her onto her back and fed his python-like prick into her still very wet pussy. She gasped as he bottomed out in her and began to fuck her like a mad man!

		

		Oh, oh, God; it’s so fucking BIG! She thought as she bounced off the mattress like a rag doll beneath him.

		

		But then it started to feel better, somehow! Her breathing grew shallow, her nipples started to really throb up against his strong pecs!

		

		And his cock! His magnificent cock started to feel so damn good as it relentlessly ravaged her forced-open pussy once again…

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven: Gary

		

		Homecoming

		

		It wasn’t until nearly two o’clock the next afternoon when Sharon finally straggled into the kitchen and shut the door behind her. Gary was there, waiting for her, his eyes widening as he saw her.

		

		“Holy fuck, what did he do to you, babe?” Gary asked; his deep concern evident in his voice.

		

		“Everything….nothing…I don’t know!” Sharon sighed, taking his hand and leading him toward the bedroom, saying, “Let me tell you just what happened.”

		

		She said as they entered the bedroom and she let go of his hand, ““We discussed this part. You asked me not to clean up afterwards—if I ever went all the way with him—and so I didn’t.”

		

		Gary watched in breathless silence as his wife of twenty-two years stripped off her clothes and he beheld her naked body. Gouts of pearly come were still dripping out of Sharon’s pussy, and her tits were reddened from another man’s mouth; from his fingers pinching her nipples all night long!

		

		“Oh, God, he must have really given it to you!” Gary sighed aloud, eyeing the damage with an appalled, yet hungry look on his face.

		

		Sharon could barely meet his eyes as she admitted, “Oh, God, did he ever? He fucked me so many times, I lost count!”

		

		Jesus, but this is hot! Gary thought to himself. She’s obviously been…DESPOILED by another man all last night and this morning! I shouldn’t be aroused by that…but I AM!

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		Her sweet Gary was so unlike Derrick! He was gentle and so solicitous, as he laid her savaged body on the bed and began to touch her with just his fingertips.

		

		He used the goo oozing out of her stretched-open pussy lips to coat her clit and tease it lovingly while he leaned over and gently kissed her reddened nipples. She sighed with contentment and relief as her husband started to suck ever so softly.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm, that feels wonderful, darling,” she breathed as he nursed at her sensitive little pink nubbins.

		

		So unlike Derrick, she thought. He was so…hungry for them! He sucked them so hard, while he fucked me like a bull goes after a cow!

		

		And then, Gary was inside her stretched-open pussy as well. She nuzzled into him as he reclaimed her, feeling his much thinner cock gliding in and out, right up against her clit, as it lay cocooned in a thick cushion of Derrick’s slick come.

		

		“Oh, baby, he fucked me so much…so often…so damn hard!” She whispered the words up into her husband’s ear as his hard prick slid back and forth inside her.

		

		Gary’s hips moved even faster after he had heard that, and the marvelous sensation of their sensual union increased as a result. She loved this!

		

		She loved it as much as she had loved what Derrick had done to her last night and this morning. Sharon secretly craved both kinds of loving, she realized in that moment.

		

		And now she had them…

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		“T-Tell me about the skull-fucking again,” he all but pleaded as he held Sharon in his arms.

		

		“I don’t think I’m going to let him do that to me any more, if I decide to spend the night with him again,” she whispered. “It was scary! There was so much of his hot come for me to swallow and it nearly choked me!

		

		“A guy coming in your throat isn’t the same as him coming in your mouth,” Sharon went on to confide. “You can’t really catch your breath…and if there’s a lot of it—like there always is when Derrick comes—you hack and gag and gasp for breath! You can’t help it!

		

		God help me, but that seems so incredibly…HOT! Gary thought, imagining Derrick’s thick cock down his wife’s throat, pumping wad after wad of spunk into it as she gagged and fought for breath!

		

		What the fuck’s WRONG with me? He asked himself angrily, realizing how dangerous that was! What kind of husband thinks the idea of his wife drowning in another guy’s jism as somehow being…AROUSING?

		

		But he did! That was obvious from the way his cock was stiffening right up again against Sharon’s bare ass as he held her!

		

		“You like it,” she said softly, rubbing her butt back against his burgeoning hard on. “You like the idea of Derrick raping my mouth; of his come choking me.”

		

		“I…I don’t, either!” Gary insisted.

		

		Sharon laughed softly and turned in his arms to face him. She said with a coy little smile, “You’re such a cuckold! You want Derrick to be able to do anything he wants with me, don’t you?”

		

		Gary squirmed inside his own skin! He did want that, and yet he wanted for his wife to be safe as well. He didn’t want for Derrick to actually hurt her, did he?

		

		He looked carefully at the naked woman in his arms and realized he loved her in a way he had never loved anyone else. Leaning in to kiss her passionately, he whispered, “God, Sharon, I don’t know why you put up with me! I’m such a perv!”

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		Because I love you so much! She thought as their lips met and his tongue disappeared inside her mouth. Because I’m yours and you’re mine and I want you to be happy: and I guess I’m nothing but a pervert too; because of I love what our life has suddenly become as much as you do!

		

		It was perfect, in a way. Last night and this morning she had shared the bed of a strikingly handsome, virile young man who had fucked her in ways that would never occur to her gentle, loving husband. And now here she was, cuddling with her man and telling him all about it in lurid detail as he reclaimed her!

		

		What could possibly be better than this?

		

		She almost giggled aloud from sheer happiness! This hotwife arrangement was nothing short of fantastic: what a way to live!

		

		****

		

		“I think I can see what might be attractive to a man about using a woman the way he used me …coming in a girl’s throat, I mean,” Sharon mused aloud, several minutes later.

		

		Gary’s dick was now deep in her pussy. They were spooned together on top of the bed, not really fucking; just being intimate with one another.

		

		He was stroking her hair and occasionally reaching around her to tweak her nipples. And she was squeezing her pussy closed around his buried cock while pushing her lush little ass back against his groin, teasing him with her tight internal grip.

		

		“I…I can, too,” Gary admitted, shifting his cock around inside her, intentionally finding her g-spot with the head and rubbing up against it as they cuddled.

		

		Sharon shivered in his arms as he did that and whispered, “Ummmmmmmmm; that feels so wonderful, darling! Please keep doing it!”

		

		Gary acknowledged her plea by continuing to caress her sensitive inner spot with just the tip of his prick. She sighed contentedly and whispered, “It’s a power thing, really, I think. I can imagine how powerful it must make a man feel, using a woman’s mouth and throat in that way; forcing her to gag and swallow all of his come, even as she’s fighting for breath!”

		

		Her husband groaned and she felt his cock jerk against her g-spot. Gary began to fuck her again, squeezing down on her nipple as he murmured into her ear from behind her, “I can see that too; the woman is totally subservient to the man in that position, with him urging her to swallow his come while she’s struggling to breathe!”

		

		Moving her ass back to meet his thrusts, she whispered, “It’s scary, but it’s a huge turn on at the same time; doing that for a guy—acting as if I was his total fuck-toy!”

		

		Gary gave out with a growl and started really banging her as she said that. She smiled and banged him right back…

		

		****

		

		“You want to do it to me, don’t you?” Sharon asked him coyly, late that afternoon.

		

		“What are you talking about?” Gary replied innocently.

		

		“I know you,” she answered with a soft little chuckle. “You’ve been daydreaming about skull-fucking me ever since I told you about Derrick doing it, haven’t you?”

		

		Gary didn’t answer right away. At last, he said, “Maybe…maybe I’ve been thinking about that a little…every once in a while.”

		

		She giggled and said, “Bullshit! It’s been on your mind for hours now!”

		

		He grinned back at her, his face coloring slightly, as he asked, “What if it has? Would you let me do it?”

		

		Sharon’s face went serious as she said, looking directly into his eyes, “I’d let you do anything to me, darling! Don’t you know that by now?”

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		“Oh, fuck, that’s the way to suck it, Sharon, you hot bitch!” Gary wheezed as his wife’s lips went in and out on his rigid cock.

		

		They were beside the bed, with Gary on his feet and Sharon kneeing in front of him. He had big handfuls of her brown hair in each hand and he was tugging on it more and more insistently as he got ready to shoot off in her throat.

		

		Sharon suddenly seemed to gasp and gag for breath, her mouth pressed down onto his pubic hair, Gary’s cock lodged in her throat now, unmoving, ready to spurt its load into her gullet. She looked up at him in terror as she took in as big a breath through her nose as she could manage, just as her husband groaned, “Oh, shit, babe; here it comes!”

		

		This is incredible! Gary thought as his first spurt of spunk slid down Sharon’s clenching throat.

		

		He closed his eyes and moaned in ecstasy as he heard her choke, then swallow; and then swallow once again! Though he had come several times since she’d gotten home from Derrick’s, but this was the best one yet…

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		I guess I’m a better actress than I thought, Sharon congratulated herself as she easily gulped down Gary’s come while pretended to choke on it for her husband’s benefit.

		

		My poor Gary simply isn’t quite LONG enough to really gag me, but I mustn’t let him know that! She thought lovingly as she pretended to gasp for air and have trouble swallowing all of his come.

		

		Derrick is so much younger than Gary, she thought as she finished up her feigned “skull-fucking” blowjob, licking the head of her husband’s rapidly deflating dick clean.

		

		It isn’t Gary’s fault that he’s not in his twenties anymore. Sharon told herself, smiling inwardly. I can remember when he was. Those balls of his made so much more spunk then than they do now! But it probably still wasn’t as much as Derrick’s make…

		

		She still loved sex with her husband; all kinds of sex. Sharon had meant it when she’d told him earlier that she’d willingly let him do anything he wanted to her.

		

		But she now knew herself to be the luckiest of women; having a macho young bull with waiting in the wings—whenever the mood struck her for something new and different—plus her sweet, understanding Gary at home, eager for her return and beside himself to hear all the details!

		

		It was the best of both worlds, she realized smugly. It really was!

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve: Sharon

		

		Unexpected

		

		She had to admit, things felt different between her and Derrick now that they’d spent the night together. Their relationship no longer consisted of just a frantic, forbidden make out session in the back seat of a car in some deserted parking lot or a city park, culminating in a quickie blowjob. It was suddenly much more than that; and she knew it.

		

		On that Monday morning, as she sat at her desk and he sat at his, typing away, there was an unmistakable sort of new “vibe” between the two of them. It was definitely something that hadn’t been there before.

		

		“Friday night was incredible,” he whispered to her at ten o’clock that morning.

		

		She looked up from the story she was editing and flashed him an impish little smile as she murmured, “Oh, and how did Saturday morning strike you, Mr. Neely?”

		

		“It was as wonderful as Friday night, Mrs. Black,” he reassured her with a grin.

		

		They just looked at one another for a moment, and then he asked, “I was wondering if you’d care to join me for lunch at my place today?”

		

		“What are you offering?” She queried him innocently.

		

		“I can’t tell you, here in the office,” he whispered back. “But I think it’s long enough to please you, and it’s oh, so thick! Or so I’ve been reliably informed.”

		

		“Mmmmmm, sounds delicious,” she murmured, her eyes never leaving his, “but we can’t be late getting back to work. People might talk.”

		

		“Let ‘em,” he said.

		

		“Easy for you to say,” Sharon answered him. “You can always get a job in another city. It’s not the same for me.”

		

		“Well, then; I guess we’ll just have to be careful,” Derrick countered with another smile.

		

		****

		

		“Get it in me!” Sharon implored him. “Oh, God, I want that big fucker of yours so badly! I’ve been dreaming of it!”

		

		“You got it, babe,” Derrick panted, driving his thick cock into Sharon’s warm slickness all the way up to his balls in one savage thrust.

		

		They were intertwined atop his bed and there was a trail of clothing on the carpet stretching all the way back to the front door. Her panties and his boxers lay in a heap at the foot of the bed, marking the end of the journey.

		

		Their foreplay had been minimal today. Once they had entered the apartment and closed the door, he had simply swept her into his arms and kissed her all the way into the bedroom; she stripping off his suit and tie along the way, while he fumbled with the buttons on her blouse, her bra snaps and her skirt.

		

		“Oh, yeah, just like that!” Sharon urged him. “Really fuck me with that huge dick of yours!”

		

		He had her lying splayed open on top of him, her back resting against his chest, his arms reaching up around her ribs so that he could squeeze her big breasts as he banged up into her. His cock reached all the way inside her in this position, and his powerful hips were coming up off the bed with each lunge, lifting her long body upward with his driving force.

		

		“Oh, shit, it goes in so deeeeeeep this way!” Sharon cooed as his repeated, hammering strokes shook her from head to toe.

		

		“God, you’re tight!” He grunted as he fucked her. “What a great pussy you’ve got!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I’m so glad you like it, lover,” she sighed. “Now fill it: fill it with that hot cream of yours I love so much!”

		

		“I’ll fill it,” he panted with the effort he was expending, “I’ll fill it so full you won’t believe it!

		

		There wasn’t another sound in the room as the long seconds ticked by, save for the almost liquid sluicing of his huge dick up into her sopping-wet pussy. Then all at once, she began to quiver on top of him, moaning, “Oh, here it comes! And it’s such a great one!”

		

		Her twat began to suck hungrily at his gliding cock as she shivered with the sheer power and depth of her orgasm. Derrick’s moans joined hers seconds later as his dick began to spew spunk into her womb as his hands tightened down on her heaving tits.

		

		“There’s so fucking much of it!” Sharon marveled aloud as the mighty spurts continued coursing up into her.

		

		“Oh, take it, you hot cunt,” Derrick sighed as he blissfully drained his balls into her. “Take every fucking drop!”

		

		****

		

		She took a quick shower after they were done, to wash the wads of semen out of her pussy. Sharon was careful to keep her hair dry and her make up mostly intact, so that she could get dressed and back to the office within their allotted hour.

		

		“That was short, but oh, so sweet,” she complimented him as they got ready to leave his apartment together a few minutes later. “I only wish it could have been longer.”

		

		“This weekend,” he suggested with a wolfish smile.

		

		“I’ll have to check my husband’s travel schedule,” she replied. “He doesn’t go out of town every weekend, you know.”

		

		“Well, I sure hope he goes somewhere this weekend!” He groused good-naturedly. “Nooners are okay, but I want a whole night in bed with you again as soon as you can manage it.”

		

		“I want that too, darling,” she told him as she opened the door to head back to the office. “I want that more than anything!”

		

		****

		

		Do I really? She asked herself as she drove back to work. Do I really want to spend a long night in bed with studly young Derrick again so soon?

		

		She giggled aloud as she stopped at a traffic light and the guy in the car next to hers looked over at her as if she was crazy. Sharon stuck her tongue out at him and took off when the light changed, thinking: You BET I do! That big cock of his is almost addictive, now that I’ve experienced it; and I want as much of it as I can get, while I can get it!

		

		Sharon still had no illusions about how long her red-hot relationship with a young horndog like Derrick Neely would last. It would last right up to the exact moment when he met someone new he wanted to bed more than he did her!

		

		She knew that. It was why she wanted to take advantage of the way things stood between them right now.

		

		At the next stoplight, she pulled out her cell phone, activated her Bluetooth connection, and hit her speed dial. Gary answered on the third ring.

		

		“Hey, guess what your naughty little hotwife did at lunch today?” She asked the question teasingly as she pulled into the parking lot next to the newspaper’s office building.

		

		“Derrick?” Gary asked with a leer in his voice.

		

		“None other,” she replied, nosing into her designated parking space. “I’m just coming back from his apartment now and I’ve got to get inside or I’ll be late. I’ll tell you all about it tonight!”

		

		“I can hardly wait,” Gary assured her. “My dick is going to be half hard the rest of the day, just imagining what the two of you did today.”

		

		“More of the usual,” she said, getting out of her car and starting into the building. “But it was so very good! I’m a happy girl!”

		

		“I’ll try to make you even happier tonight, when you share all the details with me!”

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		He almost ran a stoplight getting home. Such was his excitement over seeing his naughty wife and hearing all about her lunch time tryst today!

		

		Sharon was already home waiting for him; drinking a cocktail and finishing up dinner, when he burst in from the garage and blurted, “What did you do? What did he do?”

		

		“Later, tiger,” she said with smile, kissing him lightly on the cheek. “Dinner first, then we’ll talk.”

		

		“Couldn’t we eat later?” Gary pestered her good-naturedly, longing to hear the intimate details of his wife’s latest go-round with her new boyfriend.

		

		“No, now wash your hands and change your clothes,” she admonished him. “Dinner is almost ready.”

		

		He gave her a quick kiss and almost ran out of the kitchen, into the bedroom, and then the master bathroom. Gary quickly washed his hands and then took off his work clothes and scrambled into something more comfortable, his mind still on Sharon’s “lunch break”.

		

		Gary just couldn’t seem to get it out of his mind that she had cheated on him again today! His dick was half hard as he slipped into his old cargo shorts, just thinking about it, imagining all the delicious possibilities…

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		God, I swear men are just like little boys sometimes! Sharon told herself as she dished up the food. I remember telling Gary Junior a million times what I told his dad just now!

		

		Still, she did find it exciting that Gary was eager to hear all about her “nooner” with Derrick, rather that being blasé about it or—even worse—jealous over it! She told herself again what a lucky woman she was and began setting the plates and the silverware out on the table.

		

		She had barely finished doing that when Gary reappeared in the kitchen, now dressed in an old pair of cargo shorts plus a tee shirt and sandals. He kissed her on the cheek again before sitting down to the meal she had prepared for them.

		

		“How was your day…other than the obvious?” He asked her playfully, using his knife and fork on his veal cutlet.

		

		“Ordinary…except for the obvious,” she teased him right back.

		

		He ate in silence for a moment, wolfing down his food; then asked her, “What brought on this little…’lunch meeting’?”

		

		“He asked me and I accepted,” Sharon admitted truthfully.

		

		“Oh, that’s all he has to do now, ask you, and you leap into bed with him?”

		

		She smiled ruefully, thinking about that, and then said, “I guess so.”

		

		He shook his head, asking, “Whatever happened to ‘going slowly’?”

		

		Sharon’s smile widened as she confessed, “That’s long-gone, I’m afraid. There just didn’t seem to be any further point to maintaining that approach anymore…not after last weekend!”

		

		“So all he had to do now is…’booty call’ you and you’re ready to rush over to his place and fuck him?”

		

		Sharon thought long and hard before replying, “I suppose that’s right. How do you feel about that?”

		

		Gary grinned and said, “Just wait until I get you into the bedroom, and I’ll be more than happy to show you how I feel about it!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen: Gary

		

		At His Beck And Call

		

		“Are you going throat-fuck him again, if he asks you to?” Gary demanded, ramming his hard cock into Sharon from underneath her.

		

		“Y-Yes…I guess I am, if that’s what he wants!” She gasped, held tight by her husband’s grasp.

		

		They were recreating the noon-time fuck she’d shared with her lover today. Gary was flat on his back on the bed and she was sprawled out atop his body.

		

		Gary’s prick was lifting her up with each hard stroke; just the way Derrick’s had earlier in the day. And he was squeezing her titties harder than usual, the way she had told him his rival had done it at lunchtime.

		

		“Oh, Gary, you’re fucking me so great!” She sighed just then, “just like Derrick did at noon; your cock goes in so deep this way!”

		

		He groaned and drilled her even deeper; even harder! This was torture; but it was an exquisitely satisfying form of torture: one that he was rapidly discovering really turned him on!

		

		“D-Does mine go in as deep as his did?” He asked, huffing out the words, gasping for breath.

		

		“Not quite,” she cooed, reaching back and touching his cheek tenderly with her fingertips, “but I like it even better, because it’s you!”

		

		Gary shuddered underneath her and started to come inside her tight pussy. He murmured in her ear, “Oh, God, Sharon, you’re such a hot little cunt! You really are!”

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		I AM! I am a hot little cunt! She thought to herself as she started to orgasm right along with her spurting husband. Who knew?

		

		Until a few weeks ago, she had always thought of herself as a career woman, a good mom, and a loving wife. She was still all of those things, she told herself…but now she was also a hot little cunt! And she simply loved it!

		

		“Do you like it?” She whispered to Gary as they both spiraled downward from their ecstatic coupling. “Do you really like it, when I…fuck him and come home and tell you about it?”

		

		Gary sighed and pulled his spent dick out of her sperm-covered pussy lips. She rolled onto her tummy next to him as he smiled over at her and said, “It’s so hot I can barely stand it! This is the best sex either of us has ever had, and you know it!”

		

		Sharon felt her face coloring as she agreed, “It is. No doubt about it; and it’s all because you talked me into becoming a hotwife.”

		

		He studied his wife’s beautiful face for a moment before asking, “Do you like it as much as I do; be honest, babe?”

		

		She took a long time before she said simply, “I do. God help me, but I do!”

		

		After a few more moments had gone by, she added, “What’s not to like? I get to have my brains fucked out by Derrick, and then I come home and have hotter-than-hot reclamation sex with you!”

		

		Gary laughed and said, “So you get even more out of it than I do, is that what you’re saying?”

		

		“I sure do,” Sharon told him as she moved over closer to him on the bed so that they could cuddle. “That’s why I love it so much, and I love you so much for suggesting it in the first place!”

		

		****

		

		A few minutes went by in contented silence. Sharon thought the time might be right to suggest something to her cuckold husband that had popped into her head a few hours ago—on her drive home from the office this evening—and now just wouldn’t seem to go away.

		

		“I think I want to tell Derrick the truth about us,” she whispered excitedly to Gary.

		

		“What do you mean?”

		

		“He still thinks you were out of town on business last weekend,” she explained. “And that you’d have to be out of town on business again this weekend for the two of us to spend a proper night together.”

		

		Gary chortled at her choice of words, saying: “Proper? From all you’ve told me about last weekend, I’d say that there was nothing ‘proper’ about it!”

		

		She joined him in laughter, reaching up to toy with his chest hair as she said, “You know what I mean! I don’t think we need to keep lying to him about our relationship, that’s all!”

		

		Gary’s face clouded. After a moment, he said, “I’m not so comfortable with the idea of a guy I’ve never even met knowing that I’m a willing…cuckold!”

		

		Sharon flashed her worried husband a smile she hoped was reassuring and said, “Derrick’s not from our generation. Younger people are much more open to new things, sexually speaking; I doubt he’d have a problem with our little…’arrangement’, if I was to tell him about it.”

		

		Gary still didn’t look convinced. He asked, “Why can’t we keep things just as they are? Why do you want to tell him the truth?”

		

		“For convenience sake, mainly,” Sharon leveled with her husband. “If he knew I could get away during the week for a few hours, without going through all kinds of contortions—lying to you about where I was going—then he and I could…get together a lot more often!”

		

		“He could just pick up the phone whenever he got to feeling horny, and you’d rush right over and take care of that little problem for him?” Gary asked, sounding intrigued rather than put off by the whole idea.

		

		Sharon felt herself blushing slightly as she said, “Something like that, I guess. It would just give us a lot more…opportunities to do this whole hotwife thing both of us seem to love so much!”

		

		Gary seemed to consider that. At last he asked, “When would you tell him?”

		

		“The next time we go out for drinks,” she whispered eagerly. “Or the next time I go over to his place. It’s not something I’d feel right about trying to explain at the office!”

		

		“I can see that,” Gary agreed, nodding his head.

		

		She gave him a few more seconds to mull it over; then asked, “So, is it okay with you if I do this, darling?”

		

		“I guess so,” Gary at last gave his assent, still looking slightly doubtful.

		

		“Don’t worry,” she assured him. “I’ll swear him to secrecy first. I wouldn’t want a rumor like this one to spread around the office; that’s for sure!”

		

		****

		

		“Let me get this straight,” Derrick whispered incredulously. “Your husband, Gary, knows all about us?”

		

		“Yes, he does,” Sharon admitted, taking a strong pull of her cocktail. “He’s known about my cheating on him with you all along. He even encouraged it!”

		

		“Holy shit, but that’s weird!” Derrick murmured in utter disbelief.

		

		They were seated in Callahan’s that Wednesday night, having cocktails and waiting for the last of the other employees to vacate the premises before slipping out to Derrick’s Audi for some privacy. She finished her drink and motioned for the cocktail waitress to bring them another round before asking, “Have you ever heard the term…‘hotwife’?”

		

		A smile slowly spread over Derrick’s handsome young face. He nodded that he had and said, “I understand now. You’re one of those; that’s why he’s not upset with your cheating on him. He’s a cuckold!”

		

		“Shhhhhh, keep your voice down!” Sharon said sharply, glancing around the crowded bar to see if anyone was listening to their whispered conversation.

		

		The last two stragglers from the office left just then, and she and Derrick waved to them. Sharon hoisted her empty drink and mimed across the packed room, “Last one! I have to get home soon!”

		

		Thankfully, her two co-workers were out the door before the waitress arrived with their latest round of drinks. She took hers and sipped at it before asking, “So, what’s your take on my little revelation?”

		

		The shark-like smile crept over Derrick’s face once more as he whispered, “I think it’s downright great! What’s not to like? This means were free to do as we please, without worrying about your husband!”

		

		“We’re free within certain limits,” Sharon quickly corrected him. “I can’t just start disappearing for days on end.”

		

		“Can you disappear for a few hours tonight, over to my place, after we finish these?” Derrick asked, holding up his cocktail.

		

		Sharon reached into her purse and drew out her cell phone, saying, “I’ll just bet I can. Let’s see, shall we?”

		

		The phone rang twice before Gary fielded the call. She murmured into the phone, “Derrick and I are at Callahan’s, but we’ll be leaving for his place soon? Are you okay with that, seeing to your own dinner tonight I mean, darling?”

		

		She smiled at his reply; then said, “I love you too! I’ll be home later, to tell you all about it.”

		

		As she put the cell phone back into her purse, Derrick asked, “Will you? Will you tell him everything we do tonight?”

		

		“Maybe not everything, if I’m especially naughty with you tonight,” she teased her lover. “But most of it; that’s why Gary and I have such hot sex after one of my little…adventures!”

		

		“Well then, we must be sure give old Gary his money’s worth this evening,” Derrick said with an evil grin as he downed his drink and reached for his wallet, “mustn’t we?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen: Gary

		

		Unrestrained!

		

		It’s really happening! Gary thought as he poured himself some more scotch. She’s going over to his place right now, on a Wednesday night, and…FUCKING him!

		

		Gary didn’t know whether to feel elated about that or apprehensive. Now that Derrick knew all about his and Sharon’s…unique new marital relationship, the strapping young stud might feel even more free to use his wife’s lush body any way he wanted to!

		

		He thought back on the savage “throat-fuck” Derrick had given her the last time she’d spent the night with him and shuddered with both fear and excitement! While it was true that she wouldn’t be sleeping over tonight, the way she had that time, she’d still be alone with him in his apartment, with more time to spend than was available during a quick “nooner”!

		

		“God, I wonder if he’ll demand anal!” Gary whispered aloud in the kitchen as the thought sprang into his head!

		

		Sharon didn’t do anal; or at least she never had done it with him during the last twenty years or so. And she’d always told him that she’d successfully fought off all the old boyfriends who’d demanded that particular act from her during her high school and college years.

		

		The thought of Derrick’s over-sized cock going into his wife’s tiny anal pucker both revolted him and tantalized him! He drank off his scotch in three big swallows and poured another one…

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“Guh! G-Gaaawwwwwdddd, you’re really giving it to me tonight!” Sharon gasped out the words as Derrick repeatedly drove his thick cock into her stretched-open pussy!

		

		He had her naked and pressed up against the pillows at the head of his bed, her long legs raised over his shoulders, and he was pounding his prick into her like a wild man! He’d made her come once already since the savage fucking had started, now he was about to do it again!

		

		“You’ve got an unbelievably tight little pussy,” Derrick gasped as he rammed into her again and again. “I just love your cunt, baby!”

		

		Not as much as I love that huge cock of yours, Sharon said to herself as she felt the wonderful contractions starting yet again in her taut belly and spreading quickly to her well-pummeled pussy!

		

		“Oh, yeah, gonna’ get my nuts off!” Derrick sighed, berthing his dick deep in her belly. “Get ready, babe, because here it comes!”

		

		Sharon started coming right along with him, clinging to Derrick as he pumped her full of his rich, hot jism! The torrid ball-juice seemed to ramp up her orgasm as it backed out of her and onto her clit!

		

		“Oh, oh, damn; I’m coming so great!” She breathed as he nudged his exploding dick all the way up into her and continued to empty his nuts into her clasping, sucking pussy.

		

		****

		

		“Mmmmmm, that was just what I needed,” Sharon complimented him as she rolled off the bed minutes later and started for the bathroom to clean up a little before driving home.

		

		Derrick grabbed her right wrist and stopped her in mid-stride. His face held a cruel little grin and he got up off the bed and forced her down onto her knees in front of him, whispering, “Not so fast, Sharon-whore! I want to skull-fuck you before I let you go home to old Gary! I want him to taste my spunk in your mouth while the two of you are making out!”

		

		“No, I really have to get home now,” she protested, struggling to rise to her feet once again, “maybe we can do that next time.”

		

		“Now,” he insisted urgently, “I want to fuck that hot little mouth of yours right now, not next week!”

		

		Sharon started to tell him no again, but then he was stuffing his flaccid cock—still slimy with his recent come and hers—into her mouth and down her throat! She gagged loudly as he held her head in place with both hands and started to mouth-fuck her as his prick started to firm up once again!

		

		“Ullllllllllpppp!” Sharon gurgled helplessly around the rapidly-hardening dick sluicing in and out of her lips. “Nuhhhoooooooo!”

		

		But it was no use resisting. Derrick’s cock got harder by the second, filling her mouth and throat with his throbbing, pulsing cylinder of stiffening man meat.

		

		“Suck it, you hot bitch!” Her demanding young lover implored her just then and—to her surprise and shame—she started to do just that!

		

		I’m such a tramp! Sharon castigated herself as she licked at Derrick’s prick and began sucking as he fucked deep into her mouth! I know I shouldn’t be letting him degrade me this way—I’m his BOSS, for God’s sake—but it’s just so…damned HOT, somehow…

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		Thank God she’s finally home! Gary told himself as he heard the garage door opening at around midnight.

		

		He was lying naked in their bed, his cock half hard already in anticipation! The avid cuckold could hardly wait to hear his little hotwife’s steamy revelations about her night spent cheating on him!

		

		Sharon hadn’t bothered to clean up at Derrick’s. That much was obvious when she came shuffling into the bedroom a minute later.

		

		Her brown hair was matted with a patch of drying goo he suspected was male come, and she had a hangdog look about her that fit perfectly with a woman who had just come from the bed of a man who wasn’t her husband! Silently, she shed her clothes and climbed into bed with him.

		

		Gary noticed the thick wad of semen clinging to her bare twat lips and thought he saw a blob of the stuff dried at the corner of her mouth before she pulled the covers over her naked body. Sharon looked over at him and said, “He fucked the holy living sit out of me tonight, twice, darling! And he made me give him another one of those skull-fuck blowjobs he loves so much; the kind where comes in my throat instead of my mouth!”

		

		Her husband’s dick jerked to full hardness when he heard her say that. Gary gasped and asked, “Did he…did he…hurt, you?”

		

		“No, not really,” Sharon admitted, scooting closer to him in bed, “but he does seem to be getting bossier and more demanding in the bedroom every time I see him!”

		

		“Did he…you know…make you come with all of that rough treatment?”

		

		Sharon squirmed about guiltily against the sheets before finally admitting, “Yes, he made me climax like a crazy woman a half-dozen times…even while I was swallowing his spunk, choking on it!”

		

		Gary’s cock gave a little pulse when he heard that! He reached for his cheating wife and kissed her deeply, immediately tasting Derrick’s lingering jizz in her mouth as their tongues met!

		

		The presence of another man’s come in her mouth doesn’t even repel me anymore! Gary marveled, leaving his tongue right where it was!

		

		If anything, it turned him on even more to know that Sharon had given Derrick everything he’d wanted this evening. He sighed lifted his wife onto his upraised dick as they kissed, feeling how incredibly…liquid her pussy felt around him tonight as soon as her hips descended.

		

		So much of his cock cream is still inside her right now, he told himself as she started to ride his prick. My poor little Sharon’s pussy is absolutely GOOEY with his slippery jism!

		

		“Do you…can you even feel me, after you’ve had him inside you all evening?” Gary suddenly broke of the sultry kiss and gasped out the question.

		

		Sharon smiled at him and whispered, “Oh, darling, your cock always feels so right in me! It’s true that his is thicker and a little longer, but you know just how to ride me, and I know just how to ride you, so that yours is always right up against my clit! You always make me come so great: you have for all these years!”

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		I guess I missed my calling, Sharon thought smugly as Gary beamed up at her proudly. I should have been a diplomat!

		

		Of course her husband’s way more slender cock wasn’t the same as Derrick’s over-sized fucker! Gary’s didn’t feel anything like his!

		

		Both of her men were exciting to be with in bed, but in different ways. She adored the way Derrick manhandled her; the way he simply took what he wanted, whether she wanted it or not!

		

		She was entranced by Derrick’s take-charge manner. And by his awesome cock and the way he used it to fuck her into submission.

		

		Gary, on the other hand, was her sweetie! Her forever man; the guy with whom she had created their only child, the man she wanted to grow old with!

		

		Her husband was so loving, so gentle with her, in sharp contrast to Derrick, who was always so insistent…so greedy…so downright domineering!

		

		Sharon shivered with pleasure on top of Gary’s gliding dick as she thought back on how Derrick had nailed her earlier in the evening! She loved the way he wouldn’t take “no” for an answer; just throwing her down on the bed and fucking her without mercy until she had come like a woman possessed, screaming and squealing in utter ecstasy!

		

		She leaned down onto Gary, rubbing her sensitive nipples against his chest as she performed the same act she done with Derrick a few hours ago; kissing her man tenderly, reveling in the way he loved her...while her thoughts drifted back to Derrick and his harder, vastly more exciting brand of fucking…

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen: Sharon

		

		You Can’t Do That!

		

		“You promise you’ll be home tomorrow in time for us to make our dinner reservation?” Gary’s voice struck her as being almost whiny as he asked the question.

		

		“Of course I will,” she replied quickly, her mind already focused mostly on Derrick and the magnificent hunk of manhood that was awaiting her at his apartment. “Tomorrow’s our wedding anniversary! Don’t you think I know that?”

		

		“I was half afraid you might forget, with your boyfriend’s cock all the way down your throat, fucking your brains loose,” Gary said with a coy little smile, showing that he really didn’t mind her spending the night over at Derrick’s on this Friday evening, as unconventional as that might be.

		

		“I won’t forget,” she promised softly, kissing him chastely on the cheek as she opened the door leading out to the garage and her car. “How could I forget my own twenty-third wedding anniversary?”

		

		“They’ve been twenty-three pretty good years, haven’t they?” Gary asked.

		

		“Great years, really,” she assured him with a smile, “and none greater than this last one!”

		

		“You’ll tell me everything when you get home?”

		

		“As soon as I’m in the door,” she promised, stepping out into the garage. “We’ll fuck like a pair of bunnies and then get ready for our big night out together!”

		

		She turned toward her husband and said, “Then we’ll probably come home and fuck some more!”

		

		Gary beamed, his fears obviously allayed for the moment as he said, “We no doubt will! Have a great time tonight, dear!”

		

		****

		

		This is so WRONG! Sharon kept on telling herself that as she drove toward Derrick’s apartment. Spending the night sucking and fucking another man on the eve of my wedding anniversary…that’s INSANELY wrong!

		

		But it also appeared to be exactly what she was going to do! As Sharon drove along, she remembered that summer day almost twenty-three years ago when she’d said “I do” to Gary in that church!

		

		It was so long ago, when I promised to “love and honor,” him! She thought as she swung up onto the freeway and headed downtown. So much has changed in our lives since then!

		

		She was well aware of the inherent irony contained in that thought. Sharon shook her head as if to clear it of the realization that her husband was now a cuckold, thanks to her, and that she was little more than a slut, when it came to her young lover and his outrageous sexual demands!

		

		“…forsaking all others,” that part of her wedding vows suddenly popped into her head and refused to go away. She wrestled with the rueful knowledge that she hadn’t managed to keep that part of her vows sacred at all: tonight’s little rendezvous with Derrick proved that beyond the shadow of a doubt!

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		She’s probably already sucking his cock by now, if not fucking him! He thought in the ecstasy/despair of the confirmed cuckold as he slowly stroked his dick while lying alone, stark-naked, on their marital bed.

		

		Tonight wasn’t much like the last time this had happened. Everything had been new and different then.

		

		This would be only the second time she spent entire the night with him, but she had gone over to his place for several “quickies” during the day and in the evenings as well. The fact that his wife once-pure wife and Derrick had become steady, repeat lovers over the past few weeks slowly sunk into Gary’s consciousness!

		

		How do I really feel about that? He asked himself. Gary stopped toying with his hard cock for a moment and reached for his ever-present scotch and soda sitting on the nightstand.

		

		As he sipped it, he glanced at the digital clock and discovered it was barely eight o’clock. She had left the house at seven, and it took over a half hour to get to his place; best-case scenario.

		

		The LA traffic was always bad; being especially brutal on a Friday night like this one, as people struggled to get out of town for the weekend, to get home from work…to get anywhere, really. So she might just be arriving at his place now: she probably hadn’t had time to do anything with him yet.

		

		His cell phone buzzed on the nightstand just then and he quickly traded it for his cocktail. Sharon had sent him a text: Am in the hallway, outside his place. Traffic was a killer! More later!

		

		Gary’s cock gave a jerk as he envisioned Sharon ringing the doorbell and that door opening. He sighed as he saw in his mind’s eye his voluptuous wife kissing her young lover hello, after Derrick had hustled her inside, locking the door securely behind them…

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		Tonight, they’d enjoyed a civilized cocktail together before adjourning to the bedroom. Once there, he had been respectful of her clothing, stripping it off carefully and laying her garments out atop a nearby dresser instead of half ripping them off as he had done several times before on her previous visits.

		

		His slow, steady pace started Sharon to thinking. Did his lack of haste tonight indicate an ebbing of passion on her young lover’s part, or did it merely reflect his feeling that they had all night together, after all?

		

		Is he growing tired of me already? Sharon asked herself worriedly as they embraced once again, both of them fully nude this time. Is my coming over to his apartment to spend the night becoming old hat to him?

		

		She regretted, just for a moment, abandoning her “go slow” strategy. But his massive dick’s hardness up against her bare belly just then reassured her that he wasn’t yet totally bored with her!

		

		“Mmmmmm, feels like someone is glad to see me,” she murmured, breaking off the hot tongue kiss they had been sharing.

		

		Derrick smiled one of his most charming smiles and whispered, “He is at that. Why don’t you show him how glad you are to see him?

		

		Smiling back, Sharon dropped to her knees and fisted the thick cock lovingly, showering the broad head with little butterfly kisses. In between kisses, she licked at it, savoring the warmth of the smooth skin atop the curved dome gliding against her tongue.

		

		“Suck it, why don’t you, you little cocktease?” Derrick suggested, growing impatient after a few more seconds of her teasing foreplay, forcing more than half of his throbbing length inside her lips.

		

		Love to, Sharon thought, tilting her head back so that her lover could push the rest of his massive prick deep into her throat.

		

		He’s skull-fucking me again…throat-raping me, Sharon told herself resignedly as the big nut sac bounced against her chin. I told myself I wouldn’t let him do that anymore. Yet here I am!

		

		She felt her pussy weeping out lube and drug her very erect nipples against her hairy thighs as she willingly blew him just the way she knew he loved it best. It was strange: Gary hadn’t asked for this sort of rough blowjob except the one time, but Derrick seemed want one every time they got together!

		

		“Oh, you’re such a hot little cunt, Sharon!” Derrick sighed at that moment. “You love this as much as I do!”

		

		I don’t, not really, Sharon assured herself, not this part of it, anyway!

		

		But she did notice that one hand had drifted down to her pussy lips while the other had moved up to caress her own nipples as she sucked him…

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		“I hope he fucks her deep in that tight little ass of hers tonight!” Gary hissed as his hand flew up and down his hard dick.

		

		Holy fuck; where did THAT come from? Gary asked himself worriedly as he got ready to come.

		

		He and Sharon had been “discussing” anal sex all week during their almost nightly talks about Derrick and her, and what the two of them might get up to next. When Gary had brought the subject up initially, early in the week, Sharon had shut him down almost immediately.

		

		But as the week had progressed, she had grudgingly acknowledged that bad-boy Derrick might want some kind of booty action from her soon. Even after she had admitted that, however, she had been all sorts of reluctant to confess that she might just give it to him; if he proved insistent enough!

		

		By now Sharon had shared with her husband all of her theories as to Derrick’s pursuit of her; how his interest might suddenly start to flag, once he’d had his fill her body. When he had a new girl in his sights, that’s when he would eventually lose interest in her, Sharon had warned.

		

		Giving her much younger lover something she had never given any man before—like her still virgin ass—might just fuel his fascination with her for a little while longer, his wife had mused one night. She had ended up asking Gary how he would feel about her surrendering her anal virginity to big-dicked Derrick.

		

		The sex between the two of them that night had been simply off the charts! He couldn’t stop thinking about Derrick’s huge cock going up that tiny little asshole of hers, and neither could she!

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“N-No, not back there!” She told him haltingly over her shoulder, turned her head around as far as it would go. “You can’t do that! I don’t do that!”

		

		Derrick grinned and teased her ass pucker still more with his wandering fingertip. She was down on her hands and knees in front of him, and she had been enthusiastically whipping her ass up and down, back and forth, as he’d fucked her super-wet pussy doggie style for the last fifteen minutes.

		

		Sharon had come and come again as a result of his hot, hard fucking. But then he had started toying with her nether opening, and she had suddenly halted her frenzied, twerking ass movements.

		

		“I told you before,” she hissed angrily, “I don’t do anal!”

		

		Derrick didn’t look particularly daunted by her hostile tone as he moistened the finger and pressed it once more up against her anus, asking, “Have you ever tried it?”

		

		“No…no, I haven’t!” Sharon admitted primly. “And I don’t intend to!”

		

		“Maybe you should,” Derrick replied teasingly, as he slipped his wet middle finger into her tiny pucker all the way up to his knuckle, starting to fuck her hot pussy again.

		

		“Nooooooo,” she groaned once more, not sounding half as convincing this time…

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen: Sharon

		

		New Experiences

		

		“He…he did it to me!” Sharon managed to sound both guilty and wildly excited at the same time as she lifted her dress over her head and dropped it onto the bedroom carpet. “He wanted my ass last night—just like we thought he eventually would—and I…I… gave it to him!”

		

		She turned around and slowly eased out of her panties, so her husband could see her gaped-open rear entrance with the thin line of Derrick’s spunk oozing out of it. Gary sat up straight in bed, barely able to catch a breath as he stared at the evidence of his wife’s total surrender to her young lover!

		

		“Did…did it hurt?” He asked her in an awed voice.

		

		She got into bed next to him, coming into his offered arms, cuddling up against his chest as she whispered, “It hurt like hell…at first…”

		

		“At first,” he murmured softly, comfortingly, clearly entranced at the thought of his once prim and proper wife taking her lover’s thick cock up her virgin ass!

		

		“He lubed me up; then he sort of eased it into me,” Sharon confessed, looking up into her husband’s forgiving, excited eyes as she spoke. “Oh, darling, he had me so turned on! I just couldn’t seem to say ‘no’ to him last night!”

		

		“It’s okay,” Gary assured her, stroking her hair, “as long as he didn’t hurt your little bottom.”

		

		She took a deep breath; then admitted despairingly, “It didn’t…not after a while, anyway!”

		

		Shuddering in Gary’s arms, she added, as tears of regret gathered in her eyes, “It got to feeling great, as a matter of fact! He…he knew just how to stroke my pussy; how to rub my g-spot and my clit at the same time to ease my initial pain!”

		

		Gary nodded sympathetically, his dick going as hard as a board as she spoke, and she could see that the thought of her taking that huge dong up her tight ass was turning him on completely! The twinkle of out-and-out lust in her husband’s eyes encouraged her to go on with her ribald tale of last night’s butt-fucking.

		

		“And he was tugging at my nippies while he did it to me, too; plus doing all that other stuff with my pussy at the same time, darling!” A tear rolled down Sharon’s cheek as she confessed, “I came so hard, when I came…when he came… right up my ASS!”

		

		Gary made a sound that was somewhere between a growl and a whimper, and then he was on her and inside her in seconds. Sharon sucked in her breath as her normally mild-mannered hubby began to frenziedly fuck her brains loose!

		

		All she could do was hang on tight and come right along with him when he did…

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		Her ass! He actually fucked her in the ass until he came! Gary was still nearly beside himself with arousal at the mere thought of it! He had just come in his cheating wife’s pussy with all the fury and intensity of a hurricane making landfall, and yet he still felt arousal lurking just below the surface; as if he was suddenly sixteen again!

		

		Because he knew everything she had just told him was all true! He could tell it was from seeing how wide her normally tiny ass opening was gaped open. And from the way Derrick’s jizz still ran out of it in a milky-white stream!

		

		“Are…are you going to let him do it again?” Gary had managed to stammer as he’d fucked her like a crazy man.

		

		Sharon she’d shuddered and looked guiltily away from him as she’d confessed, “I already did; once more last night, and once today!”

		

		Gary had shrieked as if someone was tearing his nuts off and began to unload into his wife’s very unfaithful pussy, fantasizing about her violated ass…

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“I think it’s the build up of the friction that makes it so exciting,” Sharon posited as she got into her bra and started tugging on her sheer black panties. “That and the fact that the whole notion of anal sex is still so…taboo, somehow, or at least it is to me!”

		

		They were dressing for their big night out. Gary was taking her to a place called the Raj for their anniversary dinner; a very expensive restaurant located in Santa Monica which they’d never been to before.

		

		“Are you going to let me have this little thing soon, now that you’ve already given it away to a stranger?” He asked her with a leer, squeezing her left ass cheek.

		

		“I’d hardly call I guy I work with every day of the week—and who has now fucked me in every hole I’ve got—a stranger!” Sharon answered her husband coquettishly, stepping away from him and reaching for her slip.

		

		“He isn’t your husband,” Gary reminded her.

		

		After dropping the slip into place, Sharon stepped back into her man’s arms and whispered, “No, he isn’t. You are and don’t you ever forget it!”

		

		“Doesn’t your husband deserve to enjoy everything your lover does?” Gary asked again insistently.

		

		Sharon flashed him a naughty little smile and whispered, “It’s going to be my anniversary present to you, as soon as we get home from dinner tonight! My ass is yours whenever you want it from now on, darling!”

		

		****

		

		“You look absolutely ravishing tonight, dear,” he told her as they sat across from each other in the fancy restaurant an hour later.

		

		“I ought to,” Sharon told him, sipping her champagne, “new dress, new shoes, and I spent much longer than usual on my hair and make up tonight.”

		

		She was wearing a red evening gown, cut low in the front to show off her considerable cleavage, along with a pair of Jimmy Choo heels that were the exact same color as her dress and bag. Sharon also had on her best diamond necklace and earring set.

		

		Her long brown hair had been skillfully coiled up and positioned just so on top of her head; and her long, pearlescent nails gleamed from a manicure she’d gotten mid-week. Sharon knew her make up was as perfect as the rest of her, just having checked on it a few moments ago in the lady’s room.

		

		Not bad for a girl in her forties, she’d thought as she studied her image in the restroom mirror, just before rejoining Gary at the table, not bad at all!

		

		Sharon reveled in her current situation as she smiled over at her husband. Their life together was perfect, just as it was!

		

		They had plenty of money, jobs both of them found fulfilling, a great kid who was presently knocking around Europe, staying out of trouble—she hoped—and a pair of fabulous sex lives to boot! She was looking forward to tonight in the bedroom with Gary; to giving him what he’d secretly been lusting after for over twenty years. And she’d had a fantastic time in bed with Derrick all last night and this morning besides! Her naughty time spent with him had been like the cherry on top of a particularly decadent dessert!

		

		Gary and I have certainly done okay for ourselves over the last twenty-three years, she thought smugly, sipping her champagne as the waiter brought their dinners. We’ve done more than okay: we’re the two luckiest people I know…

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		“Now, darling, you’ve got me so ready for it!” Sharon cooed back over her shoulder, wiggling her ass for him.

		

		Two of his fingers were buried deep in her bottom, clear up to his palm, lubing it up for the entrance of his cock. Two more of the fingers from his other hand had been sunk into her dripping pussy, teasing her g-spot, just the way she’d showed him.

		

		His wife dragged her nipples across the threads of the bedspread under them and moaned, “Oh, babe, I want your cock! I want it deep in my little aaaasssssss!”

		

		Gary was quivering with anticipation. He had been lusting after this moment for over two decades now; a moment he never thought would come.

		

		The fact that he had Sharon’s burgeoning career as a hotwife to thank for it flitted across his consciousness, making the whole thing seem even sweeter! He imagined Derrick’s big cock spitting this tight little hole wide open for the first time just last night and had trouble stopping himself from shooting off then and there!

		

		God, I’ll bet she screamed when he shoved it up inside her cute butt the first time! Gary thought as he eased his fingers out of her gaped-open pucker and rested the head of his engorged cock against it instead.

		

		Sharon sharply drew in her breath as Gary pushed forward, slipping the very tip of his dick into her hitherto forbidden opening. He thrust harder, splitting the tiny rosebud and her muscles contracted around his invading cock head!

		

		“Oh, God, go slowly, darling,” she begged him. “I’m still not used to this!”

		

		He chuckled under his breath, imagining her taking Derrick’s much thicker cock three times before his, and pushed all the way forward, gliding his lubed up dick as deeply inside her backdoor as it would go. She moaned somewhat pitifully, “Oh, oh, God; it feels so fucking big back there, darling!”

		

		Gary’s chest swelled with pride, in spite of himself. He knew she was probably exaggerating, just to turn him on still more, but it felt nice to hear her say that anyway!

		

		After all, Derrick’s dick was a lot thicker than his, from all she’d told him, and it had been up this tight little sheath at least three times before his…

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		This is really great! She thought as her husband started to fuck her ass in earnest. Gary’s cock feels so nice, compared to Derrick’s huge one!

		

		She thought she could really come to adore this, and could see anal sex becoming a regular part of their bedroom repertoire! Gary was such an apt pupil when it came to learning new bedroom techniques: he had clearly picked up on how to stimulate both her clit and her g-spot at the same time; and his other hand was caressing her nipples just the way she liked it!

		

		It felt great to take Derrick’s big dick up my bottom, just to prove to both of us that I could do it, Sharon realized, as Gary really found his pace inside her asshole. My sweet Gary is such a good cocksman and his prick feels so nice up my bottom…not threatening and a little scary at all, like Derrick’s did at first!

		

		The thought that she simply loved fucking both her men crossed her mind once again… just as she started to come…

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen: Sharon

		

		Settling In

		

		This had no doubt been the most exciting, fulfilling summer of her entire life, but it seemed to have gone by so quickly! There had been that sweet getaway weekend spent with Derrick over on Catalina Island, trips to the beach—both with Derrick and with Gary on separate occasions!—plus a ten-day jaunt up to the Redwoods and to the Napa Valley with her husband; which had been filled with long walks at the end of very enjoyable days spent wine-tasting and shopping. It had been a magical time of quiet, intimate talks, in addition to night upon night of explosive sex!

		

		Her taking a lover seemed to have fueled the romance in their marriage like nothing else ever had in all their long years spent together. They’d made love in positions they hadn’t revisited for years, and they had reveled in each of them!

		

		Gary was like a brand new man these days, so attentive, so understanding; always right there for her, supporting her, cuddling her tenderly: and he was still capable of fucking her magnificently, whenever she asked that of him! And Derrick had been there the rest of the time; sensual, unpredictable, demanding yet oh, so thrilling young Derrick…

		

		****

		

		“What are the chances of the two of us getting together this weekend?” Derrick’s voice was soft as he whispered in her ear from behind her, asking the question.

		

		“It’ll have to be Friday night,” Sharon told him, tossing her hips back to meet his deep lunges into her tightening pussy sheath, “we have a bunch of people coming over for a barbeque Saturday evening. Our son’s due back from Europe that morning and we’re having a dinner to welcome him home.

		

		“And I’m not invited?” Derrick teased her, quickening his pace.

		

		“Mmmmmm, wouldn’t that prove to be a little awkward, darling,” she sighed as she got ready to come. “Debbie and her husband will be there, as well as Laverne and Monroe, not to mention Gary!”

		

		“Maybe we could have a group thing?” Derrick whispered with an evil little chuckle, really fucking her hard now.

		

		Sharon gave a strangled laugh—it was hard to laugh, at the exact moment you orgasmed, she learned at that instant—and then simply chose to groan out her pleasure, rather than trying to answer him. She felt his dick lurch inside her, and suddenly his come was spurting into her, coating her contracting pussy with its heavy presence as they both climaxed as one …

		

		****

		

		“I’ll be spending Friday night over at Derrick’s, if that’s alright with you,” she told Gary that night at dinner.

		

		“Oh, when did you decide that?”

		

		“When he was fucking me at lunch today,” she replied with an impish grin.

		

		Gary started; then finished his glass of wine. He asked evenly, “When were you going to tell me about that, or were you?”

		

		She giggled and reached for her own wineglass, saying, “You know I was. I always tell you everything; don’t you know that by now?”

		

		“I know that you say you do,” Gary teased her light-heartedly, “but I have my doubts.”

		

		“Oh, and what are those, pray tell?”

		

		“A quick blowjob in the parking lot at Callahan’s…a fast fuck in a deserted conference room at work, when you’re both there, after hours,” Gary suggested smugly, as if he knew what he was saying to be true.

		

		“Derrick wouldn’t be satisfied with a quick blowjob anymore,” she assured him, finishing her wine, “and Mr. Lazy rarely works late, unlike yours truly.”

		

		“What does your boyfriend do, while you’re putting in those long hours?” Gary pressed her, his curiosity clearly getting the better of him.

		

		“He’s probably out chasing strange pussy,” Sharon admitted with a casualness that came from knowing Derrick’s unfaithful nature all too well by now.

		

		She pointed toward the empty wine bottle and asked, “Shall we open another?”

		

		“Why not?” Gary responded, sitting back in his chair. “The evening is young and so are we!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yeah, just like that, darling!” Sharon exhorted him as he drove down into her. “Oh, fuck but that feels great!”

		

		Gary was doing her ass just right, and he was diddling her clit at the same time, as well as leaning down to suck her nipples whenever the spirit moved him. She lay in bed, jack-knifed on her back, her long legs up over her shoulders; her toes resting against the wall above the bed’s headboard.

		

		Her husband was fucking her in a modified missionary position, only his dick was up her ass instead of her pussy. It had started out in that more conventional opening when they first began, but several minutes ago it had been moved to her ass and pushed inside that far naughtier hole instead. Gary was expertly strumming her clit with his index finger as he banged down into her butt.

		

		“Oh, God, oh, God, I’m coming again!” Sharon gasped suddenly, a wellspring of pussy juice bubbling up out of her spasming twat as she abruptly launched into orgasm!

		

		A couple of tiny spurts of the clear liquid splashed against Gary’s hairy tummy as he drilled down into her. He threw back his head and sighed, “Oh, fuck but that’s hot! I love it when I make you squirt!”

		

		She felt the gush of his warm come splashing deep into her bowels and it set off yet another round of pussy spasms. Sharon groaned and ground her ass against his spewing cock, reveling in every spurt; every contraction…

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		“That’s a great position,” he sighed contentedly as they lay back in bed together, their hot coupling now concluded. “I’m glad Derrick taught you that one.”

		

		“I won’t tell him you said that,” she said, smiling over at her husband, “he’s cocky enough about his sexual skills already. We don’t want him to get even more swell-headed than he is, now do we?”

		

		“No, I suppose we don’t,” Gary agreed with an answering smile. “He already acts as if he owns you sometimes.”

		

		“Don’t I know it?” She sighed, nodding her agreement. “I was really too tired to go over to his place last Tuesday night when he called, but he was so…insistent that I ended up going anyway!”

		

		“You spoil him shamelessly, and you know it,” Gary chastised her, the smile never leaving his lips as he spoke.

		

		“I know I do, darling, but he’s so cute!”

		

		Gary laughed and said, “I guess he is at that, if you like the type.”

		

		“I mostly like his big cock,” she whispered with a coy little smile, moving closer to her husband. “I’m such a bad girl! You should spank me!”

		

		A hugely evil grin spread across Gary’s face as he reached for her, saying: “I might do just that…”

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“I let Gary fuck me in the ass the other night,” she whispered to Derrick, while they were resting up from their latest bout of illicit sex.

		

		“Oh, I’ll bet he enjoyed that,” Derrick said. “I always do. What position did you two use?”

		

		“That one where I’m bent in half, with my toes up against the wall,” she told him, reaching out for her lover’s gooey cock. “We were fucking normally at first and then, somehow, he wound up deep in my ass!”

		

		“Sounds like fun,” Derrick said, reaching for her again.

		

		She stopped his advancing hands briefly, asking, “Does it ever bother you, knowing I’m with him when I’m not with you?”

		

		“Why should it?” Derrick told her. “You’re married to him, after all. You’re just fooling around with me, and I know it.”

		

		“I…I’ve gotten to really like having two men in my life,” she admitted to him then. “It’s a lot of fun!”

		

		“As one of those two men, I can attest to that,” he said with an impish grin, gathering her into his arms…

		

		****

		

		“This…this is so…nasty!” Sharon said breathily, as excited as she could be!

		

		“Old Gary will love it, when you tell him about it,” Derrick chortled, pushing his fat dick deep into her pussy again.

		

		I bet he will at that! Sharon thought as she spread her legs even wider for her lover. Gary will go absolutely crazy when I tell him I let him do THIS to me tonight!

		

		At that moment, Derrick drew his cock out of her sopping pussy mouth and plunged it instead into her anus, clear up to his balls! Normally, that would have been impossible, since his dick was so wide and her asshole so small, but tonight they had been alternating between the two openings for at least fifteen minutes now!

		

		Derrick pummeled her clit with his meaty forefinger as he enthusiastically began to fuck her in the ass. Sharon moaned at how naughty that felt…how deliciously decadent an act it was!

		

		Just when he had her on the brink of searing orgasm, he pulled his prick out again and rose unsteadily atop the mattress to his feet. Crouching down, he fed her his cock—fresh from her ass—and started to skull-fuck her!

		

		Oh, God, I shouldn’t let him do this to me! Sharon thought as she sucked at the soiled cock gliding in and out of her mouth while she automatically began to diddle her own clit. It’s so depraved…it’s also downright unsanitary…but it’s so fucking haaawwwttt!

		

		When she had cleaned his dick up with her tongue and mouth, Derrick pulled it out and, dropping to his knees between her splayed open legs, stuffed it deep into her pussy once more. She sighed and clung to him as he fucked her hard and deep, her excited pussy gushing lubricant onto his flying cock!

		

		I’m going to come for sure this time! She had the frenzied thought just then. And it’s going to be a mind-ripper of an orgasm…

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		“You…you didn’t really do that, did you?” Gary stammered when she told him about the ass-to-mouth-to-pussy thing she’d done for Derrick last night.

		

		She looked away from his guiltily and whispered, “I’m afraid I did!”

		

		There was silence in the bedroom for a few moments; then Gary asked softly, “Are you going to do that with me?”

		

		Sharon’s face colored as she murmured, “Of course I will, if you want me to!”

		

		She looked at her husband and whispered, “It’s really nasty; its very raunchiness is what makes it so exciting!”

		

		Gary shuddered as he thought about that—his once innocent Sharon, the mother of his son—sucking another guy’s cock right after it had been up her ass! He nearly shoved his stiff prick into her bottom right then and there, but he glanced at the digital clock instead and sighed, “Later, after the guests have left. You can give me a quick blowjob now, just to hold me over, and then we’ve got to start getting ready for the barbeque!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eighteen: Sharon

		

		Diego

		

		“Who’s that gorgeous hunk of Latino eye-candy standing next to Junior?” Laverne asked Sharon, staring across the backyard at the handsome, olive-skinned boy with unabashed interest.

		

		“His name is Diego Rodriguez,” Sharon said, “Gary Junior met him when he was in Barcelona. They’re the same age and they really seemed to hit it off. Diego was just leaving to explore Europe himself in his new Alfa Romeo roadster so he invited Junior along on his travels. Apparently, they had themselves quite a time.”

		

		“And what’s delicious young Diego doing here?” Laverne wanted to know.

		

		“Gary invited him to visit us in L.A. for a few days, before school starts for both of them,” Sharon replied, still eyeing the devastatingly good-looking young Spaniard. “Diego is halfway through the University of Barcelona. He’s studying architecture, from what I understand.”

		

		“I wouldn’t mind studying young Diego a little,” Laverne sighed. “He’s a cutie, that boy is!”

		

		Sharon cautioned her, “I wouldn’t let Monroe catch you staring at him that way. It wouldn’t do for us to send Diego back home in a cast!”

		

		“Oh, I’ve been watching myself, ever since that little incident with Derrick,” Laverne assured her. “You can bet on that.”

		

		Sharon glanced over at the hulking Monroe, who was laughing and sharing a joke with Gary and Debbie’s husband, Jim. Monroe’s was a sad case, really; but not an uncommon one in today’s America.

		

		She and Gary had known him and Laverne for years now. A former Navy Seal, Monroe had been a great guy before an IED had gone off right next to the vehicle he had been riding in during his last tour of Iraq, several years ago.

		

		The doctors had been able to pretty much repair his injured body, but the psychiatrists had yet to make that much progress with his damaged brain. Part of the once friendly and outgoing Monroe’s mind still wasn’t quite right and Sharon doubted that it ever would be.

		

		She noticed Laverne’s husband had a soft drink in his big hand while the other two men drank beers. That’s good, she thought, I hope he doesn’t drink alcohol today.

		

		Monroe had less control of himself when he drank, and that was often a scary thing to watch…

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		Uh-oh, that’s not good, Gary thought, noticing the beer now in Monroe’s hand.

		

		Gary had been busy with the barbeque for the last hour, cooking up the huge racks of ribs which had made up today’s main course, while Sharon and her friends had brought out the potato salad, corn on the cob, and watermelon cubes that would complete today’s backyard feast. Monroe had eaten a ton of Gary’s prize ribs as they’d come off the grill, as well as more than one helping of the salad and the melon, so maybe all that food would help absorb the alcohol in the beer.

		

		Or at least that was Gary’s hope. His towering black friend seemed okay right now. He was talking to Gary Junior animatedly about the coming football season and whether or not the hometown Rams might go all the way this year.

		

		What made the party’s host really nervous was the way Laverne was cozying up to young Diego, Gary Junior’s friend, across the yard. If Monroe saw that and took it the wrong way, there’d be hell to pay…

		

		Gary glanced around the rest of the party and noticed that people were beginning to leave. It was edging on into the evening, so that came as no surprise.

		

		“Hey, you young motherfucker, keep your hands off my wife!” Monroe’s deep voice suddenly thundered across the yard.

		

		Oh, shit, here we go! Gary thought, his eyes darting back to Laverne and Diego.

		

		Sure enough, Monroe was headed their way at a full gallop, muscular legs churning; the fire of his uncontrollable jealousy flashing in his dark eyes. Gary dropped his beer into the grass and took out after him, shouting, “Hey, hey, there’s nothing to worry about, Roe! He’s just a kid! He’s a friend of Gary Junior’s!”

		

		Monroe had Diego by the shirt collar now, yanking him around, his face right in the Spanish boy’s. He whispered, “He’s old enough to fuck! And he wants to fuck my Laverne!”

		

		“No, no, I was just talking to her!” Diego protested; his eyes wide with terror. “I meant nothing by it, Senor; you’ve got to believe me!”

		

		“You was puttin’ the moves on her! I saw you doin’ it; you lyin’ sack of shit!” Monroe snarled.

		

		He swiveled his head toward Laverne, who was cowering behind Debbie and Sharon, and growled, “And you’re no better; you cheatin’ whore! You wanted to suck this boy’s dick, didn’t you?”

		

		“N-No, we were just talkin’, like he said, baby! I swear!”

		

		Gary stepped forward, urging Monroe to loosen his grasp on Diego’s knit shirt, saying in a calm voice, “It’s fine, Roe; no harm done. Let’s go have another beer and calm down. Everything’s cool; believe me.”

		

		Monroe’s blazing eyes gradually returned to their normal tranquil state as Gary continued to speak softly to him. The black man’s usual calm demeanor slowly returned and he said, turning his gaze back to Diego, “You’ll stay away from my wife, boy. If you know what’s good for you.”

		

		Jim, Debbie’s big, bluff husband stepped forward on Monroe’s other side, offering him a fresh beer and slapping him on the back as he said, “Here drink this, my friend. Let’s talk about those Rams some more!”

		

		Monroe and Laverne left for home a half hour later, much to Gary’s relief. Roe was getting more and more difficult to control as the years went on; there was no doubt about that!

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“You were very good with Monroe tonight, dear,” she complimented Gary as they both got undressed for bed.

		

		“We’ve known him a long time,” Gary sighed. “I hate to see him getting worse, but he is.”

		

		“He really beat the hell out of Laverne, that time she cheated on him with Derrick.”

		

		He smiled a rueful little smile and said, “Then I guess you ought to be glad I’m not him. You’d be in a wheelchair by now.”

		

		She laughed and came into his arms naked, saying: “You’re a different sort of man than Monroe is. My cheating on you with Derrick doesn’t incense you; it turns you on instead.”

		

		“I thought for a minute that Roe was going to murder young Diego tonight,” Gary said to her, his voice having lost its teasing tone and gone serious.

		

		“I did, too,” Sharon said softly, “not that the young scamp wouldn’t have deserved it.”

		

		Gary looked shocked by her statement, so she explained, “Laverne was coming on to him. I was watching her.”

		

		She grinned impishly and added, “But he was flirting with her too. Diego is no angel, as far as the ladies go. I can tell.”

		

		“Has he…has he hit on to you yet?” Gary asked excitedly, his hard cock nudging against her bare belly.

		

		“Not exactly,” she said, “but I’ve caught him staring down my cleavage a couple of times since he got here.”

		

		Gary stepped back and took a firm breast in each palm, hefting them before he started gently squeezing them as he whispered; “I don’t blame him. What man wouldn’t want to see a set as nice as this one?”

		

		She smiled and whispered, “Suck ‘em a little for me, why don’t you, darling? Suck ‘em and get me all hot and bothered for you, before I let you fuck me in the ass!”

		

		Gary groaned and bent down to take her right nipple into his mouth. She ran her fingers through his hair as he nursed at her breast, his tongue all over her stiffening nubbie.

		

		“Are…are you still going to…?” Gary panted as he changed breasts a few seconds later.

		

		“Yes, you pervert,” she smiled down at him, “I’m still going to suck you off tonight after you’ve had your fun balling my butt!”

		

		Gary sighed and nursed at her tender little pink knob even harder. His patience for foreplay didn’t last long after that: he pushed her down onto the bed, lubed up her bottom, and took her in one long lunge while stroking her g-spot and clit at the same time.

		

		Jesus, she’s so tight back here! Gary thought as he bottomed out in her butt.

		

		It was still so exciting—taking Sharon in this most forbidden of ways—that he never lasted long when he fucked her in the ass! It just felt too good…as well as too…downright nasty to be inside her like this!

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm, that’s the way to do me, you stud!” Sharon moaned at that moment. “Fuck me hard and deep; the way Derrick always does, no matter whether he’s in my ass or my pussy, and I’ll come for you!”

		

		Gary’s whole body gave a jerk as he imagined big, powerful young Derrick’s impressive cock where his was right now; pummeling Sharon’s small ass! He groaned just like she had moments ago, and fought to keep from coming so soon!

		

		Besides, I get to come in her mouth tonight, after I’ve fucked her ass! Gary told himself.

		

		God, that seemed like such a beastly thing to do to his sweet Sharon! Could he really bring himself to commit such an act?

		

		As he rutted away happily in her bottom, he admitted to himself that he probably could! And that he no doubt would…

		

		****

		

		“Would you…would you fuck Diego, if you got the chance?” Gary’s voice sounded hesitant but excited in the dark bedroom twenty minutes later.

		

		“What a question to ask me!” Sharon protested. “He’s Gary Junior’s friend; he’s, like, twenty at best! I’m over forty, for God’s sake; quite literally old enough to be his mother!”

		

		“You didn’t answer my question,” Gary persisted. “Would you, if you could?”

		

		She sighed, then admitted, after considering how handsome the young man was; how buffed out and desirable he’d looked today, standing there in his swimsuit next to their pool this afternoon, “I don’t know, I really don’t.”

		

		Silence descended on the dark bedroom for long seconds. At last she said, “How about you? Would you want me to do that if I could?”

		

		Now it was Gary’s turn to clear his throat awkwardly and stammer, “I…I don’t know. He’s awfully young, like you said.”

		

		She giggled at her husband’s obvious indecision and asked, “I guess it would depend on his cock, wouldn’t it?”

		

		“What do you mean?”

		

		“Well, if it was a big, pretty one—the kind I just can’t seem to resist—I guess I’d do it,” Sharon confessed. “If I was reasonably sure that Gary Junior wouldn’t ever find out, I that is!”

		

		“If you and Diego were ever to go to bed together, I doubt he’d tell his new American friend that he’d banged his mother, don’t you?”

		

		“That would probably be the case,” Sharon mused, snuggling back into his arms as they lay spooned together, “but you just never know about kids these days. They’re so open about their sexuality!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Nineteen: Sharon

		

		The Perfect Opportunity

		

		“I’m really sorry about this, but the airlines…you know how they are!” Diego offered apologetically.

		

		“Nonsense, we don’t mind you staying a day longer, before flying back to Barcelona,” Gary responded with a smile. “I’m just sorry I have to attend this out of town meeting, so I won’t be here to drive you to the airport when you do leave.”

		

		He was packing as he spoke, in preparation for heading off to that same airport himself. Gary had a six o’clock flight this evening to Dallas, where he’d change planes for Chicago after an hour-and-half layover.

		

		His company’s annual meeting of quality control managers was slated to last two days—like it always did—and it started tomorrow morning. He normally hated attending the somewhat dull confab, but he had confided to Sharon earlier that afternoon that this year he could hardly wait to leave for the airport.

		

		Because Gary knew full well that his departure would leave Sharon alone in the house with Diego for a night! And they both knew what that might lead to with his gorgeous hotwife!

		

		As he leaned over to kiss her on the cheek, he whispered, “Tell me all about it over the phone!”

		

		She looked at him wryly and whispered back, “Maybe nothing…interesting will happen.”

		

		He glanced over at Diego, who was leaning casually against the doorjamb, and whispered, “Maybe not, but I doubt it. I saw the way he was checking you out earlier today, when we were all out by the swimming pool.”

		

		She followed her husband’s gaze and smiled invitingly at her young houseguest as she murmured the question, “You’re sure about this? He is only twenty years old, after all!”

		

		“Just be sure not to hurt the boy, you cougar, you,” her husband whispered with a sly smile, just before he kissed her good-bye.

		

		And then he was out the garage door, suitcase in hand, headed for the airport. She glanced over at her overnight guest and asked, “What would you like for dinner tonight, Diego?”

		

		He sauntered over to her—his whole demeanor having abruptly changed, now that Gary was out of the house and on his way to Dallas—and said in a most seductive tone, “I think I’d like to eat out by the pool, if you don’t mind. We don’t have a swimming pool at my parents’ house in Barcelona, so I want to take full advantage of this one while I’m still here.”

		

		“It’s a shame Gary Junior had to leave for college already,” she said, still smiling up at the tall young Spaniard.

		

		“I’d be gone too, except for the airline canceling my flight and rescheduling it for tomorrow,” he answered her, his sexual hunger now apparent in his smoldering, dark eyes as Diego boldly looked her up and down. “But I’m glad that it happened, to tell you the truth.”

		

		“Well, I guess this is the perfect opportunity for us to get to know one another a little better,” she answered teasingly, reaching up and running her fingertips lightly over the handsome boy’s right cheek.

		

		“I’m looking forward to that, Mrs. Black.”

		

		“Oh, please call me Sharon, now that it’s just the two of us alone in this big house, Diego.”

		

		“Sharon,” he said softly letting it roll off his tongue as if her name was a fine wine he was savoring for the first time, “I love that name.”

		

		“Let’s change into our suits and go out by the pool,” she suggested, shivering slightly with anticipation, now that she was confident that he wanted her as much as she wanted him. “Would you like a pre-dinner cocktail?”

		

		“I would like that very much…Sharon,” he smiled at her…

		

		****

		

		“You know, sometimes when Gary Junior is away at college and his dad and I are out here alone,” she said to him, sipping her second mai-tai of the early evening, “we swim sans suits. The walls are very high in this backyard, affording us complete privacy.”

		

		“Nude sunbathing is quite popular throughout Europe,” Diego commented, still openly eyeing her lush curves.

		

		“You’re not shy about taking your clothes off around other people, then, I take it?”

		

		In answer to that, he eased out of his swim trunks while she watched, an impish smile on his face, and he said, “I have nothing to be shy about…see?”

		

		Holy hell; he’s even thicker than Derrick! Sharon marveled, seeing the boy’s huge cock and balls for the first time.

		

		“I guess you don’t at that,” she murmured, her gaze remaining focused on his breath-taking girth, as she reached behind her back and unsnapped the bra of her skimpiest bikini.

		

		“Neither do you, Sharon,” he sighed, staring at her bouncing orbs with the unbridled lust evident in his sexy brown eyes.

		

		“I should really leave the bottoms on, I guess, for propriety’s sake,” she teased him, running her fingertips provocatively over the tiny red triangle of cloth that separated her from total nudity.

		

		“Please don’t feel you need do that on my account,” Diego said encouragingly, his gaze having moved down to her crotch. “As I said, I’ve been to a lot of nude beaches over the years, so I’ve seen many women…au naturale, as the French like to say.”

		

		“Well, if you’re sure it won’t offend you,” Sharon breathed out heavily, arching herself up off the chaise lounge she was lying on, so that she could scoot out of her bikini bottoms and drop them onto the concrete.

		

		Diego stared over at her waxed-bare pussy for a long while, his big cock going slowly hard, before he said, “You’re a stunning woman, Sharon. I can’t believe you’re really Gary’s mother!”

		

		“Good genes, that’s my secret,” she whispered, opening her legs a little more so she could better show off the tantalizing pink folds of her pussy.

		

		He glanced down at his fully engorged manhood and smiled, saying: “I’m sorry for my obvious reaction to your beauty. But I’m a young man, and so it’s a very natural one.”

		

		Sharon didn’t usually drink mai-tai’s: they had a lot of booze in them. But that’s what Diego had wanted, so she’d made them up a full pitcher of the powerful cocktails.

		

		Maybe it was all of that alcohol coursing through her veins that caused her to shamelessly make her move just then, or maybe it was because she knew that Gary Senior was more than okay with this. Or perhaps it was the sight of Diego’s youthful body—all long and lean and featuring the kind of six pack abs that only really young guys seemed capable of having, plus that hugely thick cock of his and that set of tangerine-sized balls—but she suddenly found herself easing her naked body off her lounger, going down onto her knees, and moving over to Diego’s chaise.

		

		“It’s so big and hard!” She whispered, taking his rampant fireplug of cock into her fist and working the skin up and down a few times.

		

		This thing is so thick I can’t even close my fingers around it, she marveled excitedly as she stroked it, the plum-like head leaking out an alluring dollop of clear pre-come fluid from its tip.

		

		Sharon just had to taste it, to see if it was as sweet and yummy as she somehow knew it would be! Leaning down, she licked all around the mammoth head, swirling off the bead of pre-come and swallowing it as he watched!

		

		“Oh, you do that so nicely, my Sharon!” Diego sighed, watching intently.

		

		“Years of practice,” she told him coquettishly, lapping all the harder, drawing out another large teardrop of the sweet male nectar.

		

		Sharon opened her mouth as wide as it would go and pushed it downward, over Diego’s crown of cock. It was thicker than anything she’d ever had in her mouth before—fatter than even Derrick’s mammoth cock head—so much so that she could barely get it into her throat!

		

		Oh, God, I hope he isn’t into skull-fucking like Derrick is! Sharon told herself as she began to bob her head up and down over the throbbing monster. Diego would probably kill me with this huge thing if he did that!

		

		Her tongue circled all around him as she laughed to herself: But what a way to go!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, fuck me!” She urged him, leaning onto her elbows, hiking her ass up into the air a little more so that he could really bang his way down into her from behind!

		

		He gasped as her pussy caressed him, his cock jerking within in her almost liquid depths. Diego slapped her enthusiastically on the bottom with his palm and moaned, “You’re such a hot woman, Sharon! I’ve never had pussy as fine as yours!”

		

		She mewled happily to herself and shoved her ass back onto his thrusting prick, berthing him all the way inside her. He felt marvelous, even better than Derrick did!

		

		God, but this kid can fuck! She thought blissfully as she moved against him.

		

		They’d been going at it for well over an hour by now. He had already fucked her missionary style, spooned with her, and Sharon had ridden him in both the standard and reverse cowboy positions! And he’d made her come every time, in every position; sometimes more than once!

		

		This young Spanish Adonis seemed to be made of steel so far, or at least his cock was. Since she had sucked him off earlier out by the pool—to get their evening together started—then he had fucked her tirelessly, refusing to come again. That first time, however, he had shot wad after wad of hot, gooey spunk down her throat as she’d sucked and tongued him, eagerly searching for still more his pearly spend.

		

		Diego had gotten hard again almost instantly after that steamy blowjob. He’d scooped her up and carried her into the house and by the time they’d reached the master bedroom, he had been hard as a rock once more!

		

		Naturally, he’d found Sharon to be super-wet and ready for him as well, so they’d wasted no time in making Gary Senior’s cuckolding compete!

		

		She glanced over at the digital clock by the bed and saw that it was nearly ten o’clock in the evening by now. Sharon smiled when she realized that she wasn’t going in to work tomorrow: a cock like this one didn’t come along every day and she wasn’t going to waste a second of her time with it…

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		“Well, did you end up fucking him or not?” Her husband demanded when she answered the phone the next night at six, her time.

		

		After a second’s hesitation, she gushed into the phone, “God, did I ever?”

		

		Gary chuckled and stroked his dick slowly. He was sprawled out naked on the bed in his hotel room in Chicago, the long day of meetings finally over.

		

		“Tell me about it,” he urged her, moving the hotel’s washcloth a little closer, so he could use it to catch his jizz in when he went off.

		

		“His cock is huge!” She bubbled ecstatically into the phone. “We were out by the pool, having mai-tai’s, and we got to talking about the nude beaches in Europe and how you and I sometimes go naked out by our pool.”

		

		Gary gasped, imagining that. He whispered into the phone, “Did you make the first move, or did he?”

		

		She hesitated a moment before finally admitting, “I guess he did, come to think of it. He took his suit off, and then I took my top off and showed him my big boobies!”

		

		“Was he hard already?” Gary wanted to know.

		

		“Almost,” she told him. Sharon added proudly, “After my bottoms came off too, he got hard very fast, darling!”

		

		Gary chortled, “I don’t blame him, kitten! I’ve always told you that you had the cutest little pussy!”

		

		“He sure seemed to like it!” Sharon whispered in a coy tone. “He couldn’t seem to keep that big dick out of it for long last night!”

		

		“H-How many times did he…you know…fuck you?”

		

		“We cat-napped a little, but it seemed as if it was all night long!”

		

		Gary sighed again and stroked his dick faster. She confessed to her cuckolded husband just then, “I called in sick today, just so I could fuck him right up until the time I had to drive him out to the airport!”

		

		A huge streamer of come shot out of the tip of Gary’s dick as he jacked it furiously! He moaned out his pleasure as he deftly caught it in the washcloth and kept right on stroking himself, all the time picturing his wife and young Diego in bed together…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty: Sharon

		

		Back To Normal

		

		“Oh, come on,” Sharon insisted as she ate the last of her chef’s salad, “you both know you would have done the same thing! His cock was even bigger and prettier than Derrick’s, for God sake!”

		

		Debbie and Laverne smirked, and Debbie answered in a superior-sounding voice, “Well, I wouldn’t have! He’s just a baby!”

		

		“Oh, yes, you would,” Sharon chided her. “He looked like a Greek god with his clothes off, and he was so horny!”

		

		“How many times, do you figure?” Laverne wanted to know.

		

		“Endlessly,” Sharon told them in a satisfied-sounding purr, finishing her salad and her white wine. “After all, he’s only twenty! You know how insatiable boys are at that age!”

		

		“Mmmmmm, insatiable, with a huge cock, and Greek god-gorgeous to boot,” Debbie sighed wistfully, imagining all that, “maybe I would have fucked him after all!”

		

		The three of them laughed at her admission and divided up the lunch check, the way they always did. As the stood up to leave the restaurant, Laverne said, “You’re so lucky that Gary was out of town and that boy’s flight got cancelled. It all worked out for you.”

		

		“I learned later that the cancelled flight was so much bullshit,” Sharon said as they headed back to work. “Diego cancelled it himself, just so he could be alone with me.”

		

		“He didn’t!” Laverne gasped.

		

		“He did,” Sharon informed her smugly, “and I made it worth his while, let me tell you!”

		

		“So you weren’t really sick yesterday?” Debbie asked.

		

		“Not so’s you’d notice,” Sharon grinned at both of them. “I don’t think I could ever get sick of a cock that big!”

		

		The three of them exploded into laughter for a second time. Sharon had grown much more at ease over the summer with her two best friends knowing about her…extra- curricular activities with Derrick and now with Diego, her latest hotwife conquest.

		

		She still didn’t feel comfortable with them knowing about Gary’s little cuckold fetish—only Derrick was aware of that—but her two best friends knew everything else. Sharon felt she could trust them; after all, they were both on Derrick’s speed dial too, for nights when Sharon was otherwise engaged.

		

		Both of them had been to Derrick’s apartment over the last few weeks, she knew. Derrick had mentioned it to her and they had bragged about it openly as well. The three of them were closer now than ever before, and Derrick and his impressive cock was the reason why!

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		“You said on the phone that it was even bigger around than Derrick’s,” Gary said excitedly, once he had gotten back from his trip held the lingerie-clad Sharon in their bedroom

		

		He had just walked in the door from the airport a few minutes ago. Sharon had tried to get him to eat dinner first, but he’d been too eager for this part of their evening to start to worry about a little thing like dinner. And besides, the sight of her in one of her newest, sexiest lingerie outfits was just too much to ignore!

		

		“We can have a late supper later,” he’d assured her as he’d hustled her out of the kitchen and toward the master bedroom.

		

		“It was so thick I could barely get it in my mouth,” Sharon told him breathlessly, still gasping from the way her horny husband had just been kissing her; from the way he’d been teasing her bare pussy with his fingers as he’d toyed with her nipples as well while they’d made out atop the bed.

		

		She flashed him an elfish grin and whispered, as he eased her out of the lingerie, “Do you want to see?”

		

		“S-See,” he stammered, “what do you mean, see?”

		

		Now as nude as Gary, Sharon sprang up off the bed and scampered over to her purse to retrieve her cell phone. Scrambling back onto the bed, she brought up her smart phone’s cache of recent photos and showed one of them proudly to her husband.

		

		Gary thought his heart would explode in his as he stared in disbelief at the small screen! An extremely naked Sharon was lying on this very same bed, with one of the thickest cocks he’d ever seen in his life stuffed down her throat; her lips stretched in a spectacularly wide “O”around the mighty shaft!

		

		“Holy fuck; what a monster that kid’s prick is, babe!” He murmured in something like awe, his eyes never leaving the screen.

		

		“Do…do you have any pictures of him…fucking you with it?” He asked her at last, a good thirty seconds later.

		

		Sharon’s wicked grin widened as she said, “Unlike people in our generation, today’s kids don’t seem to care about you taking naughty pictures of them. Diego wasn’t uptight at all when I asked him if he’d mind if I snapped a few photos of us together.”

		

		She went on to the next image and Gary audibly sucked in his breath. In this one, her pussy was spit entirely open by the same huge stalk of flesh that he had just seen in her mouth moments before.

		

		“That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my entire life!” Gary marveled at how explicit the picture was.

		

		“How about this one; do you like it too, darling?” She asked her husband cheekily as she changed the image once more.

		

		In this one, that same mammoth dick was just being withdrawn from her stretched-open pussy mouth and there had been an absolute pool of pearly jizz left behind! Diego clearly had to have taken this photo, because Sharon simply looked too blissed out to have snapped it herself: she had a heavy-lidded, completely satisfied expression on her pretty face, as if she’d just received the fucking of her life!

		

		Gary could hold back no longer! He pounced on her, sending the cell phone tumbling from her hand, and started fucking her as hard as he’d ever fucked her before!

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“Mmmmmm, babe, that was really super,” Sharon sighed languidly as Gary eased off her body minutes later. “You ought to go out of town for a couple of nights more often!”

		

		“If you’d promise to greet me on my return with a set of pictures like those every time, I’d gladly go every week!” Gary said as he smiled over at her.

		

		“I’d love to, but I don’t know where I’d find another Diego,” she teased him fondly.

		

		“There must be more of them around,” Gary replied, “after all; LA has almost four million residents, at least some of them must have monster cocks.”

		

		“But where to find them, that’s the question, isn’t it?” she answered with a smile.

		

		“I bet the internet could give us some clues,” Gary responded.

		

		“What…we just type in ‘girthy cocks in and around LA’ and all will be revealed to us?” She kidded him.

		

		“You’re the ex-reporter,” he teased her right back, “why don’t you do some research on the subject?”

		

		She reached over and messed up his perfectly combed hair and said, “I just might do that!

		

		The two of them shared a laugh, and then Sharon’s face went suddenly pensive, the way it did when she was thinking about something. Gary noticed the change immediately and asked her softly, “A penny for your thoughts, babe.”

		

		“I just realized that it wasn’t really the forbidden aspect of me seducing Diego that turns us both on so much about it, or his youth. They’re all part of it but not the important part!”

		

		She turned to face Gary, so that they could look into each other’s eyes as she said: “It was the unbelievable size of his cock…the sheer heft of it, the way it looked, stuffed into my mouth…crammed up inside of my pussy!”

		

		Gary chuckled and agreed, “Seeing that was hot; I’ll have to admit!”

		

		“And both of us have talked endlessly about how huge Derrick is, compared to most guys,” Sharon said, continuing with her line of thought.

		

		Her husband’s face creased in realization as he gave voice to what they had both just recognized, “We’re nothing but a pair of size queens; both of us!”

		

		Sharon laughed; realizing that Gary had just figured out something that should have been obvious to them since the start of this little adventure: it wasn’t just the taboo aspect of her cheating on their marriage that had made it all so exciting. It was the type of men she’d chosen to cheat with!

		

		“I’m really only tempted by thick-cocked, really knockout guys!” She breathed out excitedly.

		

		“If Derrick had turned out to have an average dick…”

		

		“I might have never fucked him at all!” Sharon completed her husband’s sentence for him.

		

		“So we really do need to find another Diego…or another Derrick, I guess,” Gary murmured pensively.

		

		****

		

		Finding another girthy boy-toy for her to play with proved to be an even more daunting task than Sharon had imagined it would be. She looked everywhere she could think of—with Gary’s eagerly whispered encouragement—and came up with nothing they wanted to pursue.

		

		Escorts were way too expensive. Neither of them wanted to spend that kind of money on a thrill that would be over in an hour, unless they paid the much steeper fee for an all-night session. And even if they chose to do that, both of them had their doubts the escort they hired would let her take photos of them together to show to Gary later, or that he would let Gary watch, except in return for them paying an even more exorbitant hourly rate for the privilege.

		

		Sharon didn’t know that to be a fact and—since neither of them was acquainted with anyone who’d ever admit to retaining the services of such a sex worker—they had no one to ask. Besides, escorts were simply too expensive in the first place!

		

		“We’ve gotten too used to you just stumbling onto guys with big dicks,” Gary said late one night as they sat in bed together, poring over her laptop’s screen for possible hook-ups.

		

		“Yeah, I really lucked out with Derrick and then with Diego,” Sharon sighed, shutting down an unproductive Google page and opening up a new one.

		

		“How about trying hotwife sites?” Gary asked. “Not the ones with the provocative sayings and hot pictures: we should try the ones that feature ads from the hotwife community. There’s got to be a huge one of those in a city the size of LA.”

		

		“Well, I suppose we could look,” Sharon said, typing quickly.

		

		The both waited while she glanced through the various sites which had come up on Google, finally narrowing her search to the ads which had been placed by perspective “third men” in hotwife scenarios. Some of those ads were from “bulls”—the aggressive sort of guys who took over a hotwife and her cuckold’s life, from all Sharon had read, and then ordered his lover and her husband around as if they were his sex slaves—so she didn’t respond to any of them.

		

		Neither she nor Gary wanted that sort of arrangement. Derrick was demanding enough!

		

		No, what they ideally wanted was to find someone like Diego; someone young and open-minded, who would be okay with her taking pictures or even video that he knew was going to be viewed by the husband, in this case Gary. That would be fantastic!

		

		As she scrolled through the various ads, she began to notice a pattern. Most of the guys had included pictures of their hard dicks and a lot of them were really impressive; too many of them!

		

		“Jesus, I’ve never seen such a group of really-hung guys like these before in my life,” Gary commented just then, giving voice to her thoughts.

		

		“It does seem too good to be true at that,” Sharon remarked, staring down at the screen. “Take, for example, this guy!”

		

		She tapped the screen with her fingernail as she said, “The picture of him with his clothes on is really fuzzy and almost out of focus, but he still looks to be well into his forties.”

		

		“But check out the cock and balls featured in his dick-picture!” Gary said, doubt clearly lingering in his voice.

		

		“Yeah, that hard on looks as if it might belong to a horny eighteen year old kid; not a middle-aged guy like him!” Sharon agreed, studying the pictures closely.

		

		“I wonder how many of these ads are phony or way over-blown, like this one,” Gary asked; the skepticism now evident in his tone.

		

		“There’s only one way to know for sure,” she said, shutting down the computer. “I’m going to call some of these guys tomorrow night.”

		

		“I’ll stop by the drug store on the way home and buy you a burner phone with plenty of minutes you can use to make the calls,” Gary offered.

		

		“A…burner phone…what’s that?”

		

		Gary, who was a spy fiction and thriller fan, informed his clueless wife: “It’s one of those generic cell phones that are virtually untraceable. We don’t want anyone figuring out just who you are, now do we? At least until we’re sure we can trust them!”

		

		Sharon, whose tastes in pleasure reading ran more to non-fiction—biographies and political treatises—smiled and said, “No, we certainly wouldn’t want that to happen, now would we…James Bond!”

		

		“You laugh now, but what about when some real creeper comes calling at our front door late at night?” Gary replied with a smirk.

		

		“I’d let you deal with that, Mr. Cuckold,” she teased him right back.

		

		They both laughed and just looked at each other for long moments. At last she asked, “Are you sure you want to pursue this? Couldn’t we just stick with Derrick and wait until another Diego comes along on his own?”

		

		Gary’s face went serious as he replied: “You know Derrick isn’t going to stay interested forever. You’ve said so yourself, right from the beginning. And Diego—as hot as that one-night stand turned out to be—was a fluke.”

		

		“Yeah, he may have been at that but we’ve sure had some good times looking at those pictures from that night together over the past two weeks!” Sharon answered with a long sigh.

		

		“My point exactly,” Gary said, leaning over to push the now unused laptop aside, “we need to find another guy who’ll let you take more pictures.”

		

		“Derrick just might, as long as they didn’t show his face,” she suggested; “I’ve never asked him.”

		

		“That might be okay, for now,” Gary replied quickly, “but what about when Derrick moves on?”

		

		She looked at him and asked honestly, “Are you sure you want to keep this hotwife thing going?”

		

		Gary admitted, just as honestly, “I’m still having the time of my life! What about you, babe; are you still enjoying it?”

		

		Sharon thought back on all of the hot sex she’d experienced since this whole hotwife thing had started—with Derrick, with Diego, and with her husband, for that matter—and back to how dull their sex life had been before. She flashed him a tiny smile as she admitted, “Me, too, darling; so if you’re sure you’re still okay with it, I’d like to keep doing it for a few more months, at least!

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-One: Sharon

		

		Winding Down?

		

		Derrick’s booty calls were becoming more and more sporadic, that was an undeniable fact. Longer periods of time would elapse without her hearing from him. And in the office; their once very friendly relationship had gradually morphed back into a far more business-like one.

		

		Except for the sharp reduction in the amount of sex in her life, Sharon was shocked to discover she didn’t mind the change all that much! The better she had gotten to know Derrick over these last few months, the more she’d realized that her initial impression of him being an arrogant, posturing horndog had been right on the money!

		

		She had long ago come to the conclusion that her lover cared not a wit for her as a person: she was just another possibility when it came to impromptu sex; another notch on his bedpost, so to speak. And whenever they did get together, he was demanding, take-charge, and supremely bossy in the bedroom, forcing her to do things she would never have dreamed of doing six months ago!

		

		As much fun as that had proved to be at times, it still made her slightly uncomfortable. So uncomfortable that not seeing so much of Derrick hadn’t upset her as much as she’d thought it would initially.

		

		Still…he had that wonderful cock, and he certainly knew how to use it! So, whenever he did call, she usually responded right away, with Gary’s blessing.

		

		The sex the two of them shared whenever she got home from a night spent with Derrick was always spectacular…

		

		****

		

		On another front, the results of her “dates” with prospective new lovers she’d contacted off the internet ads had turned out to yield spotty results, at best. Most of her evenings out with those guys had ended early, in thundering disappointment!

		

		“He was sixty years old…at least!” She’d said to Gary more than once as she’d stormed indignantly into the house from the garage. “Even if that was his dick in the picture he posted—which I heartily doubt, having just met him—I’m sure he’d be lucky to get it up anymore, even with the help of something like Viagra!”

		

		Most of the time, she and Gary were able to laugh off such aborted attempts and get on with their lives. But once in a while, Sharon would sigh and ask in an exasperated voice, “When am I going to meet a guy worth fucking more than once? It’s been over a month now and—except from an occasional booty call from Derrick—I’m still batting zero in the ‘great sex’ category!”

		

		“You said that one guy you spent the night with recently wasn’t terrible,” Gary reminded her. “Maybe you should call him again.”

		

		The man her husband was referring to was a young attorney named Bob. He was thirty-something, lean—probably a jogger, from the look of him—but his cock had turned out to be the same length as Gary’s, only much thinner!

		

		Why would I want to keep on seeing a guy who doesn’t turn me on nearly as much as my husband does? Sharon asked herself in exasperation. What’s the point in that?

		

		She knew what Gary would say if she phrased her answer that way: “Maybe Bob would be okay with you taking photographs; maybe even videos!”

		

		But who the fuck wants a video of a so-so guy with a very unimpressive prick? Sharon asked herself. My Gary is a much better cocksman than Bob will ever be; we’d do better to video ourselves and just forgetting this whole hotwife thing altogether…

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		“I hope something positive happens soon,” Gary muttered aloud, under his breath, one morning as he backed out of the garage on his way in to work.

		

		Sharon hasn’t said anything yet, but I think she’s about to pull the plug on being a hotwife!

		

		Gary admitted to himself as he swung up onto the freeway that going back to their old, dull status as a faithful married couple was the last thing he wanted! He thought: I know it makes me a perv, but Sharon’s spending the night with another man and rushing home to tell me about it is still so damn exciting for me that I can barely stand it!

		

		Just then a cute young thing in a bright red Mazda Miata cut right in front of him on the freeway at that moment, and he was so preoccupied with his thoughts that he almost hit her. Gary leaned on the horn and the girl—who hadn’t yet seen twenty-five—turned and wiggled her fingers in the rear window at Gary, then flipped him the bird and casually cut in front of the guy in the next lane nearly causing another accident, on her way over to the up-coming exit.

		

		I hope someone big and ugly with a twelve-inch dick fucks you hard in the ass tonight, sans lubricant! Gary thought to himself as he watched her drive blithely away down the off ramp.

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“I’m going to try just a few more of these guys on the phone when I get home tonight, and then I think I’m done with all this hotwife stuff!” Sharon whispered aloud as she stared down at the personal ads on her laptop.

		

		If I don’t find a cute guy with a great cock soon, I’m going to just go back to being the old, non-hotwife version of Sharon Black, she said resolutely to herself, dumping the rest of her coffee down the sink and washing out her mug.

		

		I know Gary will be crushed, but he’ll just have to get over it, she told herself as she shrugged into her suit coat and picked up her briefcase. He isn’t the one who has to make uncomfortable small talk with a guy who wants to share a bed with you, a guy you’re already quite sure that you don’t want to see naked!

		

		She kept telling herself the same thing on her drive in to the office that day: sure, being a hotwife was great when it was all working. But it really sucked when it wasn’t, and she had about reached her disappointment limit when it came to looking for a new guy to play with!

		

		Maybe we should go out to some club and try me meeting men in person, before we abandon ship entirely on our hotwife experiment! She had the thought as she pulled up into her parking space at work.

		

		But that plan had its obvious drawbacks, too. Though she still thought of herself as being attractive, the idea of getting all decked out in her best ‘meet-a- guy’ outfit and going out to some dance club and being ignored for a few hours—in favor of much younger and thus more desirable women—was definitely a humiliation she could live without!

		

		It might not be like that, she argued with herself as she rode the elevator up to her floor. Derrick thought you were hot when he first met you, and so did Diego!

		

		“But what if did turn out to be like that?” She whispered aloud to herself inside the empty elevator car.

		

		The idea of getting all dressed up in her finest girl-on-the-make clothes and hitting a dance club, buying her own drinks all night long, and then ending up leaving alone, was too devastating to even contemplate! She knew she could never face that!

		

		My self confidence would be in tatters by the time I got home, she decided as she greeted the new temporary receptionist and started over to her desk. And besides, what if, after all that, I DID meet a guy I liked and he turned out to have a small dick or to be a lousy fuck?

		

		She chided herself: What would be a supreme waste of time that would be!

		

		Sharon knew in her heart that she was never going to risk that—it just wasn’t worth it!

		

		She fired up her computer and went to fetch herself a cup of coffee, noting that Derrick was nowhere to be seen this morning. Probably hung over from another night out on the town, chasing strange pussy, she thought somewhat bitterly…

		

		****

		

		“Starting time around here is eight-thirty, in case you’ve forgotten, Romeo,” she told Derrick snidely when he finally came straggling in at ten after nine that morning.

		

		“Come on, Sharon, give a guy a break,” Derrick sighed, taking off his sunglasses to reveal two bloodshot eyeballs, “I was up late last night, chasing a story.”

		

		“Chasing some young bitch is the more likely explanation!” Sharon snapped at him.

		

		She smiled evilly over at him and said, “If this is such a hot story, I’d like to see it on my desk by noon today; alright?”

		

		Derrick looked as if she’d just kneed him in the nuts, but managed to say, “Sure; coming right up…boss!”

		

		****

		

		“You used to be so much nicer to me,” he whispered to Sharon just before noon, as he laid the print-out of his story on her desk.

		

		“You used to be nicer to me, too,” she shot back. “It’s been over ten days since you last called me.”

		

		Derrick flashed his most charming smile and said, “”I’ve been busy. Let me make it up to you, doll; tonight, at my place; just after work?”

		

		She said, “Maybe…if Gary says it’s okay with him.”

		

		“It will be,” her lover told her confidently, “old Gary is always up for a good story to perk up his love life.”

		

		An inspiration hit Sharon when she heard him say that. She told Derrick, “He may want more than that from now on.”

		

		Derrick looked taken aback. He said, “More….what do you mean…more, exactly?”

		

		“Gary might like some photos; maybe even some video of us in bed together,” She said, her heart pounding at her own boldness.

		

		He thought about that for a moment; then shrugged and said, “As long as they don’t show my face, I’d be cool with that, I guess.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Two: Gary

		

		Showtime!

		

		“Fuck, this is great, babe!” He gasped, staring at Sharon’s smart phone screen raptly. “How did you talk him into it?”

		

		“It wasn’t hard,” she assured her husband. “He’s nothing but a big showoff at heart!”

		

		She smiled at Gary and said, “Once he got used to being photographed, and later videoed, he really got into it, as you’re about to see.”

		

		“He sure got into you, that’s for certain!” Gary commented wryly, gazing at the small screen even more intensely after his wife had started the video feed she’d taken.

		

		It opened with Derrick fucking her from underneath. And the cell phone camera—from its perch atop a nearby dresser—had caught it all; every moan, every sigh: every smooth up and down stroke her hips as she rode his massive cock in the reverse cowgirl position, smiling triumphantly all the while into the camera, her big breasts jiggling and shaking.

		

		“Oh, man, this is nothing but hot!” Gary sighed.

		

		He turned to face Sharon and said, “His cock is impressive. I’ll have to admit that.”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you can say that again!” His wife smiled at him. “I’ve grown to just love the way it feels inside me over these past months!”

		

		“Hey, watch that kind of talk,” Gary teased her good-naturedly. “I’m liable to get paranoid about you seeing him.”

		

		She grinned and leaned over to kiss him, murmuring, “I love his dick, not him, silly! I still love only you; and I love you with all my heart!”

		

		Their kiss was long and steamy, with lots of tongue. When they finally broke it off, Gary looked down at the cell phone screen and witnessed the lips that had just been pressed up against his gliding up and down Derrick’s gleaming-with-pussy-lube dick!

		

		“You have a strange way of showing your love for me, Mrs. Black,” Gary kidded her, a lascivious leer on his face, his eyes never leaving the screen.

		

		Sharon hit him with a pillow…

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“How would you feel about being there sometime, when I was with Derrick?” Sharon asked her husband after they’d caught their breath from the playful round of sex which had ensued after the pillow fight had ended.

		

		Gary stopped moving. He just sat and thought about that for a long moment before he admitted, “I’m not sure I’m ready for that, kitten.”

		

		Another few seconds ticked by before he asked, “What makes you think Derrick would go for it, even if I was?”

		

		“The way he reacted to the camera,” Sharon replied confidently. “You saw how he mugged and carried on when he knew it was on him. A guy who is as big a ham as Derrick is on camera probably couldn’t resist showing off in person, especially for the guy he’s been cuckolding for all these months now.”

		

		Gary sighed and then asked, “About that…if the three of us ever did get together, do you think he’d rub it in; that he had been fucking you all this time while I’ve known about it?”

		

		“Probably, to some extent; I doubt he could help himself,” Sharon admitted, after carefully thinking it over. “That’s just his nature…he’s somewhat of a domineering, forceful; take-charge asshole at heart, when you get right down to it!”

		

		She thought about it some more, reliving all the times Derrick had made her do things she initially hadn’t wanted to try—anal sex, ass-to-mouth, jacking his dick off all over her face and tits—and realized that her sometimes-lover would probably not be able to resist giving Gary a bad time if they were ever to meet. She had to admit, Derrick Neely was really nothing but an ultra-handsome, swaggering ass, once you really got to know him!

		

		“Maybe seeing me in action with him wouldn’t be worth it to you after all,” she confessed to her waiting husband at last. “He can be a real prick sometimes. Other times—when it serves his purpose—he can be charming as hell.”

		

		In the end, Gary told her doubtfully, “Let me think about it.”

		

		He reached for the cell phone and started the footage of her and Derrick’s last meeting over again, saying, “In the meantime, we’ve got this to enjoy, don’t we?”

		

		After watching a little more, he looked up, grinning broadly, and said: “Just look how hot this is, babe! You’ve got all of him in your mouth!”

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		He mulled over the notion of being in the same room with Sharon and Derrick when they were having sex for the next week or so, dithering back and forth between wanting to go ahead and do it—if Derrick would agree to it—and telling his wife that he had decided to pass on her offer of a live-sex show. Gary asked himself over and over again if he could really do that: watch his once-faithful Sharon suck another guy’s dick in person and enjoy it?

		

		Could he really get off on seeing Derrick fuck her in the ass? He’d always gotten so hard, imagining it happening. Would it be the same, seeing occur right in front of his eyes?

		

		Would reality prove as hot as the fantasy had been? Or would he be so jealous…so disappointed to actually witness her cheating on him in person…that he’d be repelled, rather than enthralled?

		

		He thought about Derrick’s tendency toward domination as well. What if the much younger, fitter man were to browbeat him about being a willing cuckold?

		

		Could he put up with that, in return for witnessing Sharon being a bad girl in person? Or would he be so incensed at Derrick’s taunts that he’d fly off the handle and try to punch out his wife’s lover?

		

		Gary wasn’t a big guy, the way Derrick was. If such a fistfight ever were to happen, Gary had no illusions as to how it would turn out: Derrick would no doubt end up victorious while Gary would likely end up in the hospital!

		

		He shook his head, as if to clear it of such dismaying thoughts, and went back to daydreaming about watching Sharon in action from a few feet away…

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“I asked you to meet me for lunch today so we could discuss something I might like to try,” Sharon told Derrick.

		

		He glanced around the Thai restaurant and then answered her with a smirk, saying, “I already guessed that much, because we’re actually in a place that serves food this time, not rolling around in bed at my place or in the front seat of my car in some deserted park.”

		

		“Very astute observation by you,” Sharon responded wryly, glancing down at her menu. “No wonder you’re a star reporter!”

		

		“What’s good here?” Derrick asked, grinning at her gentle ribbing.

		

		“Everything, but some of it is a little spicy,” Sharon replied.

		

		“I enjoy a little spice, or maybe you’ve noticed that by now?”

		

		“Believe me, I’ve noticed,” she said, putting down the familiar menu.

		

		A few moments went by with them simply staring at each other across the table. Finally, Derrick asked, “How did your husband like the video?”

		

		Sharon felt her face coloring as she answered, “That’s a big part of what I wanted to talk to you about today. He loved it!”

		

		“I figured he would,” Derrick said. “Most cuckolds are like that, from what I understand.”

		

		Sharon saw an opportunity for a neat segue into what she’d wanted to discuss with Derrick, so she took it, saying, “As a matter of fact, he liked seeing me…’in action’ so much, instead of merely hearing about it later…”

		

		Her voice trailed off as her courage temporarily deserted her. He looked at her expectantly and at last she was able to stammer, “He…I…we were wondering…what you would say to him coming along with me to your place some night?”

		

		“A threesome; well, I don’t know,” Derrick seemed amused by the idea. “I haven’t participated in a two-guys-and-one girl ménage a trois since college. My old roommate and I used to double up on girls all the time, back in the day. It was loads of fun, as I recall.”

		

		“He…he might not want to join in at first,” Sharon warned him. “He might be content just watching us together.”

		

		Derrick seemed even more amused by that scenario as he asked, “Just watch; you mean he wants to just sit over in the corner and jack off while we get it on?”

		

		“Uh, maybe that’s all he’ll want to do,” Sharon admitted, feeling her face getting even redder, “at least at first, until he gets more used to seeing us together.”

		

		Maybe having this conversation in a restaurant wasn’t such a good idea after all! She told herself. Maybe we should have discussed a topic like this one at Callahan’s or at his place!

		

		“But he might want to join in,” she added somewhat desperately, feeling she had to stick up for her husband’s being a ‘macho’ sort of man in his own right!

		

		Derrick’s handsome face assumed at wary look all of a sudden as he answered, “You mean with you, I hope, and not with me! He’s not queer, is he?”

		

		“Gary’s not that way at all!” She replied indignantly, her voice rising in spite of her efforts to keep it under control.

		

		They sat in an uneasy silence as the waitress finally showed up to take their lunch orders. Once their server was gone, Sharon said, “I’d want you to treat him decently, if this were to happen; no bullying or trying to intimidate him. None of that: ‘you’re just a lowly cuckold and I’m a stud’ nonsense!”

		

		Derrick laughed easily and said, “You worry too much. I’d be nice as pie to old Gary while I’m fucking your lights out.”

		

		She felt herself blushing as she thought excitedly about that, and took a sip of her water…

		

		****

		

		“I shouldn’t have agreed to do that,” Sharon told him reproachfully as she licked the last traces of his semen from her lips while they raced back to the office from their longer than usual lunch.

		

		Derrick laughed and changed lanes. He made the next light and they were now just two blocks from the newspaper office.

		

		“It didn’t take all that long,” he reminded her as he changed lanes once again so that he could pull into the lot. “I was ready and you were willing.”

		

		That’s true, she admitted to herself reluctantly, he was halfway hard when I opened his zipper and I couldn’t have sucked him for more than three minutes before he came in my mouth!

		

		When Derrick had informed her that he was hoping for at least a blowjob from today’s lunch, she hadn’t found the steel within herself to deny him. So they’d driven over to their favorite city park from the restaurant, found themselves a secluded spot where she’d slipped out of her seatbelt and bent over his lap.

		

		God, I’m such a shameless slut around him, she thought for possibly the millionth time since they’d started this little fling as he came around to open the passenger door and help her out of the car like the perfect gentleman.

		

		Which he most definitely ISN’T, she thought ruefully to herself…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Three: Gary

		

		Derrick’s

		

		“Tell me again why we’re doing this?” Gary asked his wife nervously as they pulled to a stop in the guest parking of Derrick’s up-scale apartment building.

		

		Sharon sighed deeply and said, “Because I asked him and he said okay. “And because I know that you secretly wanted this, even if you wouldn’t admit it.”

		

		He started to protest, but she cut him off with: “And because I wanted it, too, maybe more than you did!”

		

		“Why? Why did you want this night to happen?”

		

		She colored and looked away from her husband as she whispered, “Because I’ve come to understand that I love being a bad girl for you, darling. And I wanted you to see me doing it for real once; not just hearing about it after it happened, or seeing it on some video!”

		

		He watched Sharon’s pretty face turn a brighter shade of crimson as she further admitted, “The more it thought about it, the hotter it sounded.”

		

		When he still didn’t say anything, she added, “I want to fuck him right in front of you! I want you to see me taking that big cock of his in my mouth, swallowing his come for him!”

		

		Gary felt his dick getting hard as a rock as he thought about that; seeing it in his mind’s eye! He pushed his stiffening prick down his pant leg and whispered, “I get it! You don’t have to say any more!”

		

		She asked him, “Are you ready?”

		

		“Let’s do this,” he said excitedly, opening his car door.

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		I so hope tonight goes well, Sharon thought as she rang Derrick’s doorbell a few minutes later. I would be so great if it turns out to be fun and exciting for all three of us!

		

		Derrick was dressed as casually as they were, when he opened the door to his apartment. He was a good two inches taller than Gary, and Sharon was struck once more by how muscular and in shape her lover was as the two men warily shook hands.

		

		“I’m glad you could make it tonight,” Derrick said, releasing Gary’s hand. “Can I offer you a cocktail?”

		

		“I’d like a mai-tai, if it’s not too much trouble,” said Sharon, naming the most powerful drink she could think of, to help calm her nerves.

		

		“No problem at all,” Derrick responded graciously, smiling at her. “What about you, Gary?”

		

		“Uh…a mai-tai sounds good to me too,” Gary stammered, clearly still quite ill at ease in this awkward situation.

		

		“I’ll make us a pitcher full of them, then,” Derrick offered, gesturing them over to the couch. “I’ll just be a minute, make yourselves at home, won’t you?”

		Their host disappeared into the kitchen, and soon the sound of a cocktail shaker full of ice and liquid being shaken vigorously filled the large apartment. Gary turned toward her and said, “He’s got quite a view here, hasn’t he?”

		

		“Yes, he has at that,” Sharon agreed, following her husband’s eyes over to the big picture window. “It’s beautiful when it’s full dark and the whole city is glowing with different colored lights. He has another big window in his bedroom.”

		

		“You would know,” Gary said teasingly.

		

		“I would,” Sharon agreed, smiling back at him coyly, teasing him right back to help lighten the mood. “I’ve seen the view from it often enough.”

		

		Derrick returned just then with the pitcher of mai tais and three short cocktail glasses complete with ice cubes and maraschino cherries. He poured one for each of them, and sat the pitcher down on the coffee table in front of the couple.

		

		“Here’s to a wonderful evening,” Derrick saluted them with his drink.

		

		God, I hope that’s the way it turns out, Sharon said to herself once again, clicking rims with their host.

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		Fuck, this guy’s a smooth piece of work! Gary said to himself as he sipped the fruity yet powerful cocktail and studied Derrick.

		

		The man was even more handsome up close and in person than he had been across the office that day, or in the video! He was tall and well built, and of course he was much younger than Gary.

		

		He’s got that awesome cock going for him, too, Gary thought with envy, as he nervously sipped at his mai tai.

		

		“Despite my rather…shall we say libertine lifestyle,” Derrick was saying just then, “I’m not sure just how this evening is supposed to work.”

		

		He looked over at Gary as he went on to say: “As Sharon has probably told you, an old roommate of mine from college and I…‘entertained’ several ladies together back in the day; just the three of us.”

		

		Gary gulped down more of his drink and nodded that she had mentioned it. Derrick nodded back and said, “Back then, it was more of a drunken grope session between three horny undergraduates than it was a planned event. So I’m not entirely sure how this evening is supposed to go.”

		

		Sharon spoke up just then, saying, “I’ve been doing some research on the internet about threesomes.”

		

		She looked over at her husband and added, “And of course Gary and I have discussed this in detail; so I know his thoughts on the matter.”

		

		After a moment’s pause, she looked at Derrick and said, “This is the way we want tonight to work: you and I will behave as if it’s nothing more than a normal night of fun and games, once we’re in the bedroom. We’ll ignore Gary’s presence entirely, as best we can.”

		

		She took a deep breath and concluded, “Then, as the evening progresses, he’ll join in however he sees fit, to the extent he feels comfortable with.”

		

		Looking intently at Derrick, she added, “I’ll be setting up my phone’s video camera, just like last time, so I can capture all of the night’s highlights digitally.”

		

		“I’m not so comfortable with that,” Derrick protested, his tone hesitant. “I don’t want my face to show, if we can manage it.”

		

		“Oh, come on,” Sharon chided him with a grin. “Do you really think the two of us are going to post this on the net, for everyone to see, with both of us appearing in it too? This video will just be for our private use only!”

		

		Derrick thought about that for a moment; then smiled and nodded his assent. He next suggested, “Shall we all have another mai tai, before the evening gets started?”

		

		Gary, his heart pounding with anticipation, held out his empty glass for a refill…

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“This is one of my favorite positions,” she moaned, looking over at her husband as she rode Derrick’s mammoth hard on in the reverse cowgirl position, “it goes in so deep this way, baby! Can you see how far it goes up inside me?”

		

		Gary merely nodded that he could, his dick as hard as granite in his hand as he watched his naked wife cavorting on the bed with Derrick. All of them were completely nude by now and in the master bedroom, she and her lover on the bed, with Gary sitting forward in an overstuffed chair a few feet away from them.

		

		She knew full well that her horny husband could see just how deep Derrick’s cock went! The thick head made an unmistakable bulge just below her belly button each time it bumped up against her cervix!

		

		Sharon had asked the question a few seconds earlier merely for effect. She’d wanted to keep Gary as involved as possible and not be guilty of ignoring her husband’s presence in the room.

		

		“I…I see,” Gary managed to gasp, after a long lapse, his eyes still riveted on the large bump made by his rival’s cock head under the skin of Sharon’s sleek belly as it went up and down.

		

		His eyes were as big as quarters as he stared at the obscene spectacle of his wife riding the girthy monster so blissfully! Sharon was well aware that her big tits were bouncing atop her chest as she enthusiastically fucked her lover, right in front of her on-looking husband!

		

		“Oh, it feels so great,” she sighed, not having to act at all. “His fat cock head is gliding over my g-spot, and his big shaft is right up against my clit, darling!”

		

		Gary trembled in his chair and let go of his dick. He was clearly about to come but he was trying valiantly to hold off.

		

		“It’s okay, sport,” Derrick sighed just then, “use the towel I gave you! I’m about to come inside your wife’s snug little pussy! It just feels too good not to, especially with you watching us like this!”

		

		All three of them orgasmed at once, Gary snatching up the towel to catch his exploding spunk as Derrick began emptying his big balls into Sharon’s clenching pussy! It was among the single greatest orgasms she had ever experienced, and she thought it might be the same for Gary as well!

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		Jesus but that was incredible! Gary thought as he shivered through the last of his climax.

		

		Watching Sharon with this guy…it was much, much better than watching them on video! He couldn’t remember coming so long or so hard in his entire life!

		

		And even though he was now in his early forties, his dick didn’t go completely soft, the way it usually did when he shot off. The sight of Sharon eagerly pouncing on Derrick’s slimy cock; her eager lips sucking it back to hardness while he watched made his staying soft all but impossible!

		

		She’s…she’s actually doing it! He marveled. She’s licking him clean and getting him ready to fuck her again!

		

		Gary’s cock got stiffer and stiffer as he watched Derrick’s much bigger one re-inflating inside his wife’s gliding lips. The bigger man reached under a nearby pillow and brought out a tube of lubricant, winking at Gary as he did so.

		

		“I thought you might like to see her take it up the ass now,” Derrick whispered, bending over and squirting a big glob of the clear gel up Sharon’s bottom.

		

		Gary shuddered as he watched Derrick’s thick finger lubing up his wife’s butt. He knew what was going to happen next, and he found that he could hardly wait so see it!

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“Oh, God, oh, God; he’s fucking me in the ass so hard, darling!” Sharon whimpered as Derrick really started to hammer into her stretched-open bottom.

		

		Wordlessly, Gary arose from his chair, his dick once again as hard as Derrick’s as he staggered over to the bed. He got down onto the mattress right in front of his butt-fucked wife and waggled his prick near her lips, whispering, “Suck it, you little hottie! Suck me until I come in your mouth, the way he’s going to come in your cheating ass!”

		

		“Spit roast,” Derrick huffed as he drove his huge prick in and out of Sharon’s tight backdoor, “great idea, man!”

		

		The two men high fived and Sharon knew in that instant that everything was going to be alright…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Four: Sharon

		

		Surprise!

		

		“Did Derrick say just why he didn’t want me there tonight?” Gary sounded as if he was really disappointed at being left behind as Sharon got ready to leave for Derrick’s apartment.

		

		“No, just that it was a surprise,” she told her clearly crest-fallen husband. “He said to tell the ‘old cuck’ not to worry; that there’d probably be lots of video for him to watch tomorrow.”

		

		She smiled as Gary frowned and muttered, “That’s just like that arrogant bastard, calling me an ‘old cuck’ and not letting me come along!”

		

		“He said to tell you maybe next time,” Sharon said, patting Gary’s cheek affectionately with her palm as she picked up her purse.

		

		“You were right about him, you know,” he called after his wife as she left the bedroom, “he’s an asshole! And you can tell him I said that!”

		

		Sharon was still chuckling under her breath as she made her way out to her car and waited for the garage door to open fully so she could exit. Gary and Derrick were so funny.

		

		They sort of liked each other but then again, they sort of didn’t! There was still a sense of jealousy and intense competition between the two men, even though they had shared her quite a few times by now.

		

		That first night had only been the beginning of their little ménage a trois parties. They had fucked her every way there was to fuck a woman by now—Gary in her ass while Derrick rutted away in her pussy, and vice-versa, and she had given both of them ass-to-mouth blowjobs more than once while the other man watched—so perhaps tonight’s freeze-out of Gary by Derrick had something to do with keeping their relationship fresh.

		

		The thought that she had eagerly done ass-to-mouth still made her shudder whenever she really thought about it; the whole thing was just so unladylike…so unlike her! Still, she supposed that was what made it so exciting for all three of them!

		

		As she started her car, Sharon admitted to herself that she was totally in the dark as to why Derrick had insisted that she show up at his place at seven on the dot on this particular Saturday night alone; without her husband in tow.

		

		She fully intended to humor her lover by doing just as he had demanded. Derrick did have a very kinky side to him after all, and she could barely wait to see what he had up his sleeve on this special night…

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		He was back to pacing up and down in the kitchen, guzzling scotch while glancing up at the clock. Gary didn’t even know why he was even bothering with the clock, since he didn’t really expect Sharon to be home until the next morning at least, possibly as late as mid-afternoon tomorrow, depending on what Derrick had in store for her!

		

		“This is fucked!” Gary whispered aloud in exasperation, pouring himself yet another scotch and soda.

		

		He had gotten accustomed to accompanying Sharon on her long nights of debauchery at Derrick’s! This ‘waiting patiently at home’ shit might be alright for some guys, but it definitely wasn’t for him anymore, he now realized!

		

		His mind flashed back to the nights he’d gone along with her to the penthouse apartment, overlooking LA’s bright lights. Some of the things they’d done as a threesome had been downright perverted, but they’d been nothing but great at the same time!

		

		He thought about the last time the three of them had been together in bed. Derrick had commanded Sharon to suck him off, but not swallow much of his huge load.

		

		Then, at Derrick’s direction, she had blown her husband. Gary could still remember the fantastic feeling of plunging his hard dick again and again into Sharon’s full mouth, surrounded as it had been by all of that warm, super-slippery spunk of Derrick’s!

		

		He’d come so hard—when he finally came—that his wife had almost drowned trying to gulp down the combined loads of jism as Derrick had looked on and chuckled as she struggled to swallow it all! As soon as she was done swallowing down both of the mammoth helpings of ball juice, her young lover had turned her gasping body over onto her back and fucked the holy living daylights out of her as Gary watched! The cuckolded husband’s dick hadn’t stayed soft for long!

		

		Gary just sighed as he remembered how hot that all had been! And he wondered just what tonight’s big surprise—the one he had been denied participation in—might consist of?

		

		Another guy, is that it? Gary asked himself anxiously as he sipped at his drink. Whips and chains…maybe some BDSM?

		

		He wouldn’t have put that past Derrick! That guy was a bent penny if there ever was one!

		

		That really set him to wondering what his partner in crime might have in store for Sharon tonight…

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		She got to his door right at seven, just as he’d instructed her, and knocked softly. It opened immediately and Derrick stood there, dressed in a robe—his feet bare—so she guessed he was probably naked underneath it.

		

		“We’ll be getting right down to it tonight I see, eh, darling?” She asked him as she stepped inside the apartment and he closed and locked the door right behind her.

		

		“We have to,” he told her as he placed a big hand on her back and hurried her towards the master bedroom, “we’re slightly pressed for time tonight, I’m afraid.”

		

		She looked at him inquisitively as he all but pushed her down the short hallway leading to the bedroom. He shrugged and added, “And there might not be any pictures or video tonight for you and Gary to watch together later. She’d have to okay that and I don’t know if she will.”

		

		“She…who the hell is ‘she’?” Sharon asked somewhat indignantly as they entered the dimly-lit bedroom.

		

		Her voice trailed off. Sprawled naked across the bed sheets was ebony-skinned Laverne, her Hershey’s Chocolate Kisses-like nipples showing against her the big globes of her dark tits; her pink pussy slit gleaming with arousal amidst the expanse of shiny black skin surrounding its waxed-bare mons.

		

		“Hi, baby…surprise,” she breathed huskily, her eyes half-lidded slits of arousal as she stared up at Sharon, a naughty little ‘I’m so bad’ smile playing across her gorgeous face. “Derrick wanted something a little…different tonight. And so did I!”

		

		Sharon felt her clothing start being loosened and then disappearing from her body as she stood motionless beside her lover. It all made sense now…Gary’s not being here tonight…Derrick’s warning that there might be no video record of this little threesome!

		

		“I…I’m not into women,” Sharon stammered, the reluctance and nervousness evident in her voice as her bra came off.

		

		“That’s alright; I’m into them enough for both of us, sugar!” Laverne sighed as she stared up at Sharon’s revealed breasts. “Ooh, those are just as pretty as I always dreamed they’d be!”

		

		Sharon found herself shivering uncontrollably as she felt her panties puddling down atop her bare feet. She didn’t want this! She really didn’t!

		

		I’ve never even been CURIOUS about bi experiences, Sharon reiterated to herself as Derrick gently urged her forward, his big hand in the middle of her now very naked back.

		

		And Laverne and I have been best friends forever! She insisted to herself as her knees came up against the edge of the mattress. Even if I was going to try this…it wouldn’t be with HER!

		

		“Don’t be scared, baby,” Laverne cooed as she slithered toward the quaking Sharon atop the big bed, scooping her into her arms as she spoke. “I’ll do all the work…at least at first. All you have to do is lay back and enjoy!”

		

		****

		

		Oh, my God; she does that so great! Sharon thought as Laverne’s magic lips changed nipples once again.

		

		She had Derrick’s big, hard cock halfway down her throat as Laverne sucked and licked at her incredibly sensitized nipples like the real pro that she was! Sharon groaned around her lover’s massive dick and sucked even harder!

		

		“Fuck, you two look hot together!” Derrick chortled happily as he looked down at them. “But then I knew you would, now didn’t I?”

		

		Sharon didn’t know about that! All she knew was that his cock felt even better than it usually did in her mouth and throat; and that Laverne’s super-skillful tongue and educated lips were driving her utterly crazy!

		

		Laverne’s pillowy lips against her startled ones had felt so…right, somehow. Kissing a woman, Sharon had rapidly discovered, wasn’t like kissing a man at all.

		

		And when her lovely black friend’s tongue had sought entry to her mouth during their hot kiss, Sharon had eagerly let it inside! As soon at Laverne’s tongue touched hers—and she had felt their big breasts brushing up against one another as they had shared the forbidden soul kiss—Sharon had known she was as good as lost!

		

		Now she was excitedly intertwining her fingers in Laverne’s long black locks, her grip tightening as she drew her female lover’s mouth down even tighter against her heaving nipples while she sucked at Derrick’s fat dick! She felt Laverne’s fingertips trailing down her quivering tummy, finding her clit easily as she slipped a finger inside the steamy morass that was Sharon’s cunt!

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm!” Sharon moaned around Derrick’s gliding cock as Laverne began to expertly finger-fuck her!

		

		She tilted her head back a little and opened her throat, letting him skull fuck her—the way he always insisted on doing it—as Laverne’s mouth and fingers took her right up to the gates of Nirvana!

		

		Just before his big load gushed into her choking throat, she and Laverne shared his towering cock, passing the throbbing shaft back and forth, licking it; teasing it with their tongues and mouths. She watched, fascinated, as her black friend gagged just the way she did, hacking and coughing around the ready-to-spurt prick, it wedged as deep as it would go into Laverne’s throat as Derrick skull-fucked her just the way he did Sharon!

		

		To her amazement, the sight of Laverne—eyes bugged out in fear, but her tongue never ceasing its rounds of the lip-stretching prick—turned Sharon on so much she almost came just watching! At the last second, she felt compelled, somehow, to snatch Derrick’s exploding cock out of her friend’s mouth and force it all the way down into hers; only to feel her lover’s hot spunk splashing deep into her throat…

		

		****

		

		“Fuck meeeeeeeeeee!” Sharon’s voice was a guttural rasp of pure desire in the darkened bedroom.

		

		She was down on her elbows, her butt hiked up into the air so that Derrick could pummel her sopping pussy to his heart’s content! Sharon’s large breasts were pressed down into the sheets as she gobbled up Laverne’s overflowing cunt juice as if she could never get enough of it; her tongue going wild, lapping at the other woman’s clit, plunging deep into her liquid sweetness!

		

		“Oh, oh, baby, are you ever eating me so fine?” Laverne’s husky voice babbled in growing ecstasy. “I knew you’d be a hot one, once you got going; but holy fuuuuuccckkkkk!”

		

		Laverne started to shiver under her relentless tonguing, her pussy clenching furiously around Sharon’s eagerly-lapping digit. She pushed her face into her friend’s climaxing pussy even harder and swallowed her hot, sweet cunt oil with gusto.

		

		“That’s it, you hot bitch!” Derrick chortled happily as he banged down into Sharon’s exploding pussy. “Eat it! Eat that sexy black twat while I cream you!”

		

		****

		

		“This is hot! This is so fucking hot I can barely believe it!” Sharon gushed happily.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, it sure is; honey-girl!” Laverne sighed, getting ready to come again on Derrick’s driving dick.

		

		The two of them were side by side on the bed on their hands and knees, Derrick fucking one of them for a full minute, then shifting over to fuck the other. All the while, the two women had their heads turned toward each other, so that they could share hot tongue kisses—their mouths sweet with each other’s pussy juice—while they shared his magnificent cock!

		

		Derrick stayed with Laverne until she stopped shaking with release, then eased his still very hard cock out of her and knee-walked over to Sharon. He patted her ass as he re-took her in one savage lunge, whispering, “Your turn now, babe! Come for me, the way Laverne just did, and I’ll dump another load up your hot little pussy!”

		

		Sharon whined and began to gyrate her ass back against his deep thrusts. She was in seventh heaven! Derrick and Laverne had made her come countless times already, and the night stretched out ahead of them!

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Five: Sharon

		

		The Wrath of God!

		

		Sharon had just flushed to toilet when she heard a loud cracking sound coming from the front of the apartment. She eased open the bathroom door and gasped as Monroe, Laverne’s towering husband; burst into the bedroom, seized Derrick by his left arm and leg and threw him across the room!

		

		She had always thought of Derrick as being tall, strong, and muscular. But he looked like a skinny youth compared to the hulking Monroe as the bigger man hustled across the room, catching Derrick’s flailing body as it bounced off the chest of drawers he had just thrown it against and flung it against the wall right next to the bathroom!

		

		H-Holy fuck; this can’t really be happening! Sharon said to herself as Derrick crumpled down onto the floor, his right arm hanging limp and useless as his moaning body hit the carpet.

		

		“Roe, baby, please don’t kill him!” Laverne pleaded from the bed.

		

		She’d seized the top sheet to cover her naked body with and she was holding out a hand to Monroe. He shifted his vision from Derrick’s groaning, broken form up to his wife and his dark eyes flashed with fury.

		

		“I ought to be killing you, bitch!” Monroe screamed as he stalked over to the bed, his fists balled up, ready to strike.

		

		Sharon grabbed a big bath towel and wrapped it around herself as she flung open the door and stepped out into the room, shouting: “Enough…that’s enough of this shit!”

		

		Startled, Monroe spun around to face her, still ready to fight. She glared at him and whispered in a stern voice, “Get Laverne and get out! You’ve done hurt him terribly and I won’t let you hurt Laverne. If you do, I’ll sic the police on you, Roe! Now get out and let me handle this, before the cops arrive!”

		

		To her shock, Monroe seemed to calm right down. Laverne, who had scrambled off the bed and was hurriedly throwing her discarded clothes back on, said, “She’s right, Roe. If the cops catch you here, you’re going to jail for a long time.”

		

		Monroe nodded, his face having returned to its normal, placid state. Laverne finished dressing and took him by the hand.

		

		“Go straight home,” Sharon advised the couple, “and wait for me to call you.”

		

		She threw on her own clothes and knelt next to Derrick, his cell phone in her hand. Sharon whispered softly, “I’m dialing nine-one-one now. Tell them some crazed drug addict broke in here and tried to rob you. You’ll stick to that story, if you know what’s good for you. The truth would sink all of us, both professionally and personally!”

		

		Sharon hit the button and nestled the phone next to Derrick’s ear and mouth. His voice dripped with pain as he croaked, “Hello, I’d like to report a home invasion. Send an ambulance and the police to…”

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		“Roe…I just can’t believe it,” Gary sighed, “and yet I can.”

		

		He looked up at Sharon and asked, “What’s going to happen?”

		

		“Well, based on my two years as a police-beat reporter,” she told him, finishing her drink and making another one, “nothing. Not if Derrick sticks to his story.”

		

		“What about the lobby cameras?” He asked his wife.

		

		“Roe was a Seal, remember? He’s been trained to avoid looking up into lenses when he’s infiltrating or infiltrating a building that has surveillance gear. There’ll be a fuzzy recording of a big black guy with his head down and a wool watch cap on; not much more than that, if we’re lucky.”

		

		“Fingerprints, what about those?”

		

		Sharon shook her head and chug-a-lugged her drink, saying: “He was wearing latex gloves, I noticed that right away. Roe’s a professional thug, well trained by taxpayer dollars. Even as mentally fucked up as he is, he remembers how to do things like he did tonight.”

		

		Gary shook his head, finishing his own cocktail. He asked, “How will this all end up?”

		

		“That depends on how bad Derrick’s injuries are,” she told her husband. “I know his right arm was broken. And being body-slammed up against an oak dresser and a wall by an enraged two-hundred and eighty pound gorilla isn’t going to do anybody any good.”

		

		There was an uneasy silence in the Black’s kitchen. At last, Gary said, “Say Derrick is okay; what happens next, when he’s released from the hospital?”

		

		“A few days ago, Derrick was bragging that he got a few calls from back east when that investigative story he did about the corruption swirling around the city council came out,” Sharon said, finishing her drink and putting the empty glass on the kitchen counter. “The New York Times called; even the Washington Post.”

		

		She looked over at her husband and said, “With all of the furor gripping Washington these days, they maybe could use one more investigative reporter with a nose for scandal. And with Roe still around, it’s way past time for him to find a new town.”

		

		“Where does that leave us?” Gary wanted to know.

		

		Sharon smiled at him and put her arm around his waist. She nestled into her husband and whispered, “We’ll just have to see, now won’t we?”

		

		After a few moments, she looked up at him and whispered, “Let’s go to bed. It’s late and I still have to tell you all about me and Laverne, in bed with Derrick. Or aren’t you interested in hearing about your wife’s very first lesbian experience?”

		

		Gary just grinned and led her into the bedroom.

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“How do you suppose Roe found out where Laverne was tonight?” Gary asked.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I don’t have a clue,” Sharon said dreamily.

		

		Gary’s recent fuck had really rattled her cage. She come so hard she’d almost passed out!

		

		“I bet he put some kind of electronic tracker on her car,” Gary, the spy-novel buff mused.

		

		“I wouldn’t put it past him,” she said, nuzzling into his bare chest. “He is an ex-Seal, you know.”

		

		A comfortable silence fell upon the bedroom. Gary broke it by saying, “I guess he didn’t buy into her excuse for tonight…that she had to interview a source?”

		

		“I guess not, from the way he kicked in that heavy door,” Sharon said, shaking her head.

		

		Another few seconds went by and then Gary sighed. She looked up at him from the place where she lay cuddled on his chest inquisitively.

		

		“Just thinking about you and Laverne, before all hell broke loose tonight,” he told her wistfully. “I’d loved to have seen that.”

		

		She grinned impishly at him and asked, “Would you love it so much that you’d risk an irate Roe coming through our front door?”

		

		Gary’s smile faded abruptly as he thought about that. He said, “There’s got to be another luscious black girl who’s hot for other women—one who doesn’t have a crazy husband—in a city the size of LA.”

		

		Sharon snuggled into him and said, “Well, we can start looking right away, as far as I’m concerned.”

		

		Gary chuckled softly and asked, “Oh, you enjoyed playing for the other team that much, did you?”

		

		Sharon felt her face coloring as she admitted, “I never thought I would. It was all so unexpected…especially with it being Laverne. We were such close friends and I thought I knew her so well!”

		

		Her blush deepened as she admitted, “I was surprised at how quickly she seduced me, darling! Being intimate with her was just so…sexy…so wrong…so downright naughty that I couldn’t resist!”

		

		She glanced down and saw that Gary was already halfway hard again. Smiling, she reached for his growing erection as she said, “Her lips were so soft, so exciting on mine; and when she started sucking my titties!”

		

		Gary groaned at the very thought of that, and she felt his prick become rock hard in her fist. Slowly, she slid down his body until her lips hovered over his hard on.

		

		“Her pussy was so delicious!” She looked up at Gary her tongue shot out and began to caress his cock head. “Licking another girl’s clit is such fun! Who knew?”

		

		Gary sighed as his dick slid all the way into Sharon’s sucking lips…

		

	
		

		Epilogue: Sharon

		

		The Future

		

		Things were way different two months later, and yet they were the same. Monroe was now enrolled in a Navy program designed to deal with severe cases of anger management, administered through the San Diego office of the VA, and Laverne had moved down there to be with him, lucking out in landing a reporting job on the San Diego Union-Tribune.

		

		She’d gotten an enthusiastic recommendation from Sharon and several other editors when she’d left. Derrick was now in Washington, D.C., covering their much larger corruption scandals instead of the ones centered in LA.

		

		Gary Junior was finishing up his third year at Princeton and would soon be home for the summer. He still kept in touch with Diego, but their friendship seemed to have cooled a little due to the distance between Spain and the US.

		

		Sharon and Debbie still went to lunch every day, and both of them talked to Laverne on the phone several times a month. The three of them kept promising to get together in person, but they hadn’t so far: something always seemed to come up at the last minute to keep that from happening.

		

		Gary continued to toil away at his quality assurance job; Sharon at the newspaper. And they watched the videos of her and Diego; and of her and Derrick at least twice a week together.

		

		Sex between them was still hot, but was growing less and less frequent, as the memories of Derrick’s “booty-calls” and her hot night with Diego receded into history. They still fantasized endlessly about her hooking up with some new man, but all of the men she met seemed to be sadly lacking in the big cock department, and none of them proved to be the cocksman that her own husband was…

		

		****

		

		Then, when they had just about given up on the whole hotwife thing, she met Donovan McAllister and his stunning young wife, Constance. The couple moved in down the block one Saturday, and the Black’s lives were instantly changed for the better.

		

		Donovan was a big, strapping man in his early thirties. When Sharon first saw him, he was coming down the ramp of the moving truck carrying a big, overstuffed easy chair all by himself.

		

		Oh, my God, look at the ARMS on that guy, would you? She asked herself, almost stopping the car in the middle of the street to stare at the muscular young man wrestling with the big chair.

		

		She was on her way home from the grocery store, with several bags of groceries in the back seat. Sharon had to restrain herself from licking her lips as she watched the sandy-haired man carry the easy chair into the garage and then into the house.

		

		“I think we ought to invite the new neighbors over for drinks and dinner right away!” Sharon told the startled Gary moments later, when she burst into their kitchen, a shopping bag in each arm.

		

		“What brought all this neighborliness on?” Gary asked.

		

		“He’s so yummy!” Sharon said with girlish giggle, setting the grocery bags on the table. “I wanted to pull over and let him fuck me on the hood of the car, right in the middle of the street!”

		

		Gary, who merely looked amused at his wife’s crude statement, opened the refrigerator and took out a beer. He turned to her and asked, “And the wife…is she a looker too?”

		

		“Give me one of those and bring another couple along for our new neighbors,” Sharon said, nodding at his beer, “and let’s just see, shall we?”

		

		****

		

		Gary

		

		Holy fuck; he’s as big as Monroe! Gary marveled after meeting and shaking hands with young Donovan.

		

		Just then, the garage door to their new neighbor’s house opened and a petite, stunning redhead emerged, looking just as hot and sweaty as her husband, and even more sexy! Her gorgeous face broke into an elfin grin as soon as she saw Sharon and Gary and the two cold, unopened beers they held in their hands.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm, just what I was dreaming about!” The redhead sighed, accepting one of the cans and opening it just as her husband did. “I’m Constance, by the way, just in case my husband is running true to form.”

		

		She thrust out her right hand for both of them to shake, adding, “He has zero social graces, I’m afraid.”

		

		Her gaze turning to one of impish fondness, she said, “But he’s strong as a bull and hung like one too. So he has his uses!”

		

		The four of them laughed at that risqué yet revealing comment and Gary glanced slyly over at Sharon out of the corner of his eye. His horny little hotwife was ogling both of them as if they were hot fudge sundae’s and she had the sweet tooth to end all sweet tooths!

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“God, you can’t imagine how divine this water feels after unloading that truck!” Constance said, dipping her fiery red tresses back into the pool.

		

		She reached up onto the side of the Black’s pool as she brought her head up out of the water and found her cold beer. Winking at Sharon, she took a big sip and then set it back down on the concrete.

		

		Constance proved to be as direct as she had been earlier in the garage, when she’d commented on her husband’s bull-like nature. Her green eyes flashing with mischief, she whispered, “You’re fucking hot, lady! Do you and Gary…fool around?”

		

		Sharon felt a lightning bolt of arousal shoot through her bikini-clad body as she treaded water next to the goddess-like little redhead. Lowering her voice to what she hoped was a sexy whisper, she said, “We’re fairly new at it…but yeah; we love to get it on with new people occasionally.”

		

		She held up her sizable wedding set so that the dying southern California sun caught it and said, “We’ve found it keeps your marriage fresh. Sex is exciting, but after you’ve done everything you can imagine with one other person for twenty years or so, it gets kind of…predictable, I guess you’d have to say; unless you introduce something new into the mix.”

		

		“Donovan and I have only been married a little over three years, but we’ve discovered that already,” Constance confided in a soft voice. “I haven’t checked with Donny yet, but with knockers like those, I bet he can’t wait to sink his nine-incher into you, babe!”

		

		Sharon would have been shocked by that statement a year ago. Now she merely smiled at the younger woman’s compliment and said, “Yours aren’t so small, and that little ass of yours is strictly to die for!”

		

		Constance grinned at her and whispered, “You’re such a hottie! I can’t wait to get you into bed, Sharon! You may have picked up on the fact that I’m into girls almost as much as I am into guys!”

		

		Her hostess shot a quick look over at Donovan and Gary, who were seated in the shade offered by their patio table with its central umbrella, sipping at their beers and laughing. She told Constance, “It looks like that might happen sooner, rather than later. Those two seem to be getting along famously, so I don’t see any reason why it wouldn’t!”

		

		“Well, in that case,” Constance murmured, coming closer to Sharon, so close their breasts touched just beneath the sparkling clear water, “I say let’s get this show on the road!”

		

		Constance’s lips were as soft and welcoming as Laverne’s had been! The two of them clung together as they moved down to the shallow end of the pool, so that they wouldn’t have to worry about drowning as they made out!

		

		Sharon was vaguely aware that the men’s laughter had stopped as she caressed Constance’s tongue with hers. And then Gary was behind Constance, and Donovan was behind her.

		

		And suddenly, her bikini top had vanished, just a Constance’s had! She heard Gary say, “This is going to be so much fun!”

		

		“You can say that again, neighbor,” she heard Donovan whisper as his big hands started to knead both of her bare breasts as she made out with his hot little wife…

		

		****

		

		Sharon

		

		“Smile for the camera, baby,” Gary urged her.

		

		Sharon looked up from the succulent pink pussy she had been so avidly lapping. Gary was sitting on the edge of the bed, his dick stiffening up nicely again as he took video footage of the other three participants at this evening’s mini-orgy.

		

		Donovan’s incredibly thick, incredibly long dick was berthed deep in Sharon’s pussy as he knelt behind her, thrusting like a mad man, while she ate Constance’s marvelous pussy. Sharon felt right at home as the centerpiece of this obscene little tableau!

		

		His dick is as big around as Derrick’s or even Diego’s was, and it’s the longest one I’ve ever had up inside me! She thought smugly as she mugged for Gary’s camera.

		

		She turned her head back to Constance’s pinkness and dove right in. This girl was even more delicious than Laverne had been!

		

		And they live just two doors down from us! Sharon thought giddily as she began to lick and suck greedily at the nectar-sweet folds in front of her.

		

		“Oh, man, oh, man, she’s a tight one!” Donovan huffed right at that moment. “Gary, you want to take over for a while and I’ll do the filming? I’m about to pop, and I don’t want to do that just yet. After all, we’ve got all night and I want to pace myself.”

		

		“Sure thing, Donny,” Gary said, handing off the cell phone and scrambling into place behind his wife.

		

		Sharon purred happily as Gary’s familiar dick began rutting into her. He was being careful to keep the shaft pressed up against her clit as he fucked her, so she wouldn’t miss Donovan’s superior girth as much.

		

		Gary pressed his wet finger into her asshole, adding yet another thrill to the mix. Donovan murmured approvingly, “She likes anal too, apparently.”

		

		“Loves it,” Gary assured her, finger-fucking her bottom as he drove his dick in and out of her pussy. “I can’t wait to see that big fucker of yours disappearing up this tight little hole!”

		

		I can’t wait to experience that either! Sharon told herself, her mind rolling back to all those exciting nights at Derrick’s place, with him up her ass while Gary pounded away in her pussy!

		

		A series of unbelievably hot nights—just like this one—stretched out ahead of her and Gary in Sharon’s imagination! And it was all just two doors down the street from them…

		

		The End

		

	
		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Many of the streets and other locations in this tale are real places in and around southern California and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them.

		

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		

		That’s because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		

		Like this book? Hate it? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I’d love to hear from you, either way.

		

		CKR
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