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		Prologue

		

	
		New Neighbors

		

		“I knew those two would be loud neighbors,” Betty Harmon told her husband, Walt, her voice testy and impatient, as the faint sounds of music suddenly started to bleed through the shared living room wall from the duplex next door. “I just knew it.”

		Betty’s pretty face morphed into a contemptuous sneer as she added, “Aubrey and Cyril St. Germaine—who has names like those? Their given names, as well as that surname, both sound phony to me. They remind me of stage names a pair of actors might make up.”

		Walt put down his paper and smiled indulgently at his wife. He said, “Now, Betty, you should give them a chance, at least. They do own this place now, you know. They’re both our new neighbors and our new landlords, so we really should try to get along with them.”

		He continued to smile at her patiently as he added, “Besides, it is Friday night; there’s nothing wrong with having some friends over on a Friday night. We’ve done it enough times ourselves, and old Richard, when he was still alive and lived next door, never complained once. And I bet we got kind of loud once in a while, too.”

		Betty sighed. “God, why did Richard have to die? This was such an ideal place to live when he was still with us.”

		“Richard was almost eighty-seven, Betty,” Walt answered calmly. “And his kids back in Illinois didn’t want to fool with being absentee landlords for a duplex clear out here, in California, when they inherited it as part of their dad’s estate. I for one was certainly not surprised when they sold the place to someone local.”

		“Well, did it have to be…these people who bought it?” Betty asked the question frostily, glaring at the wall which separated their front room from that of Aubrey and Cyril St. Germaine.

		Brightly colored lights, emanating from the neighboring back patio, suddenly lit up the rear sliding door in the nearby dining room, and Betty whipped her head around to stare balefully at the offending lights. “It appears their party has moved outside, as well. I bet we don’t get a wink of sleep tonight.”

		She ran over to the stairs and started up. Walt called after her, “Where are you going?”

		“I’m going to see what’s going on out on their patio,” she called back over her shoulder. “You should come up and take a look, too. Or don’t you care if there’s some noisy party going on until all hours and we don’t get any sleep?”

		Walt sighed, folded his paper, and put it on the coffee table. Then he got up off the couch and reluctantly followed his wife upstairs.

		Betty went into the spare bedroom they used as a guest room and peered out the window. She right away purposely hadn’t turned on the lights as she’d entered the room, so that no one who happened to be out on the back deck next door could see her staring down at them.

		The patio directly below her, theirs, was dark. But right across the fence, Chinese lanterns sporting six or seven different, brightly-colored paper shades had been strung equidistantly along the fence and in a criss-cross pattern high over the patio. Their cheery light now blazed forth gaily against the dark night sky overhead.

		“Nice outdoor furniture,” Walt commented as he came up to stand beside his wife and peer down at the brightly lit but still empty patio, “it looks to be expensive; top of the line stuff.”

		“Humph,” was Betty’s only resentful comment concerning the nice glass-topped table with its four padded chairs; a big, forest-green umbrella sprouting up out of the middle of it. A comfy-looking chaise lounge with a matching-green and white striped mattress stood next to the table and chairs, and a small glass-topped table had been placed alongside the lounger.

		The back door opened and Aubrey St. Germaine stepped out onto the patio, drink in hand. A man accompanied her outside; closing the screened slider behind him.

		“He must be a party guest,” Walt commented. “That’s not her husband.”

		Aubrey, who was a tall, stunning redhead, finished her cocktail in two big swallows and put the empty glass down on the small table beside the chaise. The man emulated her actions and then—to Walt and Betty’s everlasting shock—took the party’s hostess in his arms and began to kiss her passionately.

		“Jesus!” Betty gasped. “We’re sure that’s not her husband, right?”

		“You shook his hand when we introduced ourselves to them on Wednesday evening, after the movers had left,” Walt answered, staring intently down at the embracing couple. “He was tall, like that guy, but he had jet black hair and the man doing the smooching down there right now looks to have sandy-colored hair, from where I’m standing.”

		Betty started to agree with her husband’s assessment but, just then, the man down on the patio slid his hands upward, unzipped Aubrey St. Germaine’s beautiful cocktail dress, and slipped it off her shoulders. The Harmons sucked in their collective breath as their gorgeous new neighbor then proceeded to step out of the dress, and the man casually tossed it over onto the patio table.

		Aubrey St. Germaine had not elected to wear a bra beneath the low-cut garment, and her large, very naked, very round breasts stood out proudly in the soft light from the overhead lanterns. The big mounds of female flesh featured half dollar-sized pink aureoles with a set of prominent, even lighter pink colored nipples at their centers.

		The man took off his sport coat and placed it atop the dress on the table. Next, he quickly unbuttoned his shirt and removed it as well.

		The two embraced again, kissing once more, their hands now all over each other’s naked backs as they made out. After just a few seconds, the man’s hands moved down onto Aubrey’s butt and flicked off the tiny red thong panties she was wearing. They floated down her long, sleek legs, to puddle around the tops of her high-heel clad feet, leaving her completely naked except for her red stiletto heels.

		“My God,” Betty whispered, outraged, “are they going to…you know…do it…outside…right out in the open like that, with the other guests just inside?”

		“I guess we’re about to find out.” Walt’s voice was soft, but slightly husky sounding, and clearly tinged with growing arousal.

		Betty glanced over at him out of the corner of her eye and saw that her usually calm, sedate husband was clearly mesmerized by what was going on just below them. She cut her eyes away from him and back down onto the patio just in time to see Aubrey move her hands from the man’s back, around to the front of his slacks, and begin undoing his belt and zipper.

		In seconds, his slacks and his boxers were down around his dress shoes and his huge penis--erect and throbbing with excitement--was jutting outward from his lithe, muscular body, as naked as it could be. Aubrey St. Germaine went down onto her knees in front of him and eagerly took the head of the giant member between her lips.

		“That thing is enormous!” Betty clucked, watching raptly as the other woman’s head moved forward, engulfing nearly three-quarters of the long, thick shaft in her sucking lips. “She can’t possibly think she’s going to…”

		“Maybe she does,” Walt’s voice was full of undisguised fascination as he watched the stunning redhead tilt her head backward and swallow nearly all of the man’s huge erection with the next bob of her head. “God, what a cocksucker our new neighbor is!”

		“Walt, there’s no call for you to use language like that,” Betty chided him, her eyes still transfixed by the torrid blowjob that was going on twenty feet below them.

		The Harmons watched silently as her new next door neighbor gave her lover’s manhood a thorough tonguing and sucking. When she had him moaning—they could hear his loud groans of pleasure even through the closed window—she let his engorged flesh slip from her mouth and bent lower to help him out of his shoes, socks, slacks and boxers.

		After Aubrey stood back up, the naked pair stepped over to the lounger together. She quickly adjusted the chaise to lie perfectly flat, and then kicked off her shoes and got onto it on her hands and knees. The man scrambled into place behind her and slipped his hard prick into her wet slit all the way up to his massive nut sac.

		He leaned forward over her and took a large, dangling breast in each hand, squeezing her nipples as he began to do her from behind, doggie-style. Aubrey moaned—again, they could hear it clearly through the glass—saying, “That’s right, fuck me, baby; really give it to me with that big horsecock of yours!”

		Betty opened her shocked mouth to say something but, just at that moment, the slider opened again and another man stepped out onto the patio. He was shorter than the first one, the one who was now on the chaise lounge with Aubrey, blithely screwing her silly. And, again, this man was not her husband.

		The new arrival went around and stood near the head of the chaise, a drink in his hand, and sipped it as he watched the pair in action a few inches in front of him. After a minute or so of observing the action, he finished his cocktail and placed the empty glass next to the other two on the table, casually unzipping his slacks as he did so.

		“It’s a goddamned orgy!” Betty hissed, outraged but clearly excited as well as the man took out an average length, but incredibly thick erection and calmly fed it into Aubrey’s apparently very willing lips.

		The slider opened once more and Cyril St. Germaine emerged onto the patio, arm and arm with a short, gorgeous blonde woman with a spectacular build. After they had stopped for a moment to take in the lurid spectacle of Aubrey pleasing two men at once sexually--the two on-lookers nonchalantly sipping their cocktails as they watched--the blonde woman put her finished drink down on the big patio table, next to the discarded clothing, and got down on her knees in front of Cyril.

		“Orgy is exactly the right word for what’s happening down there,” Walt whispered in awe as the blonde girl fished their new neighbor’s nearly erect penis out of his slacks and began to suck it enthusiastically.

		“My God, why does she bother to cheat on him—her husband’s…equipment is enormous; it’s even larger than the other man’s, the one who’s…doing it to her!” Betty murmured in amazement as she watched the totally obscene tableau playing out below them.

		“It’s huge,” Walt agreed softly, “and that blonde is just as good at sucking big cocks as our new neighbor. Look at her, effortlessly swallowing that whole huge hunk of salami!”

		“Those two women are a pair of out-and-out sluts,” Betty insisted, still sounding slightly flabbergasted by what she was witnessing. “No decent woman could attempt that without choking to death!”

		Walt surprised her at that moment by stepping back from the window and moving over behind her, reaching around her body and capturing one of her lush breasts in each palm. He began to squeeze them lightly, moving her neck-length, brownish-red hair aside with his nose so that he could nuzzle her right ear lobe as he did so.

		He whispered into that ear, “Oh, I bet you could suck a really big one like that if you put your mind to it, Bets. You can be pretty damned hot in bed, when you let yourself be.”

		Betty trembled in his arms, her nipples spiking instantly as he toyed with her boobs while he complimented her oral sex capabilities. She sighed and nestled back into him as the unfamiliar, steamy thrill of being a voyeur flooded through her, its impact heightened by her husband’s hands on her sensitive breasts.

		“Look, they’re all fucking now,” Walt murmured in her ear.

		Betty didn’t bother to upbraid him this time for his use of questionable language. She just opened her eyes again and looked down. She saw that the blonde trollop was now naked, too, and bent over the patio table, her upper torso stretched out atop the other reveler’s discarded clothing. Cyril St. Germaine was behind her, his ultra-long penis driven deep inside her, rutting away.

		“God, that little blonde gal is really something,” Walt whispered excitedly as he watched.

		“Why do you say that?” Betty asked. “Any girl could do what she’s doing. She’s just laying there, letting him…stick it in her. What’s so special about that?”

		“She’s taking that monster of a cock of his is up her ass, Bets,” Walt murmured, squeezing his wife’s breasts harder, “not her pussy.”

		Betty Harmon gasped and looked closer, noting how high her new neighbor was riding the bent-over blonde from in back. She realized, abruptly, that her husband was right; handsome, muscular Cyril St. Germaine was thrusting into the blonde woman’s body at much too high an angle to be burying his enormous manhood inside her vagina. He was definitely drilling that huge hunk of hard male flesh deep in her anus with each lusty stroke!

		“Let’s go into our bedroom,” Walt suggested; his voice tight with excitement.

		Betty was on fire, too. She couldn’t believe how much effect witnessing this utterly lewd display--with Walt standing behind her, playing with her big breasts through her clothing, his own hefty penis as hard as it could be, wedged up against her bottom as they watched their neighbors having extra-marital sex—was having on her. She was absolutely flooded down there, she could tell, and her nipples felt huge under her bra as Walt teased them through it.

		Uncharacteristically for her, she gave in to her sudden arousal and whispered, in a voice that actually sounded more like a dull croak of desire, “Our bedroom’s too far away!”

		She turned in his arms and pressed her breasts into his chest, her arms coming up to encircle his neck. Their lips meant and his tongue was in her mouth in an instant and hers was gliding all over it hungrily.

		“There’s a bed right there, darling,” she purred, when she finally broke off the sultry kiss, her voice husky with arousal, “it’s much closer.”

		In seconds, their clothes were off and they were on top of the guest bed, their hands all over one another’s naked bodies, their tongues once again dueling hotly. Betty reached down and found Walt’s hard-as-a-rock manhood and centered it at the gates of juicy lower lips.

		“Oh, God, yes,” she gasped as he slid into her wet confines, “that’s what I need, a big hard cock like yours, darling. Fuck me!”

		Walt sucked in his breath, plainly startled by his normally prim and proper wife’s choice of language. He grinned in the darkened room and did just as she’d asked—he did begin to fuck her, hard and deep.

		

		

		

		Part One

		

		Betty

		

		

		Chapter One

		

	
		Befriending Aubrey

		

		Betty was out in front of her side of the duplex the next morning at eleven, tending her roses, when Aubrey St. Germaine emerged from the other door and stooped to retrieve the newspaper lying in her driveway. The tall, elegant-looking woman glanced over at Betty, who had on a pair of old walking shorts, a floppy straw hat to help keep the sun off her fair skin, and a tan sweatshirt that said CSUS Hornets across the front of it in big green letters.

		She had purchased the sweatshirt during her senior year at the local college, California State University at Sacramento, making it six years old, since Betty had been twenty-two when she’d graduated. She had just recently turned twenty-eight. The roomy shirt had been laundered so many times it was nearly coming apart, but it was very comfortable to garden in.

		Aubrey, on the other hand, wore a sinfully expensive pair of Jimmy Choo flats, a pair of washed silk shorts from Stella McCartney costing over three-hundred dollars, and a bandage-style tank top from Harve Leger that had run almost eight-hundred. She had a pair of gold framed, aviator-style sunglasses from David Yurman--costing close to four-hundred dollars--pushed up onto the top of her perfectly-coiffed, blazing red hair.

		Betty froze. She felt incredibly ill at ease in Aubrey’s presence, after seeing her new neighbor naked the night before and having sex with two strange men.

		She would have felt out of place in the other woman’s presence anyway, clothed as casually as she was; with Aubrey dressed so fashionably. Betty didn’t know one designer label from another but she knew expensive clothing when she saw it, and she suddenly felt incredibly under-dressed in her comfy old gardening gear.

		“Oh, you needn’t bother with that any more, dear,” Aubrey said, smiling regally as she crossed the lawn to move closer to the kneeling Betty. “Cyril has retained the services of a top-notch landscaping company for the duplex. They start on Monday.”

		“Uh, oh, that’s okay,” Betty mumbled. “I love tending my roses.”

		“Oh?” Aubrey seemed slightly taken aback by the idea that anyone would want to do their own manual labor in a garden. “Well, then I’ll tell the head gardener to leave the roses to you, if that’s what you prefer?”

		A thought seemed to strike her and she asked, “You don’t enjoy mowing the lawn as well, do you? I can ask them to leave your side alone completely, dear, if that’s what you’d like.”

		“Oh, no, I’m fine with the gardeners doing the lawn,” Betty blurted, still nervous as she could be around Aubrey, as images from last night’s sex-orgy kept flickering through her head. “We don’t own a lawn mower.”

		There was an awkward silence. Betty had gotten to her feet and Aubrey was looking her up and down, frowning.

		At last, she said, “I hope I’m not being rude, but I simply must know. You’re a strikingly pretty woman, Mrs. Harmon, but you seem to take some sort of inordinate delight in hiding your, er…light under a bushel, to use the old Biblical phrase.”

		“I beg your pardon?” Betty replied stiffly, suddenly feeling more ashamed than ever of her choice of clothing for this morning. “I’m gardening. I don’t get dressed up to work in the garden!”

		Aubrey stepped closer. She smiled apologetically and said, “No, I don’t mean the clothes you have on now…as awful as those are. I noticed it the other evening, when we first met. You could be incredibly attractive, but you had on a dull brown suit that evening and some very plain-looking brown flats, and you were wearing little or no make up.”

		She stepped back and eyed Betty even more critically, saying “And your hair; it’s such a lovely shade of red-brown, dear--auburn, really. If you had it cut in just a slightly different way, it would be stunning.”

		Aubrey shook her head, saying, “I’m just curious as to why someone who is so attractive seems to work so hard at making sure no one notices.”

		Betty felt as if she’d just been bitch-slapped. The brass displayed by this woman was little short of amazing!

		She stammered angrily, “I work in a tire manufacturing plant. I’m the office manager. Most of the other workers in the place are young men. And they’re like all young men everywhere—they try to flirt with me every time they come inside the office from the plant. And that’s without my wearing suggestive clothing and lots of make up to further spark their interest in me.”

		Aubrey beamed, suddenly understanding Betty’s penchant for dressing down for her job. “Well, that does make sense, I suppose. No point in spritzing gasoline on an open fire.”

		She tilted her head and studied her slightly younger neighbor some more, and then went on to add, “But it’s the weekend, dear. You really should glam yourself up just a bit for that handsome young husband of yours on the weekends. It’s fine to keep the men at your workplace at arm’s length by adopting a plain look, but you don’t want him losing interest as well, now do you?”

		Betty didn’t know what to say to that, so she kept silent. Aubrey smiled again and added, “That Walter of yours is a very nice-looking young man. I’m sure lots of women would be interested in a cutie like him, so you really should make more of an effort to look your best for him, sweetie.”

		The memory of this woman’s sexual antics from last night, coupled with hearing her call Walt a “cutie”, caused Betty to see red. She bristled, “You keep your eyes and your hands off my husband. I know what sort of woman you are, from that…party you threw last night!”

		Aubrey seemed to consider that for a moment and then laughed, “Oh, my God, did you watch what went on last night out on our patio? How embarrassing! I forgot that your upstairs windows overlook us. Cyril and I will have to be more careful in the future.”

		Betty felt her face coloring. She was totally ashamed of herself for spying on her new neighbors last night—especially since she had just inadvertently let the cat out of the bag about doing so—and she was also completely thrown by the fact that Aubrey showed so little concern over what Betty had seen her doing!

		“Cyril and I love to entertain,” Aubrey said simply, by way of an explanation. “We couldn’t resist having a small group of friends over last night, from the swinger’s club we all belong to, in order to …christen our new temporary abode, so to speak. I hope we didn’t shock you too much!”

		Several things were suddenly swirling around madly in Betty’s consciousness: swinger’s club…temporary abode…the woman’s casually-expressed hope that the virtual re-enactment of Sodom and Gomorrah she’d staged last night on her patio hadn’t been “too” shocking! Betty decided to tackle the least controversial statement first.

		“Temporary,” she asked haltingly, “what do you mean, temporary abode? You just bought this place.”

		“Oh, Cyril and I would never consider living…here for any length of time, dear,” Aubrey explained quickly, her voice dripping with condescension. “It’s simply too tiny. The house we’re having custom-built out on the American River Bluffs was scheduled to have been finished a month before we were to move from our old house, over by the golf course. But these stupid builders we hired keep coming up with one excuse after another for all of the delays.”

		She shook her head in exasperation and went on to explain further, “It turns out that there was this clause in the sales contract which held us to a firm move-out date on our old place. The financial penalty for breaking it was very severe.”

		Aubrey tilted her head and sighed before continuing, “The people who bought our other house had to be out of their home by a certain date as well, you see. So we ended up putting most of our furniture into storage and buying this charming little temporary place, just until the idiot builders finally complete our actual new home.”

		“What will you do with this duplex, when the new house is ready?” Betty asked worriedly, dreading yet another change of ownership. God only knew who they’d get next time!

		“Oh, I don’t know,” Aubrey laughed gaily. “Cyril makes all of the money in the family and so he handles those sorts of decisions. He may keep it as an investment and rent it out, or he may elect to sell it, I suppose. Who knows?”

		Betty’s new—seemingly scatter-brained--landlord paused for a moment and said, “Where are my manners? Won’t you come in and have some coffee with me? I’ve kept you out here, yammering away in the driveway for a full five minutes already.”

		“Oh, I wouldn’t want to intrude,” Betty said quickly.

		“Cyril is out playing golf,” Aubrey answered, making a dismissive gesture with her hands. “He won’t be back until late afternoon, if I know him. Come on, lets sit down, have some coffee, and chat some more.”

		Betty reluctantly let the other woman take her by the elbow and tug her toward the open front door behind her. Walt had been called in to work today at the department store where he was a manager, due to one of his lead people being out sick. She didn’t expect him back home until after the store closed at nine, so Betty really had little else to do today.

		Besides, she admitted to herself, she was curious as she could be about Aubrey, now that she’d actually spoken with her. Betty was pretty sure she knew what a “swinger” was, especially after last night’s party. But she was bubbling over with curiosity when it came to finding out more about what on earth would lead an obviously sophisticated, wealthy couple like the St. Germaines to…swing?

		“Let’s sit in the kitchen, at the table,” Aubrey suggested as they entered the house. “There’s fresh-brewed coffee in the pot.”

		Betty had been inside this side of the duplex dozens of times during the three years that she and Walt had lived here. She’d often stopped over to visit with Richard, her former landlord, the nice old man who had lived here by himself until he’d passed away in his sleep a few months back.

		The place now looked totally different now! The carpet was new and extremely expensive-looking; of the deepest pile and a rich cream color. One of the walls in the living room had been painted an eye-grabbing shade of crimson, as an accent.

		It was the one which featured the fireplace, and over the fireplace—complete with its own tiny brass spotlight positioned directly above it--was a startling nude oil painting of Aubrey St. Germaine! The painting featured the gorgeous redhead reclining on a black velvet background of some sort, her sumptuous breasts and waxed-bare vagina proudly displayed for all the world to see.

		Betty stopped and stared, her jaw hanging open at the woman’s boldness in exhibiting so intimate a portrait of herself in her own living room. Aubrey came back into the front room from the kitchen, to the spot where her guest had stopped, seemingly mesmerized, in front of the painting and asked, “Do you like it? The artist is a friend of ours. He’s in the swingers club, too, so he’s seen me in the buff dozens of times. He could have painted it from memory—although actually, I did pose for him in the nude for two days.”

		“It’s…it’s very…realistic,” Betty managed to choke out at last, after searching her vocabulary for several seconds for the least offensive word she could come up with to describe the shocking portrait.

		“Our friend, the one who painted it, is just becoming well-known, nationally,” Aubrey said, staring proudly at the painting. “His career is really taking off. I was offered fifty-thousand for this by a local collector of his work last year.”

		“You were offered fifty-thousand dollars?” Betty couldn’t keep the shock out of her voice as she incredulously asked the question.

		“Yes, some of his stuff has sold for as much as a quarter of a million,” Aubrey said, matter-of-factly, “but those were bigger pieces; you know; large landscapes and seascapes and such. Still, fifty grand for a painting of my naked…charms isn’t bad, now is it?”

		She winked at Betty and turned back toward the kitchen. Betty couldn’t help but smile. Aubrey was turning out to be quite a character!

		

		****

		

		The kitchen had been totally remodeled as well. There were no nude oils--thank God!--but the room itself had been repainted a warm, homey-feeling shade of peach. And the new limestone-colored floor tiles went perfectly with it, as did the counters tops and backsplashes, which had been crafted from real granite and were a lovely shade of light pink, mixed with gray, and shot through with gold.

		The new kitchen cabinets and shelves were stained a beautiful cherry wood color and featured antique brass pulls and handles. All of the appliances were white, and represented some of the most expensive brands on the market. Sitting atop the counters was a Cusinart, a top of the line convection oven, and a microwave. And the completely remodeled kitchen also held a six-burner, restaurant-grade gas range, complete with a double oven--which Betty would have gladly killed to have in her own kitchen.

		“God, this room is fabulous!” she told Aubrey, sipping her excellent coffee as she glanced around at it.

		“We had it all redone,” Aubrey replied, looking over the new additions approvingly. “It was sorely in need of a complete make over. All of the appliances in here were old and ugly. We don’t know how long we’re going to be stuck here, but we thought we might as well be comfortable while we were.”

		Aubrey thought about that for a second, after she’d said it, and then blurted, “Betty, dear, I have a wonderful idea: why don’t you two move over to this side of the duplex when we move out? And then we’ll have your side redone with new carpet and appliances as well. After that, you could either elect to stay over here or move back to the side you have now. Would you like that?”

		Betty sat back, shocked. It would be incredible to have all new appliances, carpet, and paint!

		“Uh, well, sure, we’d love that,” she finally managed to stammer. “But we might have to buy a painting for the front room, if we moved over here. I don’t have any nudes of me lying around that we could hang.”

		The two of them broke into peals of laughter at Betty’s small joke, and then Aubrey said, “Well, I could always introduce you to Jorge, that’s our friend, the painter’s, name; Jorge Rodriguez.”

		Betty shook her head, embarrassed, “I don’t think I’m nude model material, Aubrey.”

		The other woman looked at her appraisingly for a moment and then said, “You shouldn’t sell yourself short, Betty. I think you’re quite the little hottie under that carefully maintained dull exterior.”

		Betty laughed somewhat nervously under the other woman’s steady gaze, thinking, Yeah, right…me?

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Why Swing?

		

		“Listen, Aubrey, there’s something I’ve just got to ask you,” Betty said.

		They were sitting at the kitchen table, finishing up lunch. Betty hadn’t intended to stay for lunch, but somehow they’d been talking and laughing together and it had gotten to be one o’clock in the afternoon, and they’d both been feeling a bit peckish.

		“Oh, and what might that be, dear,” Aubrey asked?

		She was just finishing up the last of her half of a pair of lovely panini-style grilled sandwiches she had thrown together for them from some sliced baked ham, salami, and a mix of provolone and gruyere cheese slices she’d found in the fridge. Among her new kitchen countertop appliances, she had a panini-press machine, made expressly for creating such trendy treats, and was obviously a master at using it: the sandwiches had been superb.

		Betty ate the last of hers and said, “I don’t mean to offend you, but I’m dying to know--how did you and your husband become …swingers?”

		Aubrey smiled and had a sip of her coffee. She said simply, “That’s how I met Cyril in the first place. It was ten years ago; I was twenty-two and had graduated from college, and he was thirty and in business for himself—and was just starting to really rake in the money.”

		Betty leaned forward, plainly showing her interest in what Aubrey was saying, so the elegant redhead went on to explain, “I was young and carefree and looking for adventure, you know; experiences that were out of the ordinary? I’d dabbled in drugs and the wild party scene while in college, and found that sort of lifestyle to be tremendously fun and exciting, but a bit dangerous to continue.”

		She leaned back in her kitchen chair and told Betty, “I had a boyfriend at the time, a guy I’d met in school, who was into that sort of thing, too. And he had heard about a local swingers group and decided to check out their website. There he’d learned that in order to go to one of their parties, you had to have a wife or a date to accompany you—no stags allowed.”

		Aubrey shot Betty an impish, mischievous grin continued, saying, “He asked me to go to a swinger party with him, to be his date—just to give swinging a try--and I said; ‘Why not?’ After all, I loved sex and I loved parties. So I went.”

		Laughing gleefully, Aubrey went on to add, “I had an absolute ball! It was so much fun that when he asked me to another one a month later, I agreed to be his date for that one, too.”

		Betty was wildly curious about those parties, she wanted to ask for more specifics about just what went on at them, but she didn’t want to interrupt the flow of Aubrey’s narrative. Besides, Aubrey answered some of her unasked questions with her next statement.

		“At swinger parties, you normally trade off and have sex with other people, not your husband or your date for the night. That’s how I met Cyril. At the second party I went to, he asked me if I wanted to…you know…fuck, and I said, ‘Sure.’”

		Aubrey stared straight into Betty’s sky-blue eyes and said, “Cyril is absolutely great when it comes to sex, all kinds of sex. He really loves it, as much as I do, and he’s hung like a bull, and he has oodles of stamina; so the man can give you plenty of hard cock--and lots of it, just the way you’re craving it--all night long.”

		Betty shivered in her chair and only just managed to finish her coffee without sloshing it out of her cup, her fingers were suddenly trembling so badly. She tried to hide her excitement over hearing about such taboo, erotic subjects as husbands who were “hung like bulls” and who could…”give you hard cock and plenty of it, just the way you’re craving it, all night long” by using both hands to steady her cup as she drank the last of it.

		She stared at Aubrey intently, wanting desperately to hear more; she’d never in her life imagined having a conversation like this one—hearing about something as kinky and forbidden as the hidden world of swinging from someone who was an actual swinger!

		“So, I kind of fell for Cyril that first night I met him,” Aubrey went on to say. “He wasn’t in a real relationship either, so he was always on the look-out for sexually adventurous girls who might be persuaded to accompany him to parties.”

		She shrugged. “I gave him my number, and he called and took me out to dinner, and afterward, we spent the night back at my place, in bed. And he just blew me away again! Regular sex, pussy-licking, anal, finding a girl’s g-spot and masturbating it until she came like fireworks exploding, fisting a pussy—Cyril could do it all; and he did it all so much better than any other guy I’d ever been with up until then!”

		Betty knew that her face was turning bright red. She understood what all the things her neighbor had just mentioned so casually were. She and Walt even did some of them from time to time!

		Not anal sex or something as wild and exotic as fisting, of course. But she knew from reading articles in women’s magazines what they were.

		Walt did lick Betty to hot, wonderful climaxes regularly. And he had hit her g-spot inadvertently several times over the years, when they’d had sex from the man-behind position, and she’d experienced incredible orgasms whenever he had.

		“Anyway, we started partying together, and also dating steadily in between parties, and pretty soon we were living together as a couple,” Aubrey went on. “He loved the fact that I wasn’t at all possessive and clingy; that I still wanted to go to swinger parties with him, even after we were a couple. So, eventually, we got engaged and then married.”

		She smiled at Betty. “And he was dead right about me. I’ve never lost my taste for being a swinger. I love Cyril with all my heart, but he’s still firmly convinced that you can’t beat a Saturday night at a big swinger bash, with all of those new people to meet and to fuck. And that’s exactly how I feel, too.”

		Betty attempted to understand that sort of attitude, but she found she couldn’t. She asked Aubrey, “Don’t you get jealous, when you see him with another woman? And doesn’t he get nervous about seeing you…doing things with another man?”

		Aubrey laughed. “Heavens, no; he loves it, just the way I love seeing him getting all hot and sexy with some pretty young thing while I get to watch.”

		I’ll never understand that, Betty thought. Just the thought of my Walt being with another woman--let alone actually seeing him have sex with one—would drive me insane!

		Sensing the consternation her frank talk had caused her guest, Aubrey attempted to explain further. She said, “In order to enjoy swinging, you first have to be totally committed to one another and be completely certain of that commitment. It’s only when you have that sort of rock-solid relationship that swinging works.”

		She went on to tell Betty, “I’ve seen at least a dozen shaky marriages, where the two partners turned to swinging in an attempt to solve their various problems with one another by ‘freeing’ themselves and being more ‘open’ with each other. That never works. What always ends up happening is that one or both of the partners gets jealous of all the fun the other one looks to be having with other people, and that finishes tearing their already rocky marriage to pieces.”

		Betty nodded. She could picture that happening, all right.

		What she couldn’t see is how cheating on your partner with someone else could ever be a positive thing in a marriage. She said as much to Aubrey.

		“You’re right there,” Aubrey replied. “Nothing kills a marriage faster than cheating. That’s the beauty of swinging. You know exactly what your partner is doing, and who he or she is doing it with because, half the time, you’re right there watching them as they do it. So it’s not really cheating in the conventional sense of the word.”

		Betty’s mind reeled. She could grasp what her new friend was saying, but she couldn’t fathom watching someone you had committed your life to doing things with other people; things that he should only be doing with you!

		Again, Aubrey seemed to read Betty’s confusion and said softly, “See, if you have no doubts about your partner’s love for you, and you know that you’re going to be going home together at the end of the night and thrill each other by telling him all of the naughty things you did with other men that evening—and he’s going to tantalize you with sensual tales about what he did with other girls while you were busy doing things with those other men—then it’s all just fun. And it’s all fine. None of it means anything; it’s just hot, sweet sex for sex’s sake, for the two partner’s mutual enjoyment.”

		She grinned at Betty and said, “There’s something incredibly exciting and forbidden and thrilling about sucking another man’s hard cock in front of your husband while some pretty little sexpot is doing exactly the same thing to him. Each of you is watching the other being totally wanton and nasty with some else.”

		Aubrey whispered, “It’s a turn on like I can’t even describe. Cyril and I fuck each other senseless, every night, all week long; after we attend a swinger party, as we recount our little peccadilloes at the last party for one another, believe me!”

		Betty struggled to understand that. She could see how such lewd behavior might provide an illicit thrill, but she couldn’t quite seem to get past the jealousy part of it.

		“I have an idea,” Aubrey said suddenly, her face brightening. “How would you like to see part of a DVD from one of our swinger parties from last summer?”

		“You…you took movies?” Betty was aghast.

		“Yes, it is unusual. At most swinger affairs, cameras are strictly forbidden. But a certain contingent of our swinger friends is okay with it; as long as the images stay on individual DVD’s, and that they never come near the web, where they could be hacked. The participants know who has copies of them being naughty, and they trust those people implicitly.”

		Aubrey smiled and continued, “No posting things on the net and nor any posting of frames from the movies on your cell phone, where that content can be hacked, stolen, and then broadcast all over the place. Those are the rules.”

		Betty felt her nipples grow hard behind the worn out old bra she’d slipped on this morning to garden in. She desperately wanted to see that film, and yet, at the same time, she didn’t.

		I’m not like this--I’m not some sort of leering voyeur! Betty admonished herself sternly.

		She felt a rush of self-accusation grip her as she went on to re-consider that last thought, in light of her behavior last night.

		What about when you and Walt spied on Aubrey and her guests? She chided herself mentally. If you don’t enjoy, at least a tiny bit, being a voyeur, then where did that blistering hot sex you had with your husband come from, after you both peeked out that window at what was going on last night, down on her patio?

		“Come on, let’s watch a little of it and see what you think,” Aubrey said, standing up and taking Betty’s hand.

		After the smallest of tugs on her hand, Betty found herself on her feet and following Aubrey back into the living room. She was quickly seated in the middle of the St. Germaine’s lovely cocoa-brown sofa, and Betty watched as her new friend went over to the front drapes and closed them, darkening the front room considerably.

		“We wouldn’t want a recurrence of my thoughtless little indiscretion from last night, when I forgot that your window overlooks our patio, now would we?” Aubrey asked, smiling, as she made sure the drapes were fully closed. “It’s doubtful that anyone would be strolling past this window today and glancing in at the television, but why would we want to take the chance?”

		When she had the drapes secured to her satisfaction, she went over to the large screen TV and rummaged through a number of DVD’s that were stored in a small black plastic case just beneath the screen. Finding the one she wanted, she inserted it into the player, and then came back over to the couch and sat down right next to Betty.

		Picking the remote up off the coffee table, she turned on the television and then the DVD player. A picture jumped onto the screen, but Aubrey on immediately hit the fast forward button and the images flashed by so quickly that Betty couldn’t really tell much about what she was seeing.

		“This was filmed last summer at our old house on the golf course. It’s a typical swinger party, and this is some of the sort of action you would see at such a party; just a bunch of sex enthusiasts having some naughty fun together.”

		With that, she hit the play button and the film slowed to normal speed. Betty’s jaw dropped open.

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		Aroused

		

		Aubrey St.Germaine’s naked image filled the screen. She was just as nude as she was in the painting mounted over the fireplace but, unlike in the painting, she wasn’t alone in the video.

		Her large, perfect breasts bouncing wildly, she was sitting atop one naked man’s groin as he lay flat on his back on a couch. Glancing down, Betty realized with a start that it was the very couch she now sat upon!

		Another man was kneeling behind Aubrey, feeding his very large penis into her rectum in time with the reclining man’s thrusts up into her more conventional opening. Still another muscular, very handsome naked young man stood at one end of the couch, facing Aubrey, sliding his thick erection in and out of her mouth at the same time.

		Betty’s heart was pounding! The sheer debauchery of what she was seeing turned her racing blood to fire instantly within her veins.

		On the floor beside the couch, two gorgeous young women were locked in a passionate “sixty-nine”, licking each other like mad, while Aubrey “entertained” the trio of men on the couch, just a foot or two above the two women. Betty shivered as she watched the utterly lewd images on the screen.

		How could anyone behave like this? She wondered. How could a woman possibly…?

		“I was showing off a bit for the camera that night,” Aubrey confessed, seeming to sense Betty’s question. “Double penetrations are common enough at parties. But you don’t see many triples, as I’m doing there. They call that being ‘airtight’, because all of your holes are being filled at once.”

		The beautiful redhead leaned back on the couch, casually watching her image onscreen service three men at the same time, her face serene, as if simply everyone occasionally sucked off one man while two other ones were pummeling both of her lower orifices simultaneously. She turned to Betty and said, “Watch what happens when they start to come. My God, but those three young boys shoot a wad of jizz when they go off inside a girl!”

		Betty turned back to the screen at her urging, just in time to see the man in Aubrey’s mouth roar, “Oh, here it is, Aubrey, you hot-mouthed ho! Take it, take my come and swallow it for me, you sexy bitch!”

		As his impressive member bucked between Aubrey’s sucking lips, a tiny waterfall of pearl-while semen started to run down her chin. The young man wailed about what a “hot cocksucker” Aubrey was as he fired jet after jet of come into her willing mouth.

		Betty watched the onscreen Aubrey’s throat work, gulping down the hunky young man’s outpouring. She succeeded in swallowing most of it, but some still managed to ooze out of her nursing lips and drip down onto her jiggling breasts.

		The cutie beneath her bellowed just then that he was coming, too, and Betty followed the camera as its operator zoomed in to show a similar flow of male jism rolling out of Aubrey’s pink slit and back down onto the young man’s clenching ball sac. There seemed to be an ocean of it!

		Just then, the stud hammering his engorged prick into Aubrey’s tight-looking white ass moons moaned loudly, driving himself all the way into her. The cameraman moved his lens a few inches upward and zoomed in on the spot where the man’s huge rod was sunk in between Aubrey’s ass cheeks.

		Again, a small wave of semen began to bubble up around his buried shaft. Another, even larger, wave of male come welled up as the man’s very large nuts sac contracted once again, sending yet another gush of jizz into her bottom.

		“My God, look at all of that!” Betty whispered--amazed at the volume of come the men were shooting into Aubrey’s body.

		“I told you. Those young guys really give it to you when they go off.”

		Aubrey laughed gaily and Betty turned to look at her. Her hostess giggled and then explained, “I like it, actually. As far as I’m concerned, when a man creams you like that, it shows he’s really into fucking you. Or at least that’s what I like to believe, don’t you agree?”

		Betty had no reference for that statement; nothing to compare it to, really. She’d been married to Walt for four years now, and she’d never cheated on him, of course.

		Before that, when she’d been single, there had been a few men. Not many, but she hadn’t exactly been a virgin when she’d met Walt.

		There had been two steady boyfriends in high school, one her junior and another during her senior year. And several over her four years in college; and she’d had two short, intense relationships with different men, once she’d graduated and gone out on her own, before she’d met Walt and married him.

		Looking back on all of her experiences with each ex-lover, Betty was forced to admit that the younger ones, the high school boys she’d dated, and the young college men did tend to shoot a lot of semen, just as Aubrey had said. Her Walt did, too, if he’d gone for a long while in between bedroom sessions with Betty, like that one time he’d been away for a week and a half on a business trip, back east, to his company’s home office.

		But normally, they made love often enough so that Walt came a good, normal amount when he erupted inside her. Not a huge gusher of come, like these three on the screen had just deposited in Aubrey, but a respectable load of semen.

		“I…I guess they do,” she admitted at last. “I had to think about it. It’s been a long while since I have been with someone that young.”

		“That’s one of the perks I enjoy about swinging,” Aubrey said, still smiling. “You get to fuck the young hotties. I just adore making it with a strapping twenty-something guy…or several of them at once, for that matter, as you just witnessed.”

		After a moment, she added, “Don’t get me wrong. A lot of the older guys in our club are great in bed, too. They have experience and technique on their side, as well as some awesome cocks, of course. But most of them don’t come in buckets anymore, the way the younger fellows do.”

		Betty didn’t know how to answer that, so she didn’t try. Instead, she turned her eyes back toward the big screen and watched as the cameraman’s lens moved away from Aubrey and her three drained suitors as they disentangled their bodies from one another. Instead, he zeroed in on the two women who were making lesbian love to each other beside, and just below, the couch.

		Both of the women were very beautiful, Betty realized instantly. The one on top was a tiny blonde, with great breasts and an exquisite butt. The woman underneath her, licking away like mad, was taller and darker-skinned. Her long, raven-colored locks were fanned out beneath her head as she lay on the carpet on her back and licked frantically up at the smaller woman’s juicy folds.

		The man operating the camera zoomed in once more and Betty could see the olive skinned girl’s tongue doing wonderful things to the blonde girl’s tiny pink slit. The tip of the tongue was all over the girl’s enlarged bead of a clit, and she was moaning constantly as her brunette friend lapped at it.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, Sandy, that’s the way to lick it for me, you hot bitch!” the blonde girl sighed suddenly onscreen, taking a momentary break from her own pussy-licking. “Suck it—suck my clitty and make me come!”

		Betty moved her butt around on the couch, trying to get more comfortable. Her own clit, she suddenly realized, was swollen to utter fullness as she watched this filthy, undeniably exciting DVD. And she could feel her nipples poking out against the flimsy old bra she wore beneath her worn-out sweatshirt.

		As she watched the two women devouring each other, Betty’s mind flashed backward, to her one and only lesbian relationship. She had been thirteen and a freshman in high school, when a friend of hers from down the block, Gina, who had been fourteen and a real looker, had invited her to a sleep over one Friday night.

		It had just been the two of them, but they’d had fun, staying up late and watching movies on the television in Gina’s room, eating popcorn, gossiping about boys. And then, as they got ready for bed, Gina had closed the door to her room and locked it.

		Betty had been mesmerized by the slightly older girl’s relatively large breasts. Her own boobs had started to grow, but they were still less than half the size of Gina’s nice-sized set.

		“Do you, you know, want to fool around a little?” Gina had asked her with a naughty grin when she’d caught Betty checking out her naked tits.

		“F-fool around…what do you mean, fool around?” Betty had replied innocently.

		“You know,” Gina said, stepping in closer to Betty, reaching down to whisk the younger girl’s panties off as she pressed her big breasts into Betty’s, their mouths close to each other. “Let’s suck titties together and finger each other until we come, okay?”

		Betty had frozen in place as the girl’s lips had met hers that night. For the next hour, she’d done things she’d never dreamed of doing before. She’d learned to suck nipples and how to masturbate another girl to a blistering climax, as the other girl had done the same for her.

		She’d drawn the line at sucking pussy, but Gina hadn’t. She’d licked Betty’s juvenile pussy off four times before morning, and Betty had loved every single second of it!

		There had been lots more sleepovers during the next year, and Betty had become really adept at sucking titties and fingering her girlfriend’s pussy; and at soul-kissing sweet, temping, oh, so sexy Gina’s lips. She hadn’t given in and licked Gina’s clit for her, but she’d been incredibly tempted to do just that, and she hadn’t protested even a little bit when Gina had licked hers to completion all of those times.

		When Gina’s family had finally moved away at the end of Betty’s sophomore year, she’d been--at the same time--both devastated by the loss and somewhat relieved. She was sad to lose her best friend, and all of those forbidden, unbelievably sexy nights they’d spent in bed together. But she’d also been happy to have the temptation of Gina’s pretty little pussy gone.

		She’d met Isaac, the boy who she’d gone steady with during her junior year that summer, and by fall he’d claimed her cherry one afternoon in his bedroom, before his parents got home from work. After that, they’d had sex often, and Betty had steered clear of other females. She’d had offers from some of them over the years; women who were “that way” seemed to sense that there lurked a deeply-hidden strain of sexual interest in other females in Betty, but she’d never again let herself act on it.

		“Look at her going off,” Aubrey whispered excitedly just at that moment, bringing Betty’s full attention back to the here and now. “I just love eating Simone; she’s the little blonde on top who’s coming like crazy. Her pussy is delicious, and she orgasms so hard for you. It’s so much fun to get her off with your tongue!”

		Betty’s head snapped around. She stared, wide-eyed at Aubrey and said, “You mean that you…?”

		“Like women as well as men?” Aubrey completed the question for her. “Of course, darling; I’m a great believer in taking full advantage of Nature’s bounty. I love sucking cock but I’m equally crazy about eating pussy--just as you are, apparently.”

		“What?” Betty demanded indignantly.

		Aubrey laughed. “Oh, darling, really, don’t even bother to deny it. My God, just look at those nipples of yours…they’re about to punch holes in the front of that old sweatshirt! And you’re eyes were positively glittering with lust when you watched the close-up of Belinda licking Simone’s cute little cunny off for her.”

		She shook her head and went on to say, “It’s all right, Betty. All of us are bisexual, if the right opportunity presents itself. It’s no big thing, you know?”

		Betty started to say that it was so a big thing, and to add that she was as straight as a woman could be! She opened her mouth to say just that.

		But she never got the chance. Because seconds later, Aubrey’s lips were suddenly on hers and her breasts jerked against the statuesque redhead’s lush mounds as they embraced, and she moaned as her beautiful new neighbor’s tongue slipped inside her mouth for the first time!

		Oh, oh, dear God, I’ve got to stop this! She thought desperately. This is so wrong. This isn’t like me at all. I’m not like this…am I?

		Betty told herself that she should pull away. She sternly resolved to stop this nonsense right now.

		But she couldn’t seem to make her body move. She wanted to tear her mouth away from the other woman’s, to tell her that this sort of thing wasn’t something that interested her at all.

		But her mouth is so sweet! Betty admitted to herself in rising panic. And her breasts feel so nice up against mine…and that tongue…that tongue of hers is driving me absolutely crazy!

		“Oh, darling, are you ever a hot one?” Aubrey hissed breathlessly a minute later, when she finally pulled her lips from Betty’s; still holding her tightly in her arms. “Let’s get this shirt off, so that I can suck those sweet nipples of yours, all right?”

		Betty went rigid in her grasp. She didn’t want this to go even an inch further…did she?

		While she was frantically attempting to sort her feelings out about that, Aubrey was tugging her sweatshirt upward. As if she had no will of her own, Betty raised her arms up over her head and merely watched in silence as her new redheaded friend pulled the shirt further upward and then completely off.

		“Oh, these are so lovely!” Aubrey sighed, unsnapping Betty’s flimsy old bra and freeing her bountiful breasts. “Those little nipples are exquisite…and so suck-able!”

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		Overcoming Old Fears

		

		Almost before she knew what was happening, Aubrey’s lips were around her left nipple, sucking it so softly, so sensuously, that Betty could do little but groan out her pleasure and move her hands up to caress her neighbor’s red locks while she nursed. Aubrey’s tongue was gliding all over Betty’s very erect little nipple at the same time, sending a steady pulse of pure joy right down her spine and into her untouched clit.

		“Oh, oh, you shouldn’t doooooo that to me!” Betty sighed, her eyes closed in rising ecstasy, her hands buried in Aubrey’s silky, sweet-smelling red hair. “It’s so naughty--you should stop that right now!”

		But Aubrey didn’t stop. She didn’t even slow down.

		Instead, she brought her right hand around from behind the cooing, sighing girl in her arms and used it to tweak Betty’s gleaming-with-spittle, spiked left nipple as she moved her lips over to the right one. Her lips and tongue and her adept fingers soon had Betty whining with lust and moving her ass around on the couch, her juicy lower lips sliding against one another as she wriggled around, her clit now completely on fire with the need to come.

		Aubrey bit lightly at the bud of flesh she was sucking and Betty whimpered, “Oh, oh, yes, bite them! Suck them for me and bite them, Aubrey, you nasty girl!”

		Seconds later, Aubrey was biting them, ever so lightly, tantalizingly, doing both nipples just right with her teasing tongue, her nursing lips and her sharp front teeth. She laid Betty down on her back on the couch as she did so, and eased the fingers of her right hand under the loose elastic of the old shorts and panties Betty had worn that day.

		“Oh, oh, my God,” Betty gasped as Aubrey’s gliding hand wended its way through her close-cropped auburn fur and her middle finger dipped into the pair of overflowing pussy lips it discovered there for the first time.

		“Such a hot girl,” Aubrey whispered, as she nipped at Betty’s swollen breast tips and fingered her just right. “What a slick, juicy little pussy you have, sweetie.”

		Slowly, tantalizingly, Aubrey drew her finger from Betty’s inner recesses up to her lips and sucked the shiny pussy oil off and swallowed it. Betty gasped as she watched that unbelievably sensual act, her pussy lips opening and then snapping closed.

		“Oh, so sweet,” Aubrey sighed, “I’ve got to have more of that, darling. I’ve got to lick that little pussy of yours for you, now don’t I?”

		As she spoke, Aubrey was quickly skimming off her own clothing. In an instant, she was naked. And then she moved her hand back down Betty’s trembling belly, sliding the shorts and panties downward. Betty shivered nervously, but she found herself raising her butt up off the couch so that her sexy neighbor could ease the two garments down around her knees.

		“God, I was so right about you,” the red-haired seductress murmured, kissing her way down Betty’s naked body. “You’re a gorgeous woman beneath these frumpy clothes, sweetheart. And I just love gorgeous women!”

		Aubrey then skimmed the panties and shorts completely off and tossed them on the floor as she got down on her stomach between Betty’s legs and kissed her pussy lips for the first time. She stuck out her tongue and ran it up one side of Betty’s pink folds and then down the other, pausing at the top to tickle her clit just lightly.

		“Oh, oh, yes, do that!” Betty begged, memories of those sweet nights with Gina flooding back into her consciousness. “Lick it…eat it…eat my hot pussy, please!”

		Aubrey did just as she was asked. Her tongue was suddenly all over Betty’s juicy slit; licking, teasing, delving deep inside, wriggling against her ready-to-explode clitty.

		Oh, I’ve missed this so much! Betty admitted to herself. Those nasty, forbidden times with Gina were so damned hot. I haven’t let myself think about them much over the years…I’ve purposely suppressed them. It feels nice when my sweet Walt licks me—but it doesn’t feel anywhere near this nice!

		Raising her head briefly from Betty’s slick lips, Aubrey smiled up at her and whispered, “Your little pussy is divine, darling! You’re absolutely overflowing…and so incredibly sweet!”

		She dove back in eagerly and Betty gasped. She was going to come, and soon. Aubrey was obviously a master pussy-licker, and she was giving a virtuoso performance between Betty’s gushing lips!

		“Oh, I’m right on the edge,” she whined just moments later, twisting her body helplessly beneath Aubrey’s relentless oral attack. “You’re so fucking great with that tongue of yours, you sweet bitch!”

		Part of Betty’s consciousness was disgusted with herself for letting this happen to her, and for swearing like that. But another, long-denied, part of her was ecstatic!

		That part of her didn’t care about saying “fuck” out loud, or about calling her new lover a “sweet bitch”, or about begging for more of Aubrey’s hot lips and tongue. That part of Betty just wanted what she was getting…hot, sweet sex; gripping, all-encompassing, forbiddingly exquisite sex!

		“I’m there!” Betty suddenly screamed with joy, her ass coming up off the couch, mashing her exploding clit into Aubrey’s hungry mouth. “Oh, I’m coming. And, oh, fuck but I’m coming hard!”

		Aubrey managed to hold on as Betty bucked and wriggled and wailed out her intense bliss. She kept her lips pressed against the other woman’s fluttering pussy lips, sucking out the hot juice as Betty came and came.

		Oh, God, what an orgasm! Betty thought. Last night, when Walt fucked me, it was so sweet. This is different, so very different—but it’s insanely good, as well!

		At last, the powerful tremors stopped coming, and Betty dropped back onto the couch, panting for breath. Now that the marvelous climax was over, she felt thoroughly ashamed of herself.

		And then she didn’t.

		She realized, abruptly, that she had been secretly hungering for just this sort of explosive, nasty, taboo experience with another female for years now—ever since her last little fling with Gina, so long ago.

		I like having sex with other girls, Betty admitted to herself, feeling suddenly unburdened, as she realized that she liked other women making love to her almost as much as she enjoyed sex with her husband. I simply love having sex with other women; why have I denied that for so long?

		Betty felt as if a weight had abruptly been lifted from her shoulders. All at once, she finally felt free to admit to herself that she really did crave sex with other girls!

		In that brief instant, she felt deliriously happy. She felt as if she could at last let go of trying to be someone she wasn’t.

		Liking women is part of my sexuality; it’s half of who I am, and I’ve been denying it for most of my life, up until just now!

		It was true, she now recognized. Every since her teenaged trysts with Gina, she had been attracted to other girls and women, but she’d forced herself to deny her feelings and stay strictly away from them.

		Her parents would have died of shame had she acknowledged her bi-sexual leanings back in high school, so she’d compensated by going after boys more vigorously than she otherwise might have. It was all suddenly so clear to her—why she’d always felt compelled to have a boyfriend, and to be having sex with him, even if the sex with some of the boys and men she’d been attached to along the way hadn’t been all that rewarding.

		Christ, no wonder I’ve felt so…unhappy and repressed for years. I’m so lucky to have found Walt. At least I really do love him, and he gives me terrific…conventional sex.

		She looked over at Aubrey, who had gotten up onto her hands and knees and had then sat down near her on the couch. Betty had rolled over onto her side after she had orgasmed, and now she sat up, right next to Aubrey.

		“What’s the matter, darling?” she asked Betty, slipping an arm over her bare shoulder. “You look troubled. Didn’t you enjoy that?”

		She flashed Betty a sly little smile and then added, “I could have sworn that you did.”

		Betty laughed self-consciously and answered, “You know I did. It’s just that I enjoyed it so much that it set me to wondering just why I came so hard.”

		Seeing Aubrey’s puzzled reaction, Betty took a deep breath, plunged ahead, and told her all about Gina, and about how she’d decided after little adventure that---even though she was secretly very attracted to other girls—she’d told herself that she wanted a “normal” life and had rigidly repressed her sexual thoughts and feelings about women instead of acting on them.

		“I really do love Walt and…” Betty hesitated, feeling very odd about saying what she had been about to say to someone who was, basically, a total stranger.

		But if I can’t speak freely to someone like Aubrey--who’s a swinger and bisexual, and totally non-judgmental, from what I can tell--then who will I ever be able to talk to about this?

		She felt herself blush as she went on to whisper to her new friend, “Walt…fucks me great. He’s warm and loving and so sweet to me. I love him like crazy…but I realized, when you made me come so wonderfully just now, that I’m still very drawn to women, too. Denying that fact so strenuously for every waking hour for years on end has really taken a toll on me.”

		“Oh, you poor baby,” Aubrey sighed sympathetically, drawing her in closer, laying Betty’s head on her shoulder, stroking her hair. “I can see how living a life like that, denying who you really are, would be very taxing, emotionally.”

		The two women sat quietly for long moments after that, just nestled comfortably together. At last, Aubrey said, shutting off the television and DVD player, “Come; let’s go up to the bedroom where we can be more comfortable.”

		Betty drew back and looked at her almost shyly. She said, “Are you….you know….going to do what you just did…again?”

		“Of course, darling,” Aubrey answered brightly. “You have a lot of lost time to make up for. And you’re just dying to lick my pussy as well; I can see it in those hungry eyes of yours when you look at my naked body.”

		Betty started to protest, and then realized that what Aubrey had just said was perfectly true. How many times had she wished, over the years—on those rare occasions when she let herself recall those taboo nights with her young female lover—that she’d given in to her baser desires and licked Gina’s cute little pussy for her?

		“God, yes, I want to do that!” she blurted, finally admitting her desires to both herself and to her new lover. “I really do!”

		“Good, then come with me, sweetheart,” Aubrey said, getting up and extending her hand.

		

		****

		

		The St. Germaine bedroom was just what Betty had expected it would be—lavish, dark, and opulent. It looked like a plush, beautifully and expensively-furnished den of iniquity.

		Aubrey soon had the covers turned down on the king bed and the two of them in the middle of it, lying atop soft, sensual-feeling silk sheets. The sexy bed linen matched the crimson of the heavily brocaded bedspread perfectly, and a mirror had been mounted in the canopy overhead, so that the bed’s occupants could watch themselves cavort together against the backdrop of the satiny-smooth red sheets.

		“Oh, you hot baby,” Aubrey whispered as Betty went after her nipples right away, “you’re such a hungry little darling, aren’t you? And who could blame you, after waiting so long for some titties to love…and some hot pussy for that naughty little tongue of yours to explore?”

		Betty mewled and sucked at the succulent nipple as if she couldn’t get enough of it. And, when Aubrey mentioned her tongue exploring a pussy, an electric, white-hot thrill shot through Betty’s naked body at just the thought of that!

		Today, I am going to finally do it! Betty told herself eagerly. I’m gong to eat Aubrey’s pussy for her—at last, I’m going to do what I wanted to do with my friend, Gina, all those years ago. But this time, I’m not going to chicken out!

		As if to prove to herself that she was committed to going all the way down the lesbian path this time, a trembling-with-excitement Betty slipped her right hand onto Aubrey’s waxed-smooth pussy lips. Aubrey moaned with pure pleasure as Betty tentatively began to finger-fuck her juicy slit as she nursed hungrily at her nipples.

		“Oh, that’s my sweet baby,” the redheaded seductress sighed approvingly. “Fuck my hot pussy with your finger, darling. Suck my big titties, just like that.”

		Aubrey felt her last tiny shred of restraint slip away. She gobbled the other woman’s tits as if she’d never get enough of them, her own clit throbbing like mad with arousal.

		Beside herself with rising passion, she emulated Aubrey’s move down on the couch, minutes ago. She brought her finger up to her mouth and sucked Aubrey’s gleaming oil off and swallowed it. The thick, slippery fluid was heavy and sweet…so incredibly sweet!

		Oh, God, I want it! Betty realized. I want that hot, yummy pussy oil in my mouth! I’m just dying to taste her!

		“Need…need to eat you,” Betty managed to pant, gasping for breath as she stared down hungrily at Aubrey’s glistening-with-spittle tits, “I need to suck your pussy!”

		With a tiny little smile, Aubrey opened her long, sleek legs wider and settled her mane of red hair back onto the pillows at the head of the bed. Betty slid down onto her tummy and in between Aubrey’s legs.

		She stared for long seconds at the spectacle of the overflowing-with-arousal pink folds of pussy right before her. The scent of the other woman’s spicy, thoroughly enticing pussy oil filled her senses and, with a little growl of pure need, Betty pushed her face into the glistening furrow of forbidden sex and began to lick.

		Oh, God, it’s heaven! Betty thought as she sucked out the sweet oil and swallowed it. Her pussy is perfect; so slick and hot and inviting!

		Aubrey made a little whining sound as Betty proceeded to go crazy on her cunny, licking and sucking and swallowing greedily, her tongue never resting. The statuesque redhead began to work her hips against Betty’s mouth, sighing and moaning out her pleasure.

		“Oh, my God, dear,” she gasped, “you’re so hungry; so incredibly hungry for my cunt!”

		Betty felt her clit throb hard as Aubrey said that, because she realized instantly that it was true. She was hungry for…cunt! She was nothing but a pussy-eating…clitty licking…wild-eyed…cunt-lapper!

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she murmured, grinding her pelvis against the soft, ultra-slick silk of the sheets, her clit throbbing once again.

		She couldn’t get enough of Aubrey’s juicy, hot slickness! She suddenly felt as if there wasn’t enough pussy in the world to satisfy her lust for the heady feel of warm, succulent pink flesh gliding against her tongue and cheeks!

		“Oh, Oh, Jesus, baby, get ready,” Aubrey said, suddenly sucking in her breath. “I’m going to come. Your hot licking is driving me crazy, darling. I’m going to come all over that pretty face of yours!”

		Betty whimpered, the tremor of pre-orgasmic bliss caused by Aubrey’s “threat” to come all over her face so strong that it nearly sent Betty tumbling into another full-blown climax herself. She dug her nails into Aubrey’s tight ass cheeks and pulled her lover’s juicing pussy even closer as she ran her tongue into Aubrey’s depths, all over the other woman’s swollen clit, and even down into her ass crack.

		“It’s here!” Aubrey shrieked, her ass coming up off the bed, her pussy mashed up against Betty’s face, “Oh, holy fuck, but you’re making me come hard, honey!”

		Huge gouts of pussy juice began to flow out of Aubrey’s clasping pussy lips and onto Betty’s tongue and cheeks. There was so much that it ran down her chin and dripped onto the sheet.

		It was wonderful! Betty reveled in the volume of the sweet girl nectar, drinking down as much as she could. Her own pussy was pulsing furiously. A tiny mini-orgasm gripped her body as the beautiful Aubrey came and came against Betty’s mouth and tongue.

		God, but I’ve dreamt of this! Betty acknowledged gleefully. I’ve wanted to do this ever since Gina…I just never had the nerve to admit it to myself before!

		“Oh, fuck but that was incredible!” Aubrey sighed just then, oozing back down onto the silk sheets.

		She reached down and stroked Betty’s juice smeared cheek with her fingertips and smiled invitingly. “Come up here, baby, and kiss me. And then I’ll eat you until I have you screaming for mercy.”

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		Just Can’t Get Enough

		

		After she had returned to her own side of the duplex at four-thirty that afternoon, Betty roamed restlessly through the house. She couldn’t seem to sit still.

		God, I can’t believe I did that, she kept telling herself incredulously as she wandered from room to room, smiling; replaying the torrid session with Aubrey in bed just now in her mind. She was feeling utterly fulfilled and sensational, and only the tiniest bit guilty.

		It was fantastic. I came like crazy, over and over again!

		She went into the kitchen, trying to decide if she wanted coffee or a soft drink or maybe a real drink, just to calm her down a little. Her smile grew even larger as she realized that what she really wanted was to be back in bed with her new friend and lover, Aubrey, eating that fabulous pussy again…sucking those incredible tits…feeling Aubrey’s talented lips on her own clit once more…

		Betty sighed. She was now completely hooked on this…lesbian stuff, and she knew it.

		If Aubrey hadn’t warned her that Cyril was usually home from his Saturday golf game by five, she’d still be next door, making love with her voluptuous, naughty new neighbor. It had been all she could do to force herself to get up out of that bed and back into her clothes just minutes ago.

		“It was all just so unbelievably hot!” Betty excitedly whispered her thoughts aloud in her empty kitchen. “Who knew that I’d love eating pussy so much, once I finally got up the courage to try it?”

		Another big smile crept onto her face as she continued to mentally relive her afternoon of forbidden delights with Aubrey. Then her mind abruptly bounced from this afternoon to last night; to that unbelievable session in bed, in the guest room with her husband, and her smile grew even broader.

		What a sex life I suddenly seem to have, she thought smugly. Walt hasn’t made love to me that fiercely, that intensely, since our honeymoon. And now, having Aubrey in my life, too…well, sex with Aubrey is indescribably hot and steamy!

		Betty decided that she needed a real drink, to help her calm down a little. So she made herself a short gin and tonic, using a bottle of Tanqueray from the kitchen cupboard which served as the Harmon’s very limited home bar.

		As she sipped the powerful little cocktail, she had to admit that, overall, she felt just wonderful. Aside from some lingering qualms about what an out-and-out slut girl she’d been this afternoon—once she’d been given the chance to act that way with another woman—Betty realized she felt happier than she had in years.

		It was a combination of so many things. Now that she had finally acknowledged her bisexual desires, instead of suppressing and denying that they existed, she felt free and unfettered in a way she never had before.

		And Aubrey had made it crystal clear, before Betty had taken her leave of the redheaded seductress next door just minutes ago, that she considered this afternoon to be only the start for the two of them. That left Betty eagerly looking forward to more fantastic tumbles in bed with her ultra-sexy neighbor in the near future.

		What could be better?

		A stab of conscience broke into her reverie. What about Walt--how would he react if he ever found out that his wife was carrying on a fiery affair with the woman next door?

		Betty stirred her drink with her index finger and thought hard about that. Some men…most men, as far as she could tell, were extremely aroused by the thought of two beautiful women in bed together.

		Should he ever did find out, would her Walt turn out to be one of those? Or would he instead be repulsed by the thought of his wife cheating on him, whether it was with another man or with another girl?

		Well, if I’m careful, he’ll never have to know, she reassured herself confidently, taking another big sip of her drink. Unless he comes home early sometime and catches me next door, making love with Aubrey, there’s no reason he should ever guess what she and I are up to. I don’t think she would ever tell him, and I’m certainly not going mention anything about my newfound sexual desire for other women!

		“Cyril,” Betty blurted the name aloud as soon as it entered her consciousness.

		Aubrey and that big, hunky husband of hers don’t seem to have any secrets from one another when it comes to their various sexual hijinks. She might tell him about her and me, and then he might casually mention it to Walt…what a disaster that would be!

		She realized she’d have to try and explain to Aubrey that not everyone was as comfortable with their spouse’s fooling around with other people as she and Cyril apparently were. Surely, he’d keep his mouth shut if Aubrey asked him to do so, wouldn’t he?

		Worry settled over Betty. What if Cyril proved to be so jaded and blasé about sex and all matters sexual that he pooh-poohed his wife’s request for discretion concerning her and Betty’s liaison?

		He certainly hadn’t turned a hair last night when he’d come out onto that patio and seen Aubrey sucking one man’s cock while getting fucked by another guy’s at the same time. And, apparently, he knew all about his wife’s bisexual hook-ups as well and cared nothing at all about them, either.

		“I’ve got to bring up my fears with Aubrey and make sure that she gives Cyril the message to keep his mouth shut around Walt,” Betty murmured, and then finished her drink.

		My two libertine neighbors need to understand that not everyone is as casual about extra-marital sex as they are, Betty thought as she fixed herself a second drink to take upstairs with her as she showered, knowing she must smell like pussy, after spending all afternoon licking Aubrey’s and having her own twat licked in return.

		

		****

		

		The phone next to the bed was ringing as Betty, fresh from a long, hot shower, re-entered the master bedroom from the bathroom. She looked down at the caller ID and saw that it was Aubrey on the line!

		For a moment, she wondered where her new girlfriend had gotten her number, but then she remembered that Richard had had it on the rental agreement. Aubrey quite naturally had access to that agreement, as the new landlord.

		“Hi, how’s my favorite new neighbor?” She asked the question with just a hint of flirtation in her voice as she answered the phone.

		“I’m great, baby,” Aubrey responded in that sexy, slightly raspy voice of hers that seemed to drip sex appeal. “I had a ball today. You were fantastic.”

		Betty beamed. She felt herself blush slightly as she whispered back, “So were you, darling. You must have made me…you know…come a dozen times today!”

		It felt odd, in a way, to be discussing orgasms over the phone so openly. But in another way, it felt deliciously, sinfully, sexy and taboo as well; as though she and her new lover were sharing intimate secrets known only to them.

		Betty hadn’t experienced this sort of a rush since high school, when boys used to call her up and sweet-talk her for hours, hitting on her, begging her for a date. This call from Aubrey gave her a very similar feeling; it was almost as if she now had a secret girlfriend on the side!

		“Cyril rarely plays golf on both Saturday and Sunday. But today, after his game, he ran into an old friend of ours at the club, and they got to talking and decided to meet back at the clubhouse tomorrow morning at ten, to play a round together.”

		Betty’s heart went into overdrive. Unless the unexpected call in to work today had somehow changed Walt’s work schedule, he was due to open the store tomorrow, at eleven in the morning, and stay until it closed at six tomorrow evening.

		“This fellow that Cyril is playing golf with is someone he’s done a lot of deals with over the years, and he has a new business proposition he wants to run past him. So Cyril agreed break his usual weekend pattern and play golf again tomorrow.”

		Betty waited breathlessly, just knowing that Aubrey was going to invite her over in the morning, after Walt had left for the store and had Cyril left to play his round of golf. And she knew that if Aubrey did…she was going to say yes!

		“So, cutie, how about eating a little brunch with me tomorrow, can you do that? Is your husband going to be at work again?

		“Yes,” Betty purred happily, daydreaming about those luscious tits of Aubrey’s, those sensual lips—so sweet to kiss—and that other yummy little pink set of lower lips as well!

		“So, will you come over for brunch and…more fun together?”

		“God, yes,” Betty blurted, “I’ll be on your doorstep at a quarter to eleven, right after Walt leaves for the store!”

		

		****

		

		After drying her hair and putting on just a little make up, Betty got into a pair of pajamas and her robe. Thinking about spending a few more hours in bed with Aubrey tomorrow made her horny as hell; she’d suddenly felt the need to have something sheer and lacy and sensual next to her body. So she was wearing the sexiest pair of barely-there babydoll pajamas she owned under the robe.

		She slipped downstairs and made herself a very uncharacteristic, for her, third drink of the evening. Sipping it, she put together a meal of left overs from the fridge and ate it. When she finished eating, she went into the front room and flipped on the big screen, searching the cable channels for something to occupy her until Walt got home later.

		As luck would have it, one of the retro movie channels they subscribed to was running an old Catherine Deneuve film called The Hunger. It was mostly about vampires, but there was one torrid sex scene in it between the gorgeous French star and a large-breasted, sexy, young Susan Saradon.

		Betty watched the whole movie, recording it on the DVR feature her cable service provided; so that she could play back the girl-girl sex scene several times after the film was over. As she did so, she parted her robe and reached inside; her hand sliding under her silky pajama bottoms so she could toy with her clit while she watched the two voluptuous actresses make out and suck nipples together.

		It was nearly nine by the time she switched the television off, made herself one last gin and tonic, and drank it to help her calm down again. She had come twice while watching the film clip, thinking about Aubrey and her in bed today as she watched it. And daydreaming about her and her sexy neighbor and all the things they might do together tomorrow!

		

		****

		

		She was reading a book on her Kindle upstairs, in the bedroom, when Walt got home at nine-thirty. The only light still on in the house was the lamp next to her nightstand, casting a small pool of light over her black, lacy pajama-clad form as she lay on top of the covers; reading.

		Putting the electronic reader aside on the nightstand when he entered the room, she smiled up at her husband, who was wearing one of his nicer business suits, a dark blue one, along with a white shirt, and a rep tie. He smiled back at her and raised his eyebrows questioningly.

		“Hot outfit tonight, babe,” he complimented her as he eyed the pajamas, “still thinking about the fun we had last night and feeling sexy?”

		“I am,” Betty lied to him easily, feeling a sudden rush of excitement from the way he was ogling her.

		She was feeling sexy as hell, but it wasn’t from the memory of last night in the spare bedroom with him—it was from “jilling off” as she’d watched the lesbian-oriented film clip over and over, and from thoughts of Aubrey and her together in bed this afternoon.

		But Walt didn’t need to know that, now did he?

		A sudden impulse gripped her. She was still horny, and maybe feeling just a tad guilty about cheating on her handsome husband with Aubrey all day.

		Why not use her lingering arousal over tomorrow’s second tryst with her sexy new neighbor to take care of Walt’s obvious needs, and to get her pussy off again at the same time? She gave him her most seductive little smile and held out her arms to him.

		“Why don’t you get out of those clothes and join me in bed, darling?”

		

		****

		

		“Sweet God, Betty, what’s come over you?” Walt gasped out the question, fighting to keep from coming.

		Betty looked up at him. She was now as naked as he was and lying on her tummy in between his legs, as he lay sprawled back against the pillows and the headboard. His cock was balls-deep in her mouth and throat.

		Rather than answering him, she swirled her tongue around it slowly as she made love to him with her eyes. He shuddered and then moaned, “Oh, babe, what a blowjob you’re giving me.”

		Betty smiled inwardly. She really felt like sucking Walt’s fat cock tonight.

		Maybe it was all that pussy she’d licked today and was eagerly anticipating eating again tomorrow, but tonight his prick tasted nothing short of delectable to her. She swallowed yet another mouthful of her spit and his pre-come fluids, reveling in the maleness of the taste.

		I just love being bisexual, she thought to herself as she started slowly bobbing her head again, up and down his steely length, I’ve always found men to be incredibly desirable, all hard and masculine and hairy and macho. And women…women are luscious!

		“Ugh, oh, God, Bets, if you want me to make love to you tonight, you’d better stop sucking me right now,” Walt implored her, his voice tight with excitement. “I’m going to come soon, one way or the other.”

		Betty thought about that for a second. She didn’t mind the occasional all-the-way blowjob; over the years, she’d built up a tolerance—even a liking, she admitted to herself—for the way a man’s spunk tasted and felt in her mouth; all gooey and hot and thick, like some sort of obscene pudding as it slid down her throat.

		But tonight, she needed to come again, one last good one; and she couldn’t get off from just blowing Walt’s cock. So she eased the ready-to-explode dick out of her mouth and got up onto her knees.

		Kneeling over the spit-shiny pole of male flesh, she centered it in her super-wet pussy and sat down slowly atop it. God, but all of that pulsing, velvety-skinned, rock- hard prick felt great, shoved way up inside her needy quim!

		“Oh, Walt, darling, you don’t have to hold back,” she whispered in his ear as she eagerly began to ride him, “I’m so turned on from sucking you and having that big thing up inside me that I’m almost coming already!”

		Walt just moaned and held on as she really began to fuck him flat-out. He smiled at her and whispered back, “What a woman you are, Bets, so hot, so sexy. I don’t know what’s gotten into you lately, but I sure love it, whatever it is—you’re such a little fireball in bed lately!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you’d better believe it,” she murmured, feeling her pussy grip at his gliding cock, her own orgasm just seconds away, “I’m hotter than hot!”

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		More Naughty New Experiences

		

		Walt drove off for work at ten-thirty-five the next morning. Betty knocked on Aubrey’s door at ten-forty, her heart hammering with anticipation.

		She was dressed in another old sweatshirt, with no bra under it this time, and another pair of baggy walking shorts, also worn sans underwear, and a pair of flip-flops. She knew what today was going to be about, and she didn’t want to waste a second getting naked with her new friend and lover.

		The door opened and Aubrey stood in the doorway, dressed in a very pretty, pink, ankle length robe that had probably cost more than any single piece of clothing in Betty’s closet. With a twinkle in her eyes, her neighbor untied the robe and flashed it open and closed, before retying it.

		Aubrey St.Germaine was completely naked underneath the housecoat. A tremor of pure lust shot through Betty’s frame and she found herself smiling from ear to ear.

		Yum, yum, what a body this girl’s got!

		Betty was ready to jump her then and there. Mental images of the two of them, naked and all over each other, rolling around on the carpet, just inside the doorway, flitted through her mind.

		She hurried inside and Aubrey shut the door and locked it. In seconds, the two of them were embracing eagerly; their tongues rapidly re-introduced themselves as they kissed passionately.

		Oh, God help me, it’s as good as I imagined it would be, being in her arms again, kissing her like this, Betty told herself, her nipples going marble-hard almost instantly. And she could feel herself getting super wet already as well.

		After another minute or so of the torrid embrace, Betty slid her hands around to the front of Aubrey’s robe and started to untie it. Her red-haired lover put both hands firmly on top of hers and kept her from parting the ties.

		She pulled her lips away from Betty’s and smiled coquettishly as she whispered, “Brunch first, and then pussy for desert, darling girl.”

		Betty lips formed a disappointed moue. She said, “I don’t want food. I want you!”

		Aubrey merely laughed at Betty’s pouty act and took by the hand, leading her across the living room and into the kitchen, where a big bowl of cubed cantaloupe and honeydew melons, interspersed with watermelon balls awaited them on the counter. She turned and said, “Brunch is going to be simple, but elegant, sweetie--just like that hot little body of yours--fruit, eggs benedict, served along with homemade country potatoes, and mimosas to drink.”

		When Betty still looked disappointed that they weren’t starting the morning up in the bedroom, Aubrey patted her cheek lightly and said, in her sexy, slightly raspy voice, “We need to eat first, because you’re going to need your strength. I intend to do every naughty little trick I know with you today, once I get you in that bed.”

		Betty’s heart turned over in her chest at that joyous news and she nodded her head enthusiastically, saying, “Well, in that case, by all means, let’s eat!”

		

		****

		

		After the utterly scrumptious brunch, during which Aubrey played footsie with Betty under the kitchen table, while she explained why she was so accomplished a chef—it turned out that several years ago, taking classes at a very upscale cooking school over in the Napa valley had been all the rage among the at-their-leisure ladies who made up Aubrey’s social set and the redhead had proved to be a star pupil—the two of them got up from the table and headed for the master bedroom. Hand in hand, they walked into the big, lushly-appointed room and then turned to face one another.

		Betty felt just perfect. She hadn’t stinted on the champagne and orange juice during the lavish meal, so she was just slightly tipsy, as horny as she could be, and feeling totally uninhibited. Her heart was racing as Aubrey took her in her arms again and they kissed, knowing that her tall, red-haired lover wouldn’t object this time when she reached down and undid the ties to her robe as they made out.

		She was right about that. Instead of resisting, Aubrey shrugged out of the beautiful garment and let it drop to the carpet, leaving herself naked in Betty’s embrace. And she was eager to strip Betty as well, reaching down for the bottom of the sweatshirt, tugging it upward.

		They broke off the kiss only long enough for Aubrey to pull the sweatshirt up over Betty’s head and drop it on top of her own discarded robe. Then they were making out furiously again as Aubrey pushed the loose-fitting shorts off Betty’s round little ass and slid them down her legs.

		Betty shuddered with pure lust as her naked breasts rubbed against her lover’s and Aubrey’s exploring fingertips were all over her now naked butt cheeks. She moaned and embraced Aubrey tighter, reveling in the feel of nipple sliding against nipple while their tongues sensually caressed one other.

		God, I’m so wet already, Betty thought, wondering if Aubrey was as juicy as she was. Her nipples are as hard as mine; they feel like stiff, rubbery little spikes against my titties!

		“Oh, Betty, darling,” Aubrey panted just then, as she broke off the kiss, “I want you so badly—I’m just dying to lick that sweet little pussy of yours again!”

		Is that ever music to my ears or what? That was Betty’s thought as she let Aubrey move her over to the bed and guide her down onto it.

		Betty slid over into the center of the bed, luxuriating in the feel of the satiny bottom sheet against her naked skin; the rest of the covers having been pushed down and off the bed, giving the two of them lots of room in which to love each other. Aubrey joined her, taking her into her arms and kissing her hungrily once more.

		I’ve been dreaming about this moment all night and this morning, Betty thought as Aubrey’s big breasts flattened against hers again and their tongues met.

		Her mind flew back to last night, and Walt, and how wonderful fucking him had felt, how beautifully she’d come as his spunk had splashed deep inside of her. That had been incredible—but then so was this!

		Loving a man is so different from making love to another woman, Betty thought as her fingers ran wildly through Aubrey’s cascading red locks while they kissed and cuddled. But both of them are sensational, fantastic experiences, in their own way.

		Aubrey drew her mouth away from Betty’s, panting for breath. She breathed, “God, but you’re a little hottie! I just adore being in bed with you, darling!”

		With that, the taller girl slid downward just a little and then her warm, wet lips were all over both of Betty’s nipples. A huge tremor of pure lust shot through her entire body and her hands found Aubrey’s long red hair again, grabbing it, tugging at it as she pulled her lover tighter, down onto her spiking pleasure buds.

		“Oh, suck ‘em, you hot thing, you,” Betty groaned, her clit throbbing like crazy as her new girlfriend’s mouth went from nipple to nipple, biting, sucking, licking, her fingers going to work on whichever breast Aubrey wasn’t busily devouring. “You know just how I love it, you bad girl!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all Aubrey said in reply as she worked Betty up into a frenzy of desire with her mouth.

		

		****

		

		“God, oh, dear God, what are you doing to meeeeeeeeeee?” Betty screamed out the question, her voice quavering nearly as much as her body was shaking.

		She was on her back, with her lover in between her splayed open legs. Aubrey’s right hand was deep inside Betty’s stretched-open-to-the-limit pussy, all the way up to her slender wrist, making a tight fist as she fucked the super-slick, gripping sheath of muscle with it.

		“It’s called fisting, babydoll,” Aubrey breath out excitedly, her eyes gleaming with arousal, the back of her knuckles gliding over Betty’s g-spot again and again as her fisted hand and wrist pistoned slowly in and out, “and I think you’re going to love it as much as I do, once you get used to having it done to you.”

		Betty whimpered. Her poor pussy had never been forced open this wide. And Aubrey was licking teasingly, swirling her tongue around and around Betty’s clit as she fist-fucked her.

		I’ve never seen my clitty get that big before! Betty shuddered again from head to toe as Aubrey’s tongue teased another spasm of pure ecstasy from the normally tiny pink bead of nerve endings, Betty’s pussy gripping wildly at the gliding fist, her g-spot singing in time with her clit’s violent pulsing.

		Betty groaned and tossed her head from side to side on the mattress. She’d never felt anything like this before—the fiery throbs rippling through her stretched open pussy canal were growing closer and closer together.

		And her tummy; her tummy muscles were clenching, too, the way they always did just before she had her biggest, fiercest orgasms!

		All at once, her clit seemed to explode, along with her g-spot, her pussy clasping shut around Aubrey’s wrist, the woman’s fist punched nearly up into Betty’s womb. Aubrey smiled and sucked Betty’s clit into her mouth and beat on it with the bottom of her tongue while she nursed at it.

		“F…f…fuuuuuuuucccckkkkkkk!” Betty shrieked at the top of her lungs as an utter fireball of an orgasm totally engulfed her whole body.

		Betty arched up off the bed, jamming her clit against Aubrey’s tongue and lips, shaking like a fever victim as she came and came. Tears streamed out of both eyes as she shivered and shook her way through the climax of a lifetime!

		

		****

		

		“So, did you enjoy that as much as I did, kitten?” Aubrey asked the question in a smug, self-satisfied tone, as she licked the pussy spend from her hand and wrist and made a great show of swallowing it as Betty watched.

		“I thought I was dying,” Betty sighed, staring up at Aubrey adoringly. “I didn’t think I was ever going to stop coming.”

		“Well, you haven’t stopped yet,” Aubrey purred, turning over onto her stomach again and slithering up the mattress to take Betty into her arms again. “We’re just getting started, darling girl.”

		Oh, fuck, Betty thought, thrilled, anxious, enthralled, and just a little frightened, she can’t mean that, can she?

		

		****

		

		Damn, damn, oh, damn, Betty thought desperately, as she realized that another mammoth climax was hurtling down on her, this is so nasty…so depraved…so fucking great! Who knew that I’d like having my butt fucked like this so much?

		Aubrey was back in between Betty’s wide-open legs again, on her stomach, sliding a large vibrator, which had been molded from some well-hung man’s hard cock, in and out of Betty’s slickly lubed asshole as Aubrey used her tongue tip on Betty’s once again swollen-to-the-bursting-point clitty. Betty was writhing in pure bliss, moaning, pinching her own very erect nipples as Aubrey licked and ass-fucked her right up to heaven’s gates!

		Betty had always shunned anal contact up until now. She’d never let anyone play with her anus before, not ever! And lots of boys and men had tried over the years, but none of them—not even her darling Walt—had ever succeeded in talking her into trying anal sex before.

		But Aubrey was different. She wasn’t a man, with a throbbing penis who just wanted something a little exotic; a hot, thrusting ride in Betty’s virgin ass.

		Her darling Aubrey was a teasing; toying, tongue-waggling cutie that had, in the last half hour, eased Betty into letting her pat Betty’s hitherto forbidden anal opening with her palm as her other hand toyed with her clit. Then she had lightly kissed the forbidden opening while playing with her reluctant lover’s clitty with her fingertips.

		Next had come light tongue-touching, and then licking and, soon after that, penetration with that devilishly talented tongue of hers. Not until she’d had Betty cooing and moaning and begging for more, had a well greased finger--and then a second one--come into play up inside Betty’s hitherto untouched ass.

		Only then, when she’d had Betty groaning steadily and working her sleek butt up against those two delving fingers, hungry for more stimulation—with Aubrey’s tongue all over her clit at the same time—had the vibrator magically appeared from its hiding place beneath a nearby pillow and replaced the fingers.

		And now Betty was eagerly wriggling her butt onto the gliding, vibrating sex toy as it penetrated her deeply, steadily, while Aubrey worked her oral voodoo on Betty’s ready-to-explode clit. Betty squeezed her own nipples hard and, eyes closed in utter bliss, pleaded with her lover, “Oh, God, yes, fuck me in the ass with that huge thing! Oh, lick me…lick me and fuck me, you sweet teaser—make me come again, please!’

		Aubrey began to hum lightly, her tongue and lips still all over Betty’s clitty. The vibration her humming mouth, melding with the vibes pulsing through Aubrey’s stretched open anus, set off a firestorm of sensation that spread from Betty’s clit through her ass, up her spine and into her jerking tits as she tugged hard on her own nipples.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, am I ever going off?” Betty squealed, working her ass up off the bed, driving Aubrey’s buzzer all the way into her anal sheath as she came furiously yet again.

		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		Staying Too Late—Meeting Cyril

		

		Betty had never experienced anything like this before in her whole life. It was as if time had lost all meaning.

		There was just her and Aubrey…her sweet, naughty, sexy, incredible Aubrey, and this big bed that they shared. And orgasms--intense, fiery, firecrackers popping, one-right-after the other orgasms, both for her and Aubrey--there were those, too, in seemingly endless abundance.

		The two women rolled together on that bed, kissing and fondling, working each other up into yet another frenzy of need. And then there would be pussy kissing, pussy licking, pussy tonguing and pussy juice swallowing. Betty’s whole world was now made up entirely of cunny tasting and nipple sucking and asshole touching and coming and coming and coming!

		She recalled glancing at the clock on the nightstand once and noting that it was twelve-thirty and thinking that she would have to go home soon, before Cyril returned from his golf round. But then there was Aubrey’s gorgeous, smiling, oh, so sexy face right in front of hers once more.

		And she’d just had to kiss it, to embrace its owner as their tongues went crazy on each other; and then she’d been licking pussy frantically again…

		

		****

		

		“My goodness, pet, you didn’t exaggerate a bit. She’s exquisite.”

		The deep, male voice abruptly cut through Betty’s reverie, through the endless cycle of kissing and orgasms and licking and touching. Betty looked up, suddenly terrified; to find Cyril St. Germaine standing at the foot of the bed, still dressed in his golf togs, smiling down benignly on her and Aubrey.

		She cut a quick glance over at the clock and saw, to her horror, that it was a quarter to three in the afternoon. Lost in a cloud of ceaseless bliss, she had stayed well over an hour past the time she had intended to go next door, to go home!

		“I…I’ll leave now,” she stammered, bashfully covering her breasts with her palms and closing her legs, so that Aubrey’s handsome husband was no longer treated to an unobstructed view of her juicy lower lips.

		“No need for that, darling,” he said smoothly, undoing the buttons on his pullover knit shirt and then tugging it upward, over his dark hair and completely off, baring his muscular chest, which was covered with a mat of thick, curly black hair. “I’ll simply join you in bed.”

		Betty looked stricken. She reached down and grabbed for the top sheet, yanking it back up onto the bed and covering her nakedness with it.

		“I couldn’t allow that!” She blurted out the statement, gripped by terror.

		This was awful--this was her worst nightmare come true!

		“Don’t be silly,” Cyril said, still smiling, undoing his belt and pants, kicking out of his shoes at the same time.

		He sat down on the edge of the bed and got rid of his socks, pants, and boxer shorts, and then stood back up. His massive cock and balls were staring her right in the face as he kneeled his way onto the bed and then moved over toward the two women, saying, “If you have qualms about me joining in, that’s perfectly fine. I’ll refrain from touching you.”

		He reached for Aubrey, who smiled at him and threw herself into his arms. Stroking her hair absently as he continued to stare at Betty lustfully, he murmured, “I’ll confine my attentions to my wife’s sumptuous body, if that’s your preference. But surely, you can’t object to me fucking her while she eats that gorgeous little pussy of yours?”

		Betty trembled, seeing that in her mind’s eye. She began to edge toward the other side of the bed, keeping the sheet over her, fully intending to make a dash for her discarded clothing, grab it up, and run into the hallway to put it on. Then she’d hurry home and simply pretend that this afternoon had never happened, while she prayed neither Aubrey nor Cyril would ever mention it to Walt!

		Just as she was about to bolt, Aubrey reached out and caught her gently but firmly by the elbow. She said, “It’s okay, darling. Cyril is right, there’s no need for you to go. We can all play together. He won’t touch you if you don’t want him to; I can give him plenty of action without involving you.”

		“B-but I simply couldn’t!” Betty’s voice sounded panicked, even to her.

		“Shhhhhh, come here and be my good little bad girl again, you sexy minx,” Aubrey coaxed, pulling her closer, sliding away from Cyril and over toward Betty. “This will be so much fun, and you don’t have to do a thing with him that you don’t want to do, darling. I promise.”

		And then Betty found herself in Aubrey’s gentle, loving arms again, kissing her as Cyril watched approvingly. Betty trembled with excitement.

		She had never in her wildest daydreams imagined anything like this happening to her! Once in a very great while, she’d allowed herself to fantasize a bit about being in bed with another girl again—the way she had been with her beloved Gina, all those years ago, back in her teens—but she’d never even speculated about finding herself in bed with another woman and another man at the same time. That was beyond imagining; that was crazy wild!

		And yet here she was, in the nude and making out with supper-hottie Aubrey while her extremely handsome, worldly, sophisticate of a husband watched them approvingly. Another shiver of fear and--she had to admit, rising excitement--vibrated through her as Aubrey’s tongue found hers once again and she saw Cyril smile knowingly, watching every little lick and oral caress which passed between the two women.

		Betty glanced down and saw that the man’s incredibly long, thick cock was now jutting upward from his lap, as firm as it could be from Cyril’s voyeuristic ogling of them. She sighed: that thing was…huge!

		After another long moment, Aubrey pulled her lips from hers and whispered, “Is he hard yet, baby? Is that big dick of his all swollen up from watching us making out together?”

		Unable to make a sound, her eyes locked on the nearly foot-long monster rising up from Cyril’s groin, Betty merely nodded that he was. Aubrey smiled and asked, “Impressive, isn’t it? Would you like to watch me suck him a little, before he fucks me with it while I eat you?”

		A flutter of pre-come ecstasy rippled through Betty’s untouched pussy as she thought about what her friend had just asked her. God, that would be so nasty, so lewd, watching Aubrey suck that gigantic thing, and then getting fucked by it while the steamy redhead was licking her clit at the same time!

		I’ll go off like a skyrocket if she does that, Betty realized, seeing it in her mind’s eye. Hell, I’m half ready to come right now, just thinking about it!

		“Our Betty is such a hot baby, darling,” Aubrey said softly just then to her husband, looking back over her shoulder at him, “but you must go slowly with her. She’s not used to being naughty in front of other people. But she’s learning.”

		With that, she moved out from under the sheet, which had the effect of easing the satiny red material off Betty’s body as well, and turned over onto her tummy. In an instant, her lips were hovering over Cyril’s knob-like cock tip.

		Turning to wink at Betty, Aubrey said, “Come here, darling, and watch me do this. Don’t be such a shy goose, you’ll love it; just see if you don’t.”

		Part of Betty still wanted to vault up off the mattress and run away. But, then again, part of her didn’t.

		The naughty, eager-for-wild-sex part of her psyche—a part of it she hadn’t even acknowledged the existence of two days ago—wanted desperately to watch Aubrey suck that massive cock! Her eyes seemed to be drawn inexorably toward Aubrey’s lips and Cyril’s wide, thick cock head, as the redhead began to kiss her husband’s fat knob of flesh and lap at it with her tongue. Betty could no more have torn her gaze away from that sensuous, lewd act than a strong magnet could be easily moved away from a hunk of scrap metal.

		Aubrey made a little purring sound of utter contentment as she eased Cyril’s whole, plum-like cock tip in between her lips and started to suck, her tongue still circling it. He moaned and looked up, and over at Betty, saying, “She’s so good at this. How about you, gorgeous, are you good at giving head, too?”

		He grinned at her reassuringly and whispered, “I’ll just bet you are. I can always tell when a girl’s super-sexy. And you that’s definitely you.”

		Betty shivered at the intensity of the spasm of pre-come excitement that crackled through her entire body as the hunky Cyril said that. Her husband’s words from the other night suddenly came back to her and echoed through her thoughts: “Oh, I bet you could suck a really big one like that if you put your mind to it, Bets. You’re pretty damned hot in bed when you want to be.”

		And now Cyril had just said basically the same thing.

		Is that true, Betty asked herself? Am I really some sort of hot-pantsed slut, underneath all of my good-girl pretense? I certainly was just that yesterday and this morning, with Aubrey, and last night, in bed with Walt!

		She glanced back downward and saw that Aubrey was taking nearly all of her husband’s super-cock into her mouth and throat by now, her head going slowly up and down, her tongue still all over it as she noisily sucked. The lewd sight sent a new tremor of pure lust through Betty as she watched breathlessly.

		God, here I am, sitting naked, with my breasts hanging out for Cyril to see, while his wife blows him, and my…my…pussy is overflowing with lubricant. And I’m as excited as I can be to be a part of this…debauchery!

		She looked down at her nipples and saw that they were absolutely jutting outward, as erect as she’d ever seen them. And she had tiny goose-bumps of pure arousal surrounding them, on her inflamed-looking aureoles.

		I’m so turned on by this hot scene, and by being naked with them while I watch it, that I’m about to come again without anyone even touching me! Betty shivered once more as she realized what she had just thought was true.

		Just then, Aubrey pulled her mouth off Cyril’s throbbing prick and turned to look up at her friend and lover. She smiled one of those I’m such a naughty little slut smiles of hers at Betty and whispered, “Would you like to suck it a little? My darling man’s cock is so sweet to suck, and you look like you’re just bursting to try it.”

		Betty felt her face turning red. She cast her eyes downward and shook her head “no”.

		“Oh, come on,” Aubrey said teasingly, “I bet you suck your husband’s all the time, now don’t you?”

		She felt her blush deepen. Her thoughts from the other night, when she’d been so aroused from spying on Aubrey and Cyril with their swinger friends, out on that patio, came flooding back.

		When Walt had made the comment that he bet she could suck a huge cock, too, if she set her mind to it, Betty had wondered at the time: Could I? Could I really suck one that was as big as that monster?

		Summoning up all her courage, she whispered at last, “Yes, I do. I use my mouth on Walt’s all the time.”

		Averting her eyes, she further confessed to Aubrey, “I like it a lot…I just love sucking it for him.”

		“Well then, come on, darling,” her friend riposted, her tone daring Betty to try going down on Cyril’s spit-gleaming hard on, “this is your chance to try sucking a really big one.”

		Betty quivered with fear, and arousal, and reluctance to exceed her comfortable limits; do something that was totally crazy like this. She asked herself, when will I ever get another chance to try something as wild as this? It’s not like I’m ever going to be a swinger, like Aubrey!

		“If I do this, do…do you promise never to tell Walt, both of you?” Betty’s stammering voice sounded tiny and pleading, like that of a little girl who knew that she was being bad, begging her playmates not to tell her daddy just how bad she’d been.

		“Of course not,” Aubrey assured her, waving her husband’s big dick around invitingly, smiling at Betty, “we’re just three friends and neighbors having fun together. What we do in this bedroom stays in this bedroom, right, darling?”

		Cyril smiled and agreed soothingly, “That goes without saying, of course.”

		Aubrey reached out with her free hand and touched Betty’s naked shoulder, urging her downward; pointing her husband’s cock head at her lover’s descending lips. Betty stared, wide-eyed, at the huge, mushroom-shaped head that was now just inches away from her face

		This thing is easily three times the size of Walt’s, and I always thought his was a pretty big one, Betty thought, eyeing it intently.

		She’d only had one previous lover who had a cock as big as Walt’s, and that guy’s prick tip had been long, and narrow and bullet-shaped. Betty gulped and inched forward, her lips brushing the smooth, warm, spit-slick surface for the first time.

		“That’s my girl,” Aubrey urged her softly, “kiss it a little and then give it a lick before you suck it.”

		Tentatively, Betty did just that.

		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

	
		Super Stud

		

		Fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck, but this is hot! Betty mentally repeated the phrase over and over again as her head moved eagerly up and down Cyril’s luscious cock shaft, her tongue all over it.

		She was on her hands and knees, bent over his lap, sucking the huge cock like a mad woman. Aubrey had slipped away and gotten onto her back between Betty’s legs and was now licking her juicy slit for all she was worth while Betty sucked dick.

		Cyril moaned and said, “I knew you’d be good; but you’re way better than good—you’re incredible, Betty, you hot little cocksucker, you!”

		Betty gurgled happily around the thick hunk of male meat, eagerly swallowing the endless flow of pre-come that continued to ooze out of Cyril’s lip-stretcher of a cock head. She ran her tongue around and around that fat knob, seeking still more of the tasty ball juice as she sucked.

		Aubrey was going nuts on Betty’s clit. Her lips and tongue were gliding ceaselessly up and down the overflowing slit, and Betty could hear her swallowing pussy juice as she licked and sucked at her super-wet pinkness.

		Going to come! The ragged thought gripped her and she knew it was true.

		Her body was shivering as Aubrey licked and licked. Cyril saw it, too, and reached over to grasp a dangling breast in each palm as Betty’s head continued to piston up and down his rigid cock shaft.

		“May I?” He asked the question politely but didn’t wait for her approval.

		He began to twist her hugely-erect nipples between this thumbs and forefingers, sending an electric shock of increased excitement down her spine, right into her ready-to-explode clit. Betty mewled helplessly around the cock she was so avidly sucking and dug her fingernails into the satin sheet as best she could, orgasming like mad.

		“God, but she comes beautifully,” Cyril commented, watching with a beatific smile on his handsome face as Betty shivered through her climax.

		Aubrey kept on licking and sucking until Betty was finished coming, and then moved out from under her. Panting for breath, she told her husband, “She’s such a sweetie, darling. She always comes so hard for me.”

		The redheaded temptress moved up the mattress until she was right next to Betty, who had kept on gobbling up Cyril’s prick throughout her orgasm. Gently, Aubrey eased the big shaft away from her friend when her lips came up to the top.

		“Let him fuck me with this big boy while I kiss you, darling girl,” Aubrey suggested breathily, moving closer to Betty.

		“Yes, God, yes, kiss me, rub titties with me while he does it to you,” Betty begged, so excited she could barely speak.

		The two women embraced eagerly, their tongues once again going wild, their breasts rubbing together nipple to nipple. Cyril got up onto his hands and knees and moved around behind his wife, spooning in back of her as she lay on her side to cuddle and kiss with Betty.

		He bent her left leg at the knee, to allow himself easier access, and eased his huge dick into her slowly from behind. Aubrey moaned as he filled her, and continued to suck at Betty’s tongue.

		Pulling her head away from her lover’s, Betty stared down at the monster cock that was now plowing back and forth in Aubrey’s stretched-open pussy. She sighed, “It’s so big! Does it feel good?”

		“It feels like sheer heaven on earth,” Aubrey assured her in low, throaty purr. “I’ll let you try a little of it in a while, alright, sweetie?”

		Betty’s whole body shook involuntarily in her girlfriend’s arms as she imagined that, making out with Aubrey while getting fucked by Cyril’s super-cock. She shook her head and whispered, “No, I couldn’t. I couldn’t possibly go that far…”

		

		****

		

		“Just relax, baby, and let it slip on in,” Aubrey hissed, her eyes bright with excitement as she watched Cyril’s cock head nudge its way past Betty’s juicy lower lips.

		She pulled her lover closer and kissed her passionately, before Betty had a chance to reply. Betty moaned as inch after inch of steel-hard cock meat drilled into her from in back.

		Cyril had fucked Aubrey until she had come in Betty’s arms, and then he had slipped his cock out of his wife and moved around behind Betty. He hadn’t bothered to ask her it he could fuck her; he’d just gone ahead and done it—and Betty hadn’t said “no” or resisted as he’d mashed his fat cock head up and down her overflowing slit and then pushed inside her as she’d made out with Aubrey.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Betty sighed now as he bottomed out in her, his big nut sac coming to rest against her clit.

		It’s so damned huge! The thought reverberated through Betty’s consciousness. I feel absolutely stuffed full of cock!

		She didn’t know if she liked being fucked by such a big one, but it was too late to say “no” now. Cyril gave her a moment to get used to his tremendous length and girth, and then began to move slowly up and back behind her, gliding his pussy-stretcher of a dick in and out of her snugness.

		Oh, God, it’s so big that it goes right across my clitty with each stroke, Betty marveled. My lord, but that feels wonderful--no wonder Aubrey loves getting fucked by this huge thing!

		Betty whimpered at how great Cyril was starting to feel inside her. She ground her titties shamelessly against Aubrey’s and ran her tongue all over her lover’s as they kissed.

		Pulling her lips away briefly, Aubrey whispered, “Isn’t it great?”

		Betty nodded her avid agreement and moaned, “Yessssssssssssssss, oh, God, Aubrey, it’s sensational!”

		Looking past her, to her husband, Aubrey said, “Give it to her, Cyril; really ball her. She’s ready for some hard fucking from that big boy of yours.”

		“As you wish, my dear,” Cyril said, increasing his pace and starting to power his huge cock in and out of Betty’s gripping pussy more insistently.

		Betty’s eyes went wide as he really started to give it to her. She felt her tits jelly and shake against Aubrey’s with each hard, deep thrust.

		It’s fantastic, she realized, reveling in the feeling of getting power-fucked by the mammoth shaft, his cock is unbelievable!

		Aubrey moved in for another scintillating kiss and Betty just let go and gave herself over to the wave of pure pleasure that was inundating her body and all of her senses; the torrid fucking, the sensual feel of Aubrey’s tits against hers, the sweetness of her tongue in Betty’s mouth. This was fucking like she’d never experienced before; this was sex for sex’s own sake…forbidden, tantalizing, and sensational. It was, as Aubrey had said, heaven on earth!

		She felt her pussy contract sharply around Cyril’s hammering cock. All she could do was tighten her embrace around Aubrey’s lush body, moan loudly into her lover’s mouth as they kissed, and come like crazy!

		

		****

		

		“Ugh, oh, ahh, ugh, oh, my God, is he ever giving it to me,” Betty panted, her eyes half closed in utter abandon.

		“He sure is, darling. Isn’t it wonderful?”

		Betty glanced to her right, at Aubrey, who was lying right next to her on the big bed, on her back, just as Betty was. Cyril was taking turns, fucking both of them; giving Betty about a minute’s worth of driving, pounding cock as he stroked down into her juicy slit, and then pulling out and moving over between his wife’s long, sleek legs, so that she could have her minute of flat-out pussy drilling.

		The two women held hands and smiled adoringly at one another as they watched each other getting fucked through orgasm after orgasm by the relentless, seemingly stone-cocked Cyril. Betty sighed; trying to count the orgasms she’d experienced this morning and this afternoon and found she couldn’t even begin to fathom how many times this pair of debauched, sensual, fantastic lovers had made her climax so far today.

		Cyril has been fucking us, on and off, for two hours now, and this incredible dick of his hasn’t come yet! Betty just lay back and marveled at the man’s amazing stamina, and his undeniable mastery of his magnificent body.

		He just keeps on giving it to us, over and over again, and he never seems to go soft, in between fucks!

		She smiled up at him, remembering all of the times thus far that she and Aubrey had made sure he didn’t, trading his enormous prick back and forth; sucking it for him to keep him good and stiff. And they had made out passionately together for him, in between blowjobs, just to keep his interest up.

		Now, as she gazed up at him, he was really nailing her to the mattress, fucking down hard into her slippery pussy lips as deeply as he could. Every down stroke made her big tits jelly and shake on her chest, just as Aubrey’s did when it was her turn.

		Cyril was sweating with effort, but seemed unconcerned. His hips kept on pistoning up and back, filling her with his unbelievably fullness again and again.

		She smiled up at him, knowing that she was going to come yet again before long. He grinned happily down at her, and her heart skipped a beat.

		I don’t love him, or anything, she thought, but I’m sure awed by him. What a stud! What a cock, and oh, baby, can he ever use it?

		“Oh, darling, you’re fucking her so well,” Aubrey said breathily, in that raspy, sexy voice of hers. “I’m about to come again, just watching you two.”

		Betty looked over at her friend and lover and saw that Aubrey wasn’t kidding. The spectacular redhead was diddling her own clit furiously with her left hand, watching, and clenching Betty’s hand. She looked ready to explode into orgasm any second now.

		“Well, we can’t have that, now can we, Betty?”

		Cyril smiled charmingly down at Betty and eased his cock out of her. He moved quickly over to Aubrey and fed it deep into her pussy, brushing her busy fingertips aside with his mammoth cock head just before he claimed her once more.

		“We can’t have you resorting to, shall we say…self-service orgasms,” he huffed with effort as he began to fuck his wife enthusiastically, “not when I’m here to love both of you.”

		Aubrey bit her lower lips and wiggled her ass frantically against his pounding cock. She whined over to Betty, “Oh, God, I’m coming so great. You’re next, babe!”

		Betty began to stroke her own clitty lightly as she watched her lover go off hard around Cyril’s driving cock meat. She smiled, knowing Aubrey was right about that!

		

		****

		

		“Like…like this?” Betty asked the question haltingly, still reeling from her last major orgasm.

		She was on her hands and knees, over Aubrey, who was on her back in the middle of the bed. Her breasts were dangling down, brushing the lovely redhead’s lips, and her own lips were poised right over Aubrey’s big, pink, plumped-out nipples in a sort of modified sixty-nine position; ideal for sucking each other’s nipples as they got fucked by Cyril.

		“That’s perfect, Betty,” Cyril assured her, fitting the head of his prick into her pussy lips as he knelt behind her. “This way, you two sex goddesses can suck each other’s tits while I fuck both of your pussies, one right after the other.”

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” was Betty’s only comment as the huge cock filled her again, going unbelievably deep inside her, from this angle.

		She began to suck Aubrey’s right nipple as Cyril’s huge prick started to pick up speed in her stretched-open quim. It was gliding in and out across her clit and Betty sighed and nipped at the jutting pink bud in her mouth with her sharp teeth as she got fucked.

		Aubrey whined with pleasure and returned the favor. A spasm of pure delight shot through Betty’s tits and crackled down her spine to reverberate through her well-stroked clit.

		I can’t believe I’m going to come again, but I know I am, she thought as she went eagerly from one nipple to the other, Aubrey doing the same beneath her. God, these two are so incredible—I never dreamed that sex like this even was possible!

		She came just seconds later, screaming, around Aubrey’s right nipple, Cyril pounding his big cock into her from in back, each thrust ramming her mouth down tighter on his wife’s succulent breast flesh. Red sheets of vision-tinting color accompanied the furious spasms of pleasure gripping Betty’s pussy sheath for what seemed like an unending orgasm stretching over the entire afternoon.

		“Oh, God, oh, God, Cyril, you’re making me go off so hard!” She gasped out the words, raising her head from Aubrey’s firm tit and shivering through yet another mammoth orgasm.

		Her pussy gripped his gliding cock and he panted. “Oh, oh, it’s going to happen, at last, my lovelies…I’m going to come!”

		He eased his engorged cock out of her tight, soupy confines and flopped unceremoniously against the nearby pillow at the head of the big bed, his hard on looking red and angry and impossibly large as it waggled to a stop above his massive nut sack. It was shiny with a thick coating of pussy lube from Betty and Aubrey’s cunts, and it looked ready to explode at any second.

		“Help me suck it off for him!” Aubrey whispered urgently to Betty, scrambling over to her sprawled-out husband on his left side.

		“O-Okay,” Betty murmured, somewhat tentatively, getting into position on his right.

		She didn’t really mind the sensation of a man coming in her mouth. Once in a while, as a special treat, she gladly sucked Walt off all the way and swallowed his load for him.

		But Cyril’s balls were as over-sized as his cock. She knew somehow that he was going to shoot an ocean of jizz when he finally emptied those big nuts into someone’s sucking lips…

		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

	
		Acting Normal Proves Very Difficult

		

		Betty discovered that acting as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened today, Sunday, was very hard to do. She kept replaying the day with Aubrey and Cyril in her mind as she paced up and down in her side of the duplex and waited from her husband to get home from work.

		She smiled ruefully as her tummy actually sloshed when she abruptly stopped pacing! Cyril had absolutely flooded her mouth with his hot, thick male come. Even though Aubrey hand taken the massive cock from Betty’s lips after she had swallowed three big mouthfuls of the gooey load and had gulped down four of the huge jets of semen herself, there had still been more to deal with after that.

		The two giggling women had kept on passing the spurting prick back and forth, getting Cyril’s slippery goo all over their hands and faces in the process. Three times they had handed the jetting monster off, until Betty had licked the last tiny spurt of come from the end of Cyril’s spent cock and gamely gulped it down. She had emitted a relieved sigh as the horsecock went soft at last and she handed the limp handful of male meat back to Aubrey.

		“Goodness, sweetie, Betty must think I never drain these big balls of yours for you,” the titan-haired temptress who lived next door grinned impishly, as she kissed the deflated monster and let it drop back against the nuts in question.

		“You two sex kittens were so hot together,” he smiled down at her. “I couldn’t help myself. I just had to keep fucking the both of you until I had worked myself up into a frenzy of lust!”

		I don’t think I’ll need much dinner tonight, Betty found herself thinking wryly as she replayed that unbelievable blowjob in her mind. Sucking off Cyril is like chugging down two protein shakes…even if you only swallow half of his jizz. God, he comes like an elephant, when he finally comes!

		She glanced up the clock. It was six-thirty and she was all freshly showered and dressed in clean underwear and clothes. She had been careful that there was nothing out of place about her appearance to tip Walt off about the way she had spent her day…sucking cock and pussy, and getting fucked all afternoon by another guy!

		Thinking about that, Betty felt sort of queasy. Cheating on Walt with Aubrey was one thing. Fucking Cyril was another thing, entirely.

		Betty felt incredibly guilty about it. It had just sort of…happened!

		“I never planned it,” she said out loud, her tone sounding very defensive. “I never set out to cheat on my sweet Walt with another man.”

		One minute, she had been playing with Aubrey. And the next, it seemed, she had been sucking Cyril’s huge dick, trading off with her red-haired lover. And then, almost before she knew it, she was getting fucked and fucked hard by the monster cock!

		A smile crept onto her lips as she remembered the surreal afternoon and early evening of debauched, all-out sex she had participated in. She couldn’t help it.

		Nothing like that had ever happened to her before. Betty hadn’t dreamed that such erotic pleasures even existed, let alone imagined them all being centered around her!

		For long moments, she just stood reveling in the feeling that gave her. Slowly, she forced her mind back to the present.

		Walt mustn’t ever find out what an out-and-out slut he’s married to, she vowed. He would be home soon, expecting dinner and a normal evening.

		She began scurrying around the kitchen, getting a few things out of the freezer and the refrigerator, setting out pans to cook it all in. Some chicken parmesan might be nice. It was one of Walt’s favorites, and she had a recipe for it that was both quick and easy…

		

		****

		

		“Well, what did you do today?” Walt queried her over the kitchen table and hour later.

		Betty nearly choked on the mouthful of chicken and pasta she was in the process of swallowing. She reached for her glass of red wine and downed a big sip of it, to chase the food, and smiled weakly over at her husband.

		“Oh, this and that,” she lied sweetly. “I watched an old movie on one of the cable channels and I did some gardening. What about your day, dear; did anything interesting happen at the store?”

		“Same old grind,” he said, shaking his head, “that big sale on women’s clothing started on Friday, so we were busy. Plus, a few of our people had phoned in sick, so we were short-handed, as usual.”

		He sawed off another piece of chicken and chewed it with obvious enjoyment. Nodding, he said, “This is a great dinner, Bets. What movie did you watch?”

		Thinking fast, she smiled at him and replied, “Oh, I don’t remember the name of it; something about this woman who cheated on her husband with the next door neighbor.”

		Walt drank more of his wine and grimaced. He said sourly, “That would be terrible thing to experience in real life. I’m glad you’d never do anything like that. I could never abide cheating; lucky thing I don’t have to worry about that, being married to you.”

		Her smile grew sicklier and more wooden as he spoke, but he didn’t seem to notice. He went on to add teasingly, his normal good-humor returning, “That new guy next door, Cyril, is sort of tall, dark, and handsome, so I guess I’d better watch out after all.”

		Betty almost blew a big sip of wine out her nose as her husband said that. She caught herself and swallowed it, quickly wiping the tears the miscue had caused away with her fingertips while Walt was busy cutting off another piece of chicken breast.

		“Y-you have nothing to worry about, dear,” she assured him. “You’re much too sexy a man to have to fret about me cheating on you.”

		He grinned at her and toasted her with his wineglass. “You’re the best, babe.”

		She managed to smile back at him, but her heart was racing with sudden guilt. This being a cheating spouse while acting normal was proving to be harder than she had thought it would be…a lot harder!

		

		****

		

		After dinner, they watched a couple of shows they both liked on television. Betty sat next to Walt on the couch and snuggled up with him.

		She was being much more affectionate than usual, and she knew it, as a result of the guilt she was feeling about the way she had spent this afternoon, with Cyril and his big cock. It was odd, but she still didn’t feel too guilty about all of the naughty things she’d done with Aubrey both today and yesterday. She wondered idly again if Walt would be as offended by what she had done with the other woman as he clearly would have been if he found out about her and Cyril…

		Betty had trouble keeping her mind on the programs they were watching. Her mind kept drifting back to this afternoon, to sucking Cyril’s mammoth cock, to riding it again and again, to having it driven into her stretched-open, very willing pussy. She recalled the exquisite blowjob she and Aubrey had shared, and swallowing all of that hot, gooey come!

		By the end of the second hour, she found herself toying with Walt’s cock through his suit pants and boxers as she nuzzled his neck and planted little kisses just beneath his chin. He sighed as his dick began to get hard under her stroking fingers.

		“Jesus, Betty, what’s up with you lately?” He sounded more inquisitive than annoyed at the way she was ignoring the show to tease him instead.

		He looked down at her with those big, expressive, puppy-dog brown eyes of his and flashed a little smile her way. The program had just ended, and he reached over for the remote lying next to him on the couch and turned the television off.

		“You sounded like you had a bad day today, when we talked about it at dinner,” she explained, slowly unzipping his trousers. “I thought a little blowjob might make you feel better, that’s all.”

		Those brown eyes now lit up at that prospect. She undid his pants all the way and loosened his belt.

		“Damn, Bets, have you been taking some kind of sex stimulant?” He gasped out the question as she opened the slit at the front of his boxer’s and took out his semi-hard dick.

		She giggled and leaned closer to his stiffening cock. Licking the head with an impish smile on her face, she answered him, “No, nothing like that…what’s the matter, wouldn’t a blowjob brighten your day a little?”

		Walt moaned as she slid his prick tip into her lips and began to nurse gently at it, her tongue all over it. He shuddered involuntarily and sighed, “God, yes, that would be great; but…but…why?”

		“Because I want to, silly,” she explained, licking all up and down his now very erect prick. “I love you, and I’ve decided that I should show you that I love you a little more often, that’s all.”

		Betty slid all of his fat cock into her mouth and down her throat. She began to bob her head on it, sucking noisily.

		God, this is so easy…compared to deep-throating Cyril’s monster, she thought as her tongue continued to go wild on her husband’s good-sized dick. But it’s still fun. And my poor Walt deserves it, after the hectic day he spent while I lolled around naked, getting my clit off dozens of times with those two oh, so sexy new neighbors of mine!

		“Oh, God damn, honey,” he groaned in ecstasy. “You suck cock so fine. You always have!”

		I love doing this for Walt, she realized as her head flew up and down the slippery shaft. He enjoys it so much and it’s really kind of fun. Why have I been such an uptight, selfish bitch about doing this more often before now? Why didn’t I suck this beautiful cock off for my sweet man all the time?

		“Ugh! Oh, baby, oh, gees!” Walt gasped, his hips moving on the couch beneath him, his dick going deeper into her throat as he thrust upward mindlessly.

		His hands came up to grab some of her hair as she blew him. He sounded as if he was in heaven as he whispered, “Oh, suck it, Betty, you naughty girl…suck my hard cock!”

		Those words were all Betty needed to hear. She went absolutely berserk on her husband’s hard on, sucking it for all she was worth, teasing his tightening balls with her fingernails, and twirling her tongue around his hardness.

		“G-God, I can’t last!” Walt croaked out the warning.

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” Betty purred, urging him to come in her mouth, letting him know that it was alright.

		She wanted to taste him. She wanted to swallow all of his steamy outpouring for him—just as she had gulped down her sexy neighbor’s this afternoon.

		Walt drew in a sharp breath and tightened his grip on her handfuls of hair. His cock jerked in her mouth and began spewing out its warm, thick cream.

		“Ulllllllmmmmm,” Betty sighed with pleasure as she swallowed it and sucked for more.

		Her husband didn’t disappoint her. His nuts clenched again and a second jet of semen quickly filled her mouth, forcing her to gulp it down as well.

		“Oh, fuck, but that feels good!” Walt murmured as he watched her guzzle his load hungrily, her tongue still caressing his spurting cock.

		She kept on sucking and licking until he was completely spent and going soft in her mouth. Slowly, she released his prick and grinned up at him like a naughty, precocious child.

		“There, don’t you feel better now?” She asked the question teasingly, licking off a residue of his warm male spend from her lips as she did so.

		

		****

		

		They went to bed shortly after that, at around ten-fifteen. Tomorrow was a work day for Betty but not for her husband. Working in the world of retail, he often got split days off, and Monday this week was one of them.

		Betty didn’t really need anymore sex, not after spending the day in bed with her new neighbors. But Walt, improbably, was still feeling amorous.

		He cuddled her in close to him once the lights were out and spooned with her. His big hands were caressing her breasts through the thin nightgown she’d worn to bed, as he kissed her neck.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that feels so nice,” she murmured, feeling her nipples begin to spike and her pussy starting to get wet.

		She turned in his arms and kissed him, letting his tongue slip into her mouth, as she stroked his back and neck with her fingertips. Betty ran her fingers through his short hair and soon felt his once again hard cock up against her belly.

		“Why, Walt, you devil, you,” she hissed, breaking off the kiss. “Wasn’t what I did for you on the couch enough for one evening?”

		“I guess not,” he chuckled, drawing her in closer, mashing her big breasts up against his T-shirt. “God, Betty, you just seem so sexy all of a sudden—like a different woman, almost!”

		That’s true enough, she thought, kissing him again, rubbing her nipples against his hard chest. I feel different. I feel so free, so wonderfully free, after meeting Aubrey and Cyril.

		She reached down and jerked his boxer shorts downward, baring his hard cock. It slapped up against her tummy, as the nightgown had ridden up to bunch under her breasts.

		Impatiently, she pushed Walt away for a moment, so that she could pull the garment off completely and toss it on the floor next to the bed. She reached for his T-shirt and worked it up over his head and off, baring his chest.

		“Let’s do this right, honey,” she sighed. “No clothes between us, when we…fuck!”

		He gasped aloud at such language from his heretofore sedate wife. But when she wrapped her fist wrapped around his rampant prick seconds later and began to stroke it as she leaned forward to kiss him again, he leaned in eagerly to meet her lips!

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

		Walt

		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

	
		Getting Better Acquainted

		

		“Hey, neighbor, I saw you down here from upstairs,” a female voice called out gaily. “I came down to get some sun. Want to come over and keep me company? I just made a fresh pot of coffee, in case you’re interested.”

		I put down the Sacramento Bee I’d been reading and looked up at the fence separating our patio from the neighboring one. Aubrey St. Germaine was standing on top of a table or something on her side, leaning over the fence, beaming a big, friendly smile my way.

		Jesus, but she’s gorgeous, I couldn’t help thinking as I stared up at her. And that damned bikini she has on is one of the tiniest swimsuits I’ve ever seen. I wonder where she bought it—our store would never carry something that miniscule!

		She was looking down at me expectantly, that welcoming smile still on her face.What could it hurt? I asked myself the question. My going next door for a few minutes for a cup of coffee and getting to know my new neighbor and landlord a bit better seems like a reasonable thing to do.

		“Sure, I’d love to join you,” I heard myself answering her invitation.

		I got up and went inside. Dressed casually, in a pair of walk shorts and a colorful luau shirt, wearing only my sandals, san socks of course, I made my way through the house and out the front door.

		In seconds, I found myself standing on her doorstep, ringing the doorbell. The door opened and Aubrey St. Germaine greeted me warmly, inviting me inside.

		I have to admit, it was all I could do to pry my eyes away from that fabulous figure of hers; almost naked in the brief bikini she wore, to examine the changes the St. Germaine’s had made to their inside of the side of the duplex. The newly-painted red accent wall immediately caught my eye, and my jaw dropped open when I first beheld the nude painting of the lady of the house centered in the middle of it!

		“Do you like it?” She asked the question almost shyly.

		That surprised me, because it was obvious from the picture that she was anything but shy. Not many women would have the nerve to pose nude like that—or the build to pull it off—and even fewer would have the brass to mount such an intimate portrait in their own living room.

		“It’s…uh…stunning,” I managed to stammer, feeling my face going red. “And it’s actually a very good painting.”

		“The artist is a friend of ours,” she offered. “He’s just getting famous.”

		“Well, he certainly captured your beauty and your…uh…free spirit,” I stumbled on self-consciously, unable to take my eyes off the painting.

		That’s a lie. I did sneak a quick peak at the two fabulous breasts barely concealed by the tiny bikini bra, and at that just-covered little slit between Aubrey’s long, perfect legs!

		She caught me looking and laughed, saying, “Yeah, I wax. The picture doesn’t lie. You can’t wear a suit as brief as this one--without showing a bunch of pubic hair--if you don’t wax.”

		I felt my face turning redder. Not knowing what to say to that observation, I remained silent.

		“I find pubic hair to be such a bother anyway,” Aubrey continued in the same light, bantering voice, turning on her bare heel and padding off toward the kitchen. “It just gets in the way.”

		My cock jerked to attention inside my boxers, beneath the walk shorts. I grinned, knowing she couldn’t see my face, since her back was to me, and asked, “What does it get in the way of?”

		She paused at the doorway leading into the kitchen, turned back and smiled at me, and said in a much sexier, huskier voice, “Why when someone wants to lick me, down there, of course!”

		I shuddered at her honesty and gave a braying, very nervous laugh in return. Shaking my head in wonder at her candidness with an almost total stranger, I said, “Well, you certainly call a spade a spade, neighbor.”

		“No point in beating around the…bush, or the lack thereof,” she giggled at her own pun and went on to add, “We’re both adults here. You don’t have to hide behind convention with me, Walt. May I call you Walt?”

		“Uh, sure, I wish you would,” I shot back immediately.

		“And you must call me Aubrey, Walt,” she smiled at me again. “Now, let’s see about that coffee, shall we?”

		I joined her in the kitchen and she proceeded to pour me a cup. After declining cream or sugar, I looked around and whistled.

		“This kitchen looks great,” I complimented her, taking in the very expensive and brand new range, flooring, counters, and cabinets. “Our side looks rather antiquated, next to this.”

		“Oh, I spoke to your wife about that on Saturday,” Aubrey responded, filling up a cup for her and adding a dollop of cream. “Cyril and I don’t plan on living here long; just until the new custom home we’re having built out on the American River Bluffs is completed. Betty and I talked about you two moving over here, after we move out, and we’ll have the side you live in now re-done, along the same lines as this one.”

		“That would be great!” I blurted.

		Then I added, cannily, “How much would our rent increase be, for all this luxury?”

		Aubrey St. Germaine, shocked me to the very core when she stepped closer to me and gently patted my right cheek with her palm as she replied, “Not a dime, sugar; home make-overs are on the house, for friends.”

		I smiled awkwardly and managed to croak, “Friends…but we hardly know each other?”

		“Oh, I’m sure we’ll remedy that by the end of the day,” she smiled back and me, patting my cheek again confidently, before moving toward the back slider. “Come out on the patio with me. I’m missing all of the best morning sun.”

		She slid open the screen door and stepped out onto the patio. I followed along, sipping the excellent coffee as I went.

		“Sit anywhere you like,” she said setting her own cup down on the small table next to the chaise lounge. “I’m going to lie out as we talk, and get some of that sun.”

		I eyed the lounger, remembering that last time I’d seen it in use, Friday night. Aubrey had been on all fours atop it, getting one cock shoved into her pussy and another one fed into her eagerly sucking lips!

		Rapidly, I shuffled over to the table and sat down, hoping to arrange myself so that my growing hard on wouldn’t be noticeable. I put my cup down on the table and scooted out a chair, being careful to sit with my semi-hard cock running down my right leg and, hopefully, out of sight.

		I breathed a sigh of relief. Aubrey wasn’t looking my way at the moment anyway. She was much too busy rubbing suntan lotion all over that magnificent body of hers, preparing to lie out on the thick towel which was spread out over the cushions of the lounger.

		She smiled over at me and reached behind her. I gasped as she calmly undid the bra to her bikini and tossed it onto the table alongside her coffee cup!

		“Would you be a lamb and do my back for me?” Her voice was low and throaty as she casually lay out on her stomach, her naked breasts beneath her.

		Though the words were innocent enough, I knew that for the sake of my marriage, I should get up right now and excuse myself and go back next door.

		But I didn’t. I just sat there, staring at that unbelievable body of hers, so provocative, so almost naked in the mid-morning sunlight!

		“Well, come on, Walt,” she laughed at my hesitation. “You’re a big boy. You’ve seen a pair of tits before. Heck, I’ll bet your Betty has a pretty nice rack, too, from the look of her. We’re both adults here, remember?”

		With that, she stretched out on her stomach on the towel, getting comfortable, and waggled the tube of sun tan lotion in her hand my way. Gulping, I got up out of my chair and sidled over to the nearby lounger, keeping my left side to her, again trying to hide my erection from her as best I could.

		I took the offered tube and squirted a big line of the stuff across her bare back. She smiled approvingly up at me and said, as I began to massage the slippery lotion into her skin, “Ooh--that feels so nice. Thank you for helping me out this way. My upper back is so hard to reach, when I’m out here all by myself.”

		“N-No, problem,” I mumbled nervously, reveling in the softness of her skin under my gliding fingers; the utter perfection of her spectacular body, “I’m happy to be of help.”

		She turned her head the other way. I was leaning over the chaise, spreading the lotion out evenly, down onto her lower back. As I got more and more into doing it, I relaxed a bit. After all, I was just spreading on sun tan oil…nothing really wrong with that, was there?

		Her eyes widened as she turned to face me once more. A sly smile spread over her face as she stared at my crotch.

		I had forgotten all about my stiff cock, so intent was I at rubbing my hands all over her shoulders and back, smearing on the slippery sun tan oil. But my erection was still there, tenting out the front of my walk shorts like the unbending pole that it was!

		“Well, it’s nice to see I’ve still got it,” Aubrey laughed gaily, unabashedly staring at my crotch. “You had me worried, there for a minute, handsome.”

		I felt my face turning bright red again. Her face went more serious as she whispered, “Hey…adults…okay? Cocks tend to get hard around bare titties. That’s the way it’s supposed to happen, all right?”

		I joined in her new round of gentle laughter, relaxing a bit. The woman was right, and I should have known she wouldn’t be offended by the sight of a hard dick; not after seeing her in action last Friday night, on this very chaise!

		The oil was all rubbed in. Reluctantly, I sat back down in my chair, after wiping my palms off on the big towel underneath her.

		I gingerly adjusted my cock once more so that it wasn’t quite so prominent underneath my shorts. She grinned and said, “That looks like a nice one. Betty’s a lucky girl.”

		I had to laugh at the ease with which she spoke of my dick, as if discussing a man’s cock size was the same as mentioning the weather, as far as she was concerned. I shook my head in admiration at her casual tone and said, “You’re quite a woman, Aubrey. The way you talk about sex and nudity so openly is very unusual, to say the least.”

		Her grin deepened and she got up onto her elbows, her breasts--with those delightful pink nipples--coming into view again. Aubrey knew I could see them, but it didn’t seem to bother her a bit.

		“I love sex,” she said simply. “And I like my body just fine. So I don’t mind showing it off a bit to a handsome man.”

		Her laughter trilled across the patio again. She said, “Hell, you saw the painting I posed for…it didn’t leave much to the imagination.”

		“No, I suppose it didn’t at that,” I smiled back at her.

		I was enjoying this harmless flirting. She was such a different kind of woman than my Betty, who actually had every bit as good a body as Aubrey, but she was so uptight about it. I couldn’t imagine my prim and proper wife ever being this laid-back, chatting so casually about nudity; about sex.

		Betty could be a real fireball in bed when she felt like it—I thought wistfully about the blowjob she’d given me from out of the blue on the couch just last night—but she normally wasn’t like that. My wife was sedate, decorous to a fault in her behavior. That’s why last night had come as such a pleasant shock to me.

		Aubrey let her upper torso back down on the towel. She moved both of her hands back and began to wriggle out of her bikini bottoms.

		My eyes must have bugged out of my head. She giggled, “You saw it all in that painting. It doesn’t look any different in real life.”

		She turned onto her side to face me as she tossed the discarded bottom half of her suit on top of her bra. Slowly, she cocked her left leg at the knee, presenting her waxed-clean little pink slit for my inspection.

		“See, no difference,” she said softly. “Now, be a good neighbor and come over here and rub some more of that oil on my butt and the backs of my legs, won’t you?”

		“I…I think you can reach them as well as I can,” I stammered, all of my previous nervousness returning as I stared at her bare pussy lips.

		“Yeah, but I hardly think that would be as much fun…do you?”

		I gasped for breath. Part of me wanted to get up and run, not walk, to the front door and go back to my side of the duplex.

		But part of me, including my hard cock, wanted to stay and do just as Aubrey St. Germaine had suggested. I wasn’t the cheating kind…but God, she was so beautiful…so incredible…

		And she was clearly offering herself to me!

		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

	
		But What About Betty?

		

		I moaned. I couldn’t help it. I was torn between rubbing some more of that damned oil into her sleek little ass—that did sound like fun!—and being true to my wife!

		“I…I just can’t,” I heard myself sighing at last. “I can’t do this to Betty.”

		Aubrey laughed again and shook her head, “I don’t think she would mind as much as you think she would. Besides, we don’t have to tell her, do we?”

		My head felt as if it was spinning around on my neck. I thought: What does she mean that Betty wouldn’t mind? And, no, I guess we wouldn’t have to tell her at that.

		My next door neighbor rolled back onto her tummy. She hunched that perfect little ass of hers up off the towel and shook it for me.

		“Come on, darling, you wouldn’t want me to get a sunburn on my bum, would you?”

		A sigh escaped my lips as I stared down at those twin beauties. Her very pink, already-wet slit peeked out from underneath that trim little butt, beckoning to my eager fingertips!

		“N-No, I wouldn’t want that,” I murmured, mesmerized by the sight of Aubrey’s bare ass cheeks.

		“I do so love an all-over tan,” she whispered hopefully. “I absolutely hate tan lines…”

		As if drawn to her, I retraced my steps across the patio. I picked up the tube of sun tan lotion and unscrewed the cap once more.

		“Oh, that’s it, Walt, rub it in good; all over my ass and down onto the backs of my legs,” she urged me softly, as I began to squirt the slick goo onto her hillocks of flesh, to massage it into her taut flesh of her forbidden zone.

		I sat down on the chaise and bent to my work eagerly. Her butt was so firm, so flawless…I stroked it…I caressed it…

		My hard on grew even harder. I let out a sigh as I toyed with her tight buns and noticed a clear stream of lube escaping her pussy lips and running down her glistening crack.

		“Jesus, you’re so wet!” I muttered, amazed by the volume of pussy oil pouring forth from her small gash.

		“It’s entirely your fault,” she whispered teasingly. “You’re doing such an excellent job of oiling up my butt.”

		I grinned and squirted some more lotion onto her thighs and down her calves. Dutifully, I rubbed it in until her whole body shone with it, from her shoulders, across her back, and down onto that exquisite ass and those gorgeous legs.

		“Oh, Walt, that feels so nice,” she all but purred, opening her legs a little more.

		Staring down into that weeping slit, I realized I was as good as lost. God, but that little opening was so…so tantalizing!

		She opened those eyes and saw that I was ogling her pussy unabashedly. Audrey smiled and reached over and casually unzipped my shorts.

		“We…we shouldn’t,” I cautioned her.

		It was as if she didn’t hear me. Calmly, she undid my belt and the catch holding my shorts closed. They fell open to her exploring fingers.

		“Ooh, what a nice one,” she cooed as she reached into the slit at the front of my boxers and drew out my rigid manhood.

		I groaned as she fisted it for me, dipping my middle finger into her hotter-than-hot pussy mouth at the same time. She shivered with delight as I fingered her while she stroked my extremely hard dick.

		“Oh, Walt, this would feel so good inside me,” she hissed, giving me a devilish grin as she hefted my cock.

		God, I bet it would, I agreed with her mentally.

		“Pull off your shirt and get on the Chaise behind me on your knees,” she whispered urgently. “I want you to fuck me doggie-style to start with.”

		To start with, her words echoed in my mind as I unbuttoned my loose shirt in seconds and peeled it off, shucking out of my boxers and my sandals and getting up onto the lounger behind her.

		“Oh, please, put that big cock of yours in me,” she all but begged as she got up onto her hands and knees right in front of me.

		I was far too aroused to do anything else by now. Notching the head of my dick into her juicy opening, I pushed forward slowly.

		“Ummmmmmmmm, that feels so wonderful,” she murmured, moving that splendid ass of hers backward as I eased my stiff dick inside her.

		In seconds, I was all the way up to my nut sac in her glorious pussy! God, she was so slick…so tight…so perfect to fuck!

		I drew myself nearly free of her slippery confines and plunged back inside to the hilt. Aubrey moaned and trembled slightly beneath me.

		“That’s right, Walt, darling, fuck me,” she sighed, “just like that, hard and deep!”

		I threw caution to the wind, leaning forward and taking a ripe breast in each palm and squeezing them as I balled her, just like I did Betty’s on the rare occasion she let me do it to her like this, from behind. It had been years since I fucked anyone other than my sweet wife, but Aubrey was definitely worth waiting for!

		“Oh, oh, God, what a pussy you’ve got, honey,” I groaned as I eagerly mashed my hard prick in and out of it.

		“Yeah, oh, yeah, and it just loves your cock, babe,” she assured me, shaking that magnificent ass for me as I drilled her.

		I found her nipples and rolled them between my thumbs and forefingers as I continued to power in and out of her snug hole. She whimpered at how nice that felt and fucked back against my driving loins even harder.

		Oh, man, what a piece of ass, I told myself as I picked up the pace. Forgive me, Betty, my love, but this little pussy is too good to ignore!

		And besides, Aubrey wanted it so bad. That was obvious from the way she…she had so brazenly…seduced me today.

		Don’t go there, I cautioned myself, remembering last night’s totally unexpected blowjob on the couch. Betty can be equally hot for dick sometimes; don’t go blaming her being a cold fish for the way you’re cheating on her today!

		No, Betty had been giving me plenty of pussy and head at home, lately; way more than usual. This was on me, my fault entirely.

		But this woman was a goddess, I argued with myself. She was sumptuous, sexy, and so utterly…available.

		Lately, Betty has been making herself available, too, I once again rebuked myself, and she is a knockout in her own right.

		I blew out an exasperated breath and fucked my next door neighbor even harder, letting go of her breasts and grabbing onto those hot ass cheeks of hers instead. Goddammit, I was weak, like most guys, I admitted at last, balling Aubrey’s sucking pussy sheath like a demon. This was entirely my fault, succumbing to this woman’s charms, I realized; so I might as well enjoy my weakness!

		At just that moment, she moaned out, “Oh, Walt, you’re giving it to me so sweet. Fuck my hot pussy--fuck it, hard, you beast!”

		I felt like a beast—a rutting, grunting, mindless beast who wanted nothing more than to take my pleasure inside this sensuous, intoxicating woman. Her tight sheath began to flutter around my driving prick and she groaned out her own rising bliss.

		“I’m going to come,” she sighed, “Oh, God, you’re giving it to me just the way I want it, and I’m going to come so hard for you, Walt, darling!”

		At that moment, I ground my cock against her clit as I continued to pummel that spasming pussy of hers. I wanted to make her climax memorable; I wanted to own this fantastic body, to make her come so hard that she would remember this fuck until she was an old lady!

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” She gasped as she started to orgasm around my flying prick, her pussy clutching frantically at me.

		Sweat was starting to sprinkle down onto her from my brow and I was aware of a light sheen of perspiration on my chest as I drilled into her again and again. None of that mattered; there was only the feel of her hot wetness around my cock, the creaminess of her fine ass against my fingertips as I held her in place and fucked into her ferociously.

		“Oh, God, keeping giving to me, darling,” I heard her beg as she shivered and bucked beneath me. “It’s divine…it’s lasting so long!”

		I did just as she asked, kept pounding my manhood into her. She was an unbelievably hot fuck.

		Betty was great, in her own way, but Aubrey was exotic, a real fireball. Besides, she represented “forbidden fruit”; she was my neighbor’s wife, not mine!

		“Fuck, your little pussy is so sweet,” I gasped still pummeling it, “so tight and wet!”

		Aubrey shuddered under me, collapsing onto the lounger. I followed her down, keeping my cock inside her, refusing to stop fucking her.

		“Oh, you hot baby,” she sighed, half-turning beneath me, smiling sensuously upward, unsheathing my cock from her pussy at last. “Let me get on my back, and you can fuck me some more!”

		She wriggled around beneath me, opening those long, perfect legs and drawing the head and a few inches of my prick down into her. I lanced my still-hard dick back into her pussy and resumed my frenzied attack on her cunt.

		“Walt, darling, you’re quite the cocksman,” she cooed, wrapping those long legs around me, pushing her marvelous breasts up against my chest as she threw her arms across my sweaty back and hugged me close. “Fuck me some more…don’t ever stop fucking me!”

		I groaned and did just that as she kissed me. Our tongues met once again and I balled her with everything I had, reveling in her juiciness, her heat, her passion.

		God, this is so different than fucking my wife, I realized. Betty is wonderful to make love to—especially recently—but she is the one I am supposed to be doing this with.

		Aubrey was illicit, completely out-of-bounds. She was stunning, unreachable, and yet I was having her right now!

		My head spun with the realization that I was cheating on my wife with a gorgeous libertine, that I was actually fucking a fantasy. I felt my nuts tightening with excitement.

		“Can…can I come in you?” I managed to pant, breaking off the torrid kiss.

		“You better, sugar,” she whispered in my ear, licking the lobe while she was at it, “fill me up with that hot stuff, shoot me full of it!”

		I tried to hold off, but I couldn’t. She was just too hot…too sexy…too much!

		With a strangled cry, I started to spunk her. I drove in as deep as I could and simply let go with a huge gush of jism.

		God, it felt so great! It was taboo, and wonderful, and totally unlike me, cheating on my faithful little Betty with this red-headed temptress, coming in her fluttering, sucking pussy!

		“Oh, so much,” she trilled, as she started to join me in ecstasy, “oh, God, flood me with that hot cream, darling. Drown me in it!”

		We clung together for what seemed like forever. My balls just kept on pumping, my dick deposited spurt after spurt of semen deep in her belly as we writhed in bliss against one another in the bright summer sunshine…

		

		****

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that was wonderful,” she whispered at last, licking my ear again as I finally pulled my limp cock out of her overflowing cunt.

		She smiled up at me and continued, “I would ask you to stay for at least one more round, but I’m afraid I have to be downtown soon. Some women’s club luncheon or another…I forget which one, but I know I’m supposed to be there.

		“Cyril says it’s important to be seen at the proper events, to make donations where they will do us the most good, public relations-wise,” she apologized further, as I stood up and stared down at her nervously.

		She seemed oblivious to my unease, now that the sex was concluded. Aubrey looked up at me as she sat up on the side of the lounger.

		“Betty said you’re in retail when we spoke the other day, hence the Monday off,” she said, rising to her feet.

		“Yeah, I’m a section manager; six department managers report to me at the department store where I work,” I said, still uneasy at being naked on my neighbor’s patio, now that our torrid coupling was over.

		“When is your next day off?” Aubrey asked the question with a smile, getting up off the chaise and wrapping her arms around my neck once more.

		“Th-Thursday,” I stuttered. “I’m off Thursday this week, as well as today.”

		“Well then, Thursday it is,” she said in a sexy whisper, mashing her large breasts against my sweaty chest. “Let’s plan on getting some more sun Thursday morning, and I’ll feed you lunch. I’m sure we can think of some interesting things to do before lunch and after…don’t you imagine?”

		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

	
		Wrestling With Guilt

		

		It seemed like seven o’clock would never get here. I paced the duplex impatiently, replaying this morning, on Aubrey’s patio, over in my mind again and again.

		I had been doing this all day long, and it was driving me crazy, in more ways than one. It had been unreal sex; that was for sure.

		And it had also been nothing but wrong; that was another given. I was both ashamed of myself for falling under Aubrey’s spell so easily, and ecstatic that I had.

		Most men would have done the same, I knew that. But that didn’t make what I had done any more right.

		I cheated on Betty. That fact kept reverberating through my conscience. She may not be in Aubrey’s league, as far as being overtly sexy is concerned—my sensual next door neighbor seemed to radiate erotic promise, pure carnal lust--but Betty’s my wife and she’s always been true to me…

		Nothing I could offer up in my own defense would change that fact. And lately, she even seemed to be replacing her old, prim and proper attitudes about sex with a new playfulness, an openness about her own passions that totally surprised and delighted me; to be honest about it.

		“And I just fucked that up,” I whispered aloud, giving voice to the realization.

		Because I have to tell her, don’t I?

		Aubrey said I didn’t; that this could remain between the two of us. But that’s just not me…is it?

		I glanced at the clock on the microwave, anxious for my wife to get home from the gym and desperately wanting to put off seeing her for a little while longer—both at the same time. I had been pacing up and down in the kitchen, thinking about having a drink to calm my nerves; deciding not to, wanting to keep a clear head when making this momentous decision.

		Do I tell her or not? I kept running the question through my mind. Is Aubrey right, about keeping this…thing between us a secret?

		The sound of the garage door clanking its way upward heralded my wife’s arrival home. It was now or never…

		Moments later, I heard the garage door going back down and the door to the kitchen opened. Betty swept into the room, beaming.

		She held up a white plastic bag, bulging with the square shapes of Styrofoam take home boxes and said, “Mexican food; I swung by our favorite Mexican restaurant on my way home from the gym and picked up dinner for us.”

		I glanced at the brown paper sack from the grocery store in her other hand. She grinned and said, “Mexican beer, to go along with the dinner. You can’t have one without the other, right?”

		She rushed past me to the counter and put both bags down, along with her purse. Turning to face me, she threw her arms around my neck and looked up at me.

		“Are you surprised?” She asked. “I know you love Mexican food as much as I do. I hope you haven’t got dinner ready yet, have you?”

		‘Uh…no, I was going to suggest that we go out…for some Mexican food,” I lied, smiling back at her.

		The truth was, I had totally forgotten about dinner. I had been too busy contemplating the ruins of my marriage, after I told Betty all about Aubrey and me out on the chaise lounge this morning.

		She giggled delightedly and said, “Well, they say great minds think alike. Come on, let’s eat; I’m starving…I really worked out hard at the gym this evening.”

		Betty went up onto her tiptoes to kiss me. She whispered, “I’ve got to keep my body all toned and firmed up for my guy. I plan on showing off the results to you the results later, after we eat.”

		Fuck it, I thought as her lips met mine and her tongue demanded admittance to my mouth, I’m not ruining this evening, not right now. I’ll tell her later…if at all…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Walt, oh, baby, just like that,” she moaned, “fuck me just like that, you stud!”

		Jesus, she’s even wilder than Aubrey!

		Betty was facing away from me, in a position I knew to be the “reverse cowgirl” from looking at net porn on my computer. We had never done it like this before!

		And was that my Betty…begging me to…‘fuck her just like that’?”

		Her hair was flying all around her head as she balled me flat out, her trim little ass pistoning up and down my hard cock, her tight quim sucking at my firmness like a small, pink mouth!

		I normally would have come by now. But my steamy fuck-session with Aubrey this morning had all but emptied by balls.

		First, Betty had stripped for me, taking her time, teasing me. Then she had slowly stripped my clothes off, kissing my nipples, bending low to caress and lick my cock to full erection. Next, she had pushed me onto the bed on my back and straddled me, rubbing her very wet lips lower all over my lower stomach while she kissed me and I toyed with her stiff nipples.

		She had pushed herself down on me, when she was ready, and I had nudged my fully erect cock up into her warmth, her wetness easily, amid moans of pleasure that echoed through my mouth as we continued to make out. Then she had ridden me; God, had she ever ridden me?

		It had been like fucking an entirely new woman. My little Betty had gone absolutely wild atop my cock, her big breasts shimmying and shaking as she had worked her hips up and down frantically, her eyes at half-mast.

		“Oh, honey, your cock feels so damn good tonight,” she had sighed, just before she came. “I just love to fuck you…I love it!”

		She had orgasmed with the intensity of a freight train hurtling down a mountain, gasping and groaning, her pussy clenching wildly around my entrapped dick. Her eyes had been closed tightly in fulfilled bliss.

		It was seconds later that she had surprised me yet again. Finding that I hadn’t come yet, much to her delight, she had promptly turned around, my hard cock still inside her, and proceeded to reverse cowgirl me…for the first time ever.

		“I’ve always wanted to try this,” she’d explained, over her shoulder as she’d begun to move her hips again. “It looks like so much fun!”

		Who was this sensual, incredibly hot woman who had taken over my sedate little wife’s body? I asked myself that question as she continued to give me the fucking of my life.

		And why would you feel the need to cheat on beauty that can make love like this? I asked myself the question guiltily, enjoying the intense “ride” she was giving me nevertheless.

		Betty groaned again, and I knew she was getting close to orgasming once more. I felt the come rising in my almost-empty balls and held on grimly, determined to get her off again before I shot my much reduced load up into her pussy.

		I slapped her in the ass and hissed, “Ride me, you hot bitch, ride me hard!”

		She reacted as if I had stuck a live wire up her ass and turned on the juice. Betty whimpered and panted, “Oh, that’s right…spank me…I’ve been such a bad girl, darling!”

		Her pussy clasped around my sliding cock and I twisted up off the mattress, driving myself up into her. I smacked her in the butt again and demanded, through gritted teeth, “Oh, and just how bad have you been, bad girl?”

		“Ohhhhhhhh, so bad, baby,” she wailed, coming hard again. “I’ve been a real slut!”

		Jesus, I’m going off in her like a geyser! I marveled at how much spunk I was pumping up into her spasming quim.

		Betty mewled out her joy and leaned forward, sucking the come out of me with her tight lower lips. She babbled how good it was, how sweetly she was coming, and I continued to spurt up into her, the sheer, unexpected volume of my spend surprising me and, I must confess, swelling my chest with pride.

		I’m quite the stud, after all, I remember thinking as she sighed contentedly and my spent cock slid from her slickened pussy.

		She turned around on the bed and cuddled up with me when she finally finished coming Betty laid her head on the pillow next to me, her arm across my bare chest, the covers pulled up loosely over us. I reached over and turned out the lamp on the nightstand, a proud little smile on my lips as I fell right to sleep.

		Walt Harmon, stud about town, I thought to myself just before I passed out for the night, satisfying two unbelievably hot women in one day…no challenge for a true cocksman like me…none at all!

		

		****

		

		My false bravado lasted until around four in the morning, when I awoke with a start. Betty was still naked, spooned up against me, breathing heavily, asleep.

		I should have told her! It was my first conscious thought.

		Racked with guilt, I lay there, staring into the darkness, toward the ceiling, asking myself the question: How could you have not confessed everything to her?

		I looked over at her now, sleeping so peacefully, unaware of my infidelity, and sighed. The thought came to me: I have to tell her…it’s eating me up inside.

		Still, waking her up to unburden myself to her right now didn’t seem the right thing to do. It was best to wait until morning and do it then.

		Somehow, I would last until then. I knew I couldn’t sleep…not carrying the weight of the world on my conscience. I resigned myself to a night of guilty tossing and turning…

		

		****

		

		“Hey, let’s put this to good use,” I heard Betty’s excited whisper in my ear, her voice sounding impish and full of mischief, as I felt her palm close around my morning-wood as I woke up with a start. “I bet this big guy would slip right inside me…what do you think, Mr. Sexy?”

		Before I could fully come awake, she was rolling me onto my back and throwing a leg over my torso. I felt that hot, wet pussy of hers descending on my stone-hard cock and groaned with unabashed joy.

		“Mmmmmmmmm--feels so nice, back where it belongs,” she cooed in my ear, starting to ride me once again.

		I sighed and opened my eyes fully. There was my beautiful, horny wife going up and down on my stiff prick once more, her head thrown back, her palms on my chest to help steady herself, her eyes closed in growing ecstasy.

		God, she can be so sexy when she wants to be! The thought flashed through my mind as I watched her big, naked breasts rolling around on her chest, their nipples jutting outward, fully aroused.

		I reached up and took one of the small, pink knobs in each hand and tweaked them. Betty opened her eyes and smiled down at me.

		“That’s right, pull on them, and make this little pussy of mine even hotter for your big cock, darling!”

		A jolt of passion shot through my loins. Fuck, she was really something, this wife of mine!

		Pulling harder, I brought her down to kiss me by tugging at her sensitive nipples. My tongue was instantly in her mouth and she was moaning, moving her hips even faster as we made out passionately.

		Betty’s pussy felt almost like hot liquid around my cock. Then I remembered the big load I’d shot into her last night, before going to sleep and smiled inwardly.

		Riding on a cushion of my own spunk, I thought to myself, how kinky, almost like what sloppy seconds would feel like!

		I rattled that around in my mind for a few seconds. It was one of my oldest fantasies from high school and college, participating in group sex with other guys and a willing girl. I never had done it, of course—all of the girls I dated were like Betty, too staid and traditional to even consider being the centerpiece of a gangbang or a sexual threesome —but it was still with me, a lingering favorite fantasy of mine.

		My dick gave a little jerk inside of her as I imagined Betty getting creamed by another man, and me sliding right in behind him, fucking her, my prick gliding on a big wad of his come! I groaned at the hotness of that image, and kissed her even more hungrily.

		“Ooh, you hot baby,” she sighed, breaking off the kiss moments later, “your cock feels so hard this morning. Fuck me, fuck me deep, you big animal, you!”

		She sped up her lunges down onto me and I gasped. Was this the same girl I’d had to practically beg for a little loving a couple of short weeks ago?

		I looked up at her and saw a wild-eyed, sexy woman smiling down at me. Her face had an almost out-of-control eagerness radiating from it. Betty’s pussy pulsed around my dick and she whispered softly, “Oh, you fuck me so great, Walt. God, but I love you!”

		My balls clenched and suddenly I was spewing come up into her. She threw back her head and moaned, her quim clamping down on me, sucking the jizz right out of me.

		“Oh, fuck, I’m coming!” Her shout was one of total joy, and I reveled in it.

		I felt like a rock star, making my wife come that hard this morning, after my stellar performance last night. Holding on, I pumped her full of spunk and groaned, lost in her sexiness, her unbelievable passion for me…

		

		****

		

		“Well, I don’t know about you,” she said as she smiled over at me, “but I’m going to have a good day today!”

		I laughed and replied, “So am I, you sexy little devil, you. That’s what I call starting your day off right.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I do, too, mister,” she sighed, turning onto her side and sliding into my embrace. “I do, too.”

		I decided as we kissed that telling her about my little…slip up with Aubrey could wait. This was too perfect a morning to spoil…

		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

	
		Waffling

		

		Backing out of my driveway that Tuesday morning at eight-fifteen, I braked to a stop when the St. Germaine’s front door opened and Aubrey stepped out onto the porch. She was dressed in a very expensive-looking pink housecoat, her hair hanging loose and barely combed, feet shod in a pair of pricey slippers.

		She beamed at me and hurried over to my car, stopping to retrieve the morning paper from the driveway as she came. I lowered my window so that we could talk and she leaned down onto the door and whispered, “Darling, I’m so looking forward to Thursday morning. How about you, are you looking forward to it as well?”

		I twisted uncomfortably in my seat. I knew I should break it off with this siren…this temptress right now, before it was too late.

		But she was so beautiful. In the early morning light, fresh from bed, she was still a vision in that pink housecoat, even with no make up on.

		“I…I must confess, I am,” I heard myself saying.

		“Good, shall we say nine o’clock?”

		I agonized, but I couldn’t seem to make myself tell her “no, I won’t be seeing you on Thursday”. Instead, I murmured, “Sure, nine sounds great, Aubrey, I can barely wait.”

		“See you then, sweetie,” she whispered and turned on her heel and made her way back over to her place.

		

		****

		

		“What do you think you’re doing, you blockhead?” I admonished myself as I drove in to work. “Why didn’t you tell her that you made a mistake…that you were sorry but that you wouldn’t be cheating on Betty anymore?”

		I was grateful at that moment for the advent of cell phones. The woman in the lane next to me didn’t even give me a second glance as I spoke vehemently to myself while I drove along. She was clearly used to seeing people rant and rave into thin air.

		All the way into work that Tuesday morning, I chided myself. Sometimes I did so mentally, sometimes my anger at my own weakness made me speak aloud once more, berating my own cowardice at not saying anything to Aubrey this morning, when I had the chance.

		I had worked myself up into a fine mood by the time I stormed into my office that morning. All throughout the day, I was short-tempered with my staff and a thoroughly miserable son-of-a-bitch to be around.

		The bumper-to-bumper commute home did little to improve my outlook on life. By the time six-thirty rolled around and I found myself pulling into my garage, I was more than ready for a drink or two and a relaxing evening at home.

		On the way home, I had debated whether or not to tell Betty about yesterday morning, with Aubrey. I had tentatively decided that maybe it would be best to just let it go, and not tell her anything about it, after all.

		If I just explained things properly to my voluptuous neighbor Thursday morning, there was really no reason for Betty to ever find out about my straying just that once, on Monday. After that, I would simply toe the straight and narrow from here on out, and what happened between the ultra-seductive woman next door and me would remain our little secret.

		Pulling into the garage, I closed the door behind me with the remote and got out. I was still thinking about that stress-relieving drink when I opened the door into the kitchen and my jaw dropped open.

		Betty greeted me in a next-to-nothing set of lingerie, which left almost nothing to the imagination. She was nursing a gin and tonic, and quickly poured me my preferred Crown Royal over ice and handed it to me, a coy smile playing over her perfectly made up face.

		“Hi, darling,” she said in a breathy whisper, “I thought you might like a drink before dinner.”

		Damn, she looks sensational in that outfit, I thought, readily accepting the drink. She looks as hot as Aubrey did yesterday in that bikini!

		“See anything that appeals to your baser instincts?”

		I grinned like a fool and gulped down half of my short cocktail. Her smile broadened and she went on to whisper, “Good, it’s nice to know we’re on the same wavelength.”

		Tossing back the rest of the whiskey, I poured myself another and sipped at it as I looked her up and down and asked, “Where did you get that negligee?”

		“I stopped by the store and bought it on the way home from work tonight,” she answered smugly, her smile never wavering. “I didn’t think you’d mind…I got the employee discount.”

		“You didn’t come up to my office and see me, and you were at the store?”

		She finished her gin and tonic and set the glass on the counter, next to the booze bottles. With all the grace of a jungle cat on the prowl, she slinked her way over to me.

		I gulped down my second Canadian whiskey and put my empty glass down next to hers as her arms went around my neck. She murmured, just before out lips met, “I wanted to surprise you. Are you surprised?”

		The kiss went on and on. There was lots of tongue and spit. My cock got hard and stayed that way, tenting the front of my suit trousers as she ground those big tits of hers against my white shirt and tie.

		Without further ado, I bent and picked her up, sliding my right arm under her knees, carrying her toward the stairs leading up to the bedroom. She broke off the kiss and asked coyly, “But what about dinner?”

		“To hell with that,” I growled hungrily. “I see something I want to eat more than dinner.”

		I tossed her on the bed as soon as we got in the master bedroom upstairs and began ripping off my suit, tie, and white shirt. As my last article of clothing hit the floor, I pounced on her.

		Betty giggled like six year old as I wrested off the lingerie and thong, stripping her as bare as I was. She stopped laughing and struggling as I pinned her to the spread and pushed her legs wide apart.

		“God, what a beautiful little pussy you have, my dear, and how delectable it looks tonight!” I all but panted the words as I stared down at that perfect little pink cleft.

		I kissed her clit lovingly and she moaned, “Oh, eat it right up, you naughty boy. Eat my hot pussy; lick it all over!”

		I was only too glad to oblige. Shoving my tongue into her as far as I could work it, I made sure I grazed the sensitive little bud at the top of her slit with the rough surface.

		“Oh, that feels so nasty,” Betty cooed, closing her eyes.

		I reached up to claim one of her nipples in each hand, rolling them lightly between my thumbs and forefingers as a lapped eagerly at her juicy folds. She mewled with joy and worked her hips up off the mattress, meeting my tongue thrusts, wriggling her tender flesh against my limber invader.

		“Ummmmmm, eat me,” she crooned ecstatically. “Oh, God, Walt, eat me right up!”

		I was crazy for her pussy tonight, and I licked and slurped at the hot outpouring of her clear nectar, swallowing it noisily. My tongue tip caressed her clit lovingly; before I plunged it back inside as far as I could push it.

		Betty was soon writhing beneath me, mashing her big tits against my teasing fingertips, really working that sopping-wet quim of hers against my mouth and tongue. I was happy man; she was about to drown me to death in her warm pussy oil and I couldn’t think of a better way to go!

		“J-Jesus,” she gasped as the first of several quick, spasming orgasms seized her.

		My wife dug her fingernails into my scalp and shuddered through the series of sharp mini-climaxes. She whimpered at how great it felt, grinding her exploding clit against my tongue, begging for more.

		“Oh, my God, I just keep on coming!” She wailed out the words, her slit, opening and winking closed, the fluids simply pouring out of her.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” I murmured, to let her know I loved it, that her heavenly pussy oil was like ambrosia to me.

		I gulped it down greedily and licked for more, sending her into another flurry of orgasms…longer this time, and more intense. She screamed and shivered as she gasped, “Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, eat me; eat my hot pussy!”

		Sucking the whole of her opening into my mouth, I lashed at it with my tongue while I nursed on her fevered flesh. Betty couldn’t make a sound; she was suddenly coming so hard.

		Instead, she merely gripped my head more fiercely and crushed her convulsing gash against my lips and tongue. She sobbed silently, her whole ribcage shaking with emotion.

		At last she sucked in a big breath and shrieked at the top of her lungs, “Oh, you hot fucker…you’re killing me with that naughty tongue of yours!”

		I kept up my furious suction and oral titillation until the last quiver had slowly ebbed away. Then I let her gently down onto the bed and sat up between her gleaming-with-lubricant thighs.

		My cock was hard enough to drive nails with by then and I gripped it by the base and traced a lazy pattern up and down her glistening pinkness. I smacked her clit with the bottom of my prick head and she trembled from head to toe.

		“Oh, put it in me,” she all but begged. “Slip that big dick inside me and fuck me with it!”

		Grinning, I did just that. She felt utterly molten inside, like a lava pit.

		“Ohhhhhhhh, fuck but you’re wet,” I panted, pushing myself in all the way.

		Poor Betty only moaned and pleaded, with her eyes, for me to take her hard and deep. I did just that.

		

		****

		

		Wednesday was as good as Tuesday had been bad. I went whistling about my work, and I caught my staff eyeing me strangely, clearly wondering where the ogre who had been here yesterday had gone.

		I just grinned at them and went happily about my work. It seems that there is nothing like performing in the bedroom like a porn star with your wife to chase the blues away; simply nothing!

		The day seemed to float by quickly. I had gone in late, scheduled to close the store at nine.

		My mind kept flitting from last night, with Betty, and to tomorrow with Aubrey; should I break things off, or not? If you had asked me two weeks ago if being a super-stud lover to two gorgeous women was possible, I would have said no, and especially not if I was the one tasked with the job.

		But now, I wasn’t so sure. Betty had almost passed out when I’d fucked her last night, after the super clit-licking I’d given her.

		I was strutting slightly as I made my rounds in the store, and I knew it. But I figured I was entitled. How many men can eat pussy like that, then turn right around and ball a girl until her eyes roll back in her head and she nearly faints dead away when she comes on his driving dick?

		Was cute little Toni, the stunning, nineteen year old brunette that I’d hired a couple of weeks back, to work in Petite Dresses, giving me the eye? Maybe she was.

		For a brief moment, I thought about adding her trim little body to Aubrey’s and my wife’s voluptuous ones. Could I handle three hot women at a time in my harem?

		I had to smile at my own hubris and reluctantly say no. As a matter of fact, if Betty wanted a repeat of last night, tonight; I’d have to cancel out on Audrey tomorrow morning. I just didn’t have the stamina. I was sure of that.

		

		****

		

		As it turned out, I there were no worries on that front. I had some paperwork to catch up on at the store, so I didn’t get home until nearly ten-thirty on Wednesday night, and Betty was already in bed, reading her Kindle.

		She looked over at me sleepily and smiled. Her voice was soft, and I could tell she was poised on the edge of sleep as she said, “Hi, darling. I’m sorry, but it’s been a long day and you about wore me out last night.”

		I tried not to show my relief when I answered, “What, no sexy lingerie tonight; just those old flannel pajamas?”

		Betty grinned at me and shook her head no. “I’m afraid I’m too tired for negligees tonight, honey; will you give me a rain check?”

		I kissed her lightly on the forehead and shrugged out of my suit coat. I whispered, “Sure, babe, later in the week, perhaps?”

		She looked as tired as I suddenly felt. A sense of relief flooded through my tired body: I wouldn’t have to perform like stallion tonight. Betty turned out the light on her side of the bed and was asleep in minutes.

		I got out of the rest of my clothes and slid into the bed in just my t-shirt and boxers, my customary sleepwear. For a few minutes, I tried to read the novel I had just started but, in the end, I turned out the light and surrendered to sleep myself.

		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

	
		Aubrey…Again

		

		The next morning arrived, sunny and bright. Betty left for work at a little after eight-thirty, as usual.

		I sat at the kitchen table after she did, just drinking coffee and thinking about the situation I found myself in, trying to decide whether or not to see Aubrey this morning and what to tell her if I did. Part of me knew that continuing this…affair with her was madness; I was bound to get caught eventually and screw up my marriage; ruin my whole life.

		On the other hand, Aubrey was an extraordinary woman; sexy, fun, and totally uninhibited in bed. When was I going to get another chance to be the casual fuck buddy of such a spectacular piece of ass?

		It was true that Betty was getting more fun to be in bed with by the day. But Aubrey...well…Aubrey was special.

		For one thing, she wasn’t really mine, like Betty was. She belonged to another man, and she was likely to vanish from my life just as quickly as she had entered it, never to be seen again…

		I let out a deep sigh. It was nearing nine o’clock by now; time to go next door--if I was going to--and do whatever it was that I was going to do.

		Slowly, I got up from the table and trudged out into the living room. Mentally, I was still wrestling with the problem: exactly what was I going to tell her if I did go next door this morning?

		Was I going to accompany her out onto that patio, the way I had on Monday? Would I end up rubbing sun tan oil onto her ultra-smooth skin, caressing it, until we were both panting for more?

		Or was I going to do the right thing, and tell her that Monday had been a mistake on my part, that I loved Betty and that I would not be cheating on my beautiful, faithful wife with her any more?

		I opened the front door, not really clear in my thinking yet. Still wavering between what I should do, and what I wanted to do, I shut the door behind me and made my way across the lawn to Aubrey’s porch.

		Coming to a decision at the last minute--the second before I knocked on her door—I decided that I was going to tell her that I couldn’t see her anymore…at least not in the way I had “seen” her on Monday, I steeled myself for what was coming. I brought my knuckles down sharply on the wood surface and waited.

		“Oh, there you are, sugar,” she said in that breathless, husky whisper of a voice of hers as she flung open the door.

		She was dressed in the elegant pink housecoat again, and those slippers. This time, however, her hair was perfect, as was her make up.

		Aubrey St. Germaine was ready to entertain a lover this morning. There was no mistaking that!

		“I…there’s something I have to say to you,” I managed to stammer.

		“No talking,” she whispered urgently, putting her index finger to my lips, shushing me, her emerald green eyes flashing with an impish sense of mischief. “I’m dying to get you naked and worship that great cock of your with my lips and tongue this morning!”

		Oh, God…a blowjob from this incredible beauty! How could I turn that down? Still…there was Betty to consider…

		“B-But…I really have to talk to you,” I blathered, as she dragged me inside by my shirtfront and closed the door.

		She locked it and slipped her arm into mine, making for the stairs leading up to her bedroom. I moved along with her woodenly, like an automaton, knowing that I shouldn’t…knowing that once she got me in there…

		In moments, I found myself seated on her big bed. Somehow, my shirt had gotten totally unbuttoned, and my shorts seemed to be down around my feet. I realized with a start that I hadn’t worn any boxers today, that I had elected to go commando under the shorts.

		What’s wrong with me, dressing like this, I chided myself for a moment, sitting there in a sort of shock. Did I subconsciously want this to happen, after all?

		That thought and everything else was driven form my mind when she opened that pink robe and slid it off her shoulders. She was completely, gloriously naked underneath it. My cock began to stiffen immediately, and all my resolution to break things off with this enchanting, goddess-like being seemed to float away like a child’s soap bubbles in the afternoon breeze.

		“Ooh, I want to suck this big boy of yours so bad,” she hissed excitedly, dropping to her knees right in front of me, her big tits rolling to a stop on her chest as I watched, mesmerized by their perfection, by their sheer beauty.

		Before I could even think about opening my mouth to beg her to listen to me, Aubrey leaned forward and ran her tongue all over my rapidly-hardening prick. I realized in that instant that I was lost. I could hardly wait for her to slip my cock into those luscious lips of hers and suck it!

		I didn’t have long to wait. Her lively tongue quickly had my throbbing dick covered with spit, and she sighed as she stared down at her handiwork, “Oh, baby, do I ever love to suck a pretty cock like this one?”

		She looked up at me with those playful, teasing green eyes and murmured, “And men tell me that I’m very good at it. Let’s see if you agree, shall we?”

		With that, she dipped her head and sucked me all the way into her mouth and throat. She took my whole shaft easily, which was no surprise to me, after watching her deep throat that party guest’s huge cock out on the patio the other evening.

		What was a surprise was the way she slurped at my tender flesh, the way her tongue expertly caressed it, the sheer enthusiasm she showed for my sucking my prick. Her mouth was pure heaven, and I said as much. I couldn’t help but moan out my delight while she blew me.

		“Oh, damn, Aubrey, you weren’t kidding when you said you were good at this. You’re not just good, you’re fantastic,” I gasped,

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all she said in return to my praise, eagerly sliding her lips up and down my hard dick, lapping at it feverishly with that supple tongue of hers as she went.

		I wrapped a few of her lush red tresses around my hands and urged her to go even faster. She mewled and showed that she was happy to comply, moving her mouth more quickly as she fellated me, her tongue never ceasing, her lips making an obscene sucking noise as she gobbled me right up.

		Oh, God, I thought, Betty’s mouth felt so fine on my cock the other night, when she sucked me off after work. But Aubrey…Aubrey is in a league by herself when it comes to giving a blowjob!

		The titan-haired temptress seemed to warm to her work even more as the torrid session went on and on. Over the next few minutes, her spit pooled atop my balls, coating them with the shiny proof of her ardor. Her tongue lashed out to tease my nut sac, spreading the heated drool around evenly, my cock still buried in her throat as she tongued me.

		When I sensed that I was about to blow my load into her mouth, I shifted my weight on the bed and moaned out the plea, “Stop for a second, if you want me to fuck you this morning. Your…your mouth and tongue feel so good you’ve got me ready to come already!”

		Somewhat reluctantly, I thought, she released my throbbing cock from her sucking lips and smiled up at me. She whispered, in that whiskey and cigarettes voice of hers, “Is that what you want? Do you want to blow your first load in my pussy, darling?”

		She lapped at the tip of my prick, as if teasing me, and murmured, “Or do you want me to swallow it all for you? I don’t mind, either way, it’s up to you.”

		I groaned, agonizing over my choice…her mouth or her cunt? Gazing down at this sensuous, red-headed siren, I couldn’t decide—I wanted to cream her everywhere; up that tight, slick little pussy, down her throat…perhaps even deep inside that gorgeous ass of hers, if she’d let me!

		“Oh, don’t make me wait for more of that hot cock of yours,” she murmured, rising abruptly to her feet and pushing me onto my back on the bed, “I want it now, anywhere you want to put it, lover!”

		She then surprised me. I expected her to climb onto my rigid prick as it waggled up above my tightened nut sac.

		Instead, she sat down next to me, a little ways away, and spread her legs wide, until they were parallel to the end of the mattress. She lay back and grabbed her thighs, pulling herself apart for me.

		“Fuck me,” she hissed, “it goes in so deep this way. Do me hard, Walt, darling; really pound it into me.”

		Under her spell completely by now, I scrambled to my feet and positioned myself with my knees resting against the mattress and the footboard of the bed, between her widespread legs. Her cunt was completely open and so wet!

		I pushed into it easily, feeling its warm, slippery embrace all around my throbbing cock. It felt like heaven, again; like I was home.

		“Oh, man, you’re so ready,” I breathed, starting to fuck her hard and deep, just the way she wanted it.

		“I’m always ready for cock, honey,” she said, looking up at me with those sparkling green eyes, “you’ll realize that, as you get to know me better.”

		And I’m always ready for a pussy as tight and slick and perfect as yours! The thought struck me as I buried my firmness in her slippery heat again and again, driving myself in deep, clear up to my balls with each thrust.

		Aubrey moaned and her eyelids fluttered to half-mast. She reached up and stroked the skin along my ribcage on each side with her fingertips, almost purring as I fucked her. Her big tits jellied and shook atop her chest as I ravaged her furiously.

		“That’s the way to give it me,” she sighed. “Oh, God, Walt, you’re fucking me so great this morning!”

		I was like a man possessed. I did just as she had asked: I pounded my dick into her over and over again.

		God, she’s exquisite, I told myself as I rammed down into her, this is like fucking the Playmate of the Month…me, Walt Harmon!

		In what seemed like no time at all, she was mewling and twisting beneath me, clearly about to orgasm. I redoubled my efforts, fucking her even faster, wanting to plant my seed deep in her womb when I blasted it down into her.

		She shivered, hanging on the brink. Her fingernails raked my sides and she moaned, “Oh, God, fuck me…fuck me just like that. I’m going to come. I’m going to come on your sweet cock.”

		I couldn’t hold back another second. Throwing back my head and bellowing that I was coming, too, I began to fire jet after jet of spunk into her.

		She screamed out her pleasure and I felt her cunt begin to spasm around my pistoning prick. I was really creaming her; it felt like I hadn’t come in a week!

		Sweet Jesus, she is fantastic to fuck! I moaned as I had the thought.

		I was coming like a young boy getting his first piece of ass. I was filling her pussy with my semen!

		

		****

		

		“God, you really jizzed me, Walt,” she smiled over at me, toying absently with my chest hair.

		We were cuddling at the head of the bed, our passion momentarily spent. A steady stream of my pearly spend was oozing out of those small pink lower lips of hers.

		“What can I say?” I asked her, proud of my huge outpouring. “You’re the most exciting woman I’ve ever been in bed with. I guess I shoot a lot when I’m really excited.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you don’t hear me complaining, do you,” she whispered, moving her body upward slightly, so that her lips were inches from mine. “I love a man who really creams me, when he comes.”

		“Well, don’t expect every load to be that big,” I said kiddingly. “I think you about drained me.”

		She made a little purring sound and slid her left hand down from my chest and onto my nut sac. Flashing me an evil little grin, she caressed the wrinkled skin she found there and whispered, “Oh, I bet you’ve got a lot more for me, hidden away in here, you stud you. Shall we find out?”

		We kissed and, amazingly, my cock started to get hard again. At twenty-eight, I hardly consider myself old; but I’m not sixteen anymore either. So I was pleasantly surprised by the way my prick was starting to stiffen beneath her stroking fingertips.

		“Ooh, I bet if I sucked it a little, you’d be ready again, wouldn’t you?” Her voice was teasing, coquettish as she moved her hand up from my balls to the base of my rapidly swelling dick. “Plus, I’d get to lick off that delicious come of yours and swallow it while you watched.”

		My cock got even harder, as I mentally pictured her doing that. I didn’t have to use my imagination for long, as Aubrey quickly slid down my body on her tummy and settled herself between my legs.

		With that wicked little smile still in place, she eased my jizz-soaked cock between her lips and began to suck. Her tongue circled my shaft again and again as her lips moved up and down. Soon, my prick was clean as a whistle; all shiny and spunk-free, and hard as the proverbial brick.

		Aubrey and I were so caught up in the moment that we didn’t notice another presence in the room until her husband’s deep voice intoned, “I come home for a little mid-morning pussy and I find my wife in bed, with another man’s cock in her mouth. What are the odds?”

		

		

		Chapter FIfteen

		

	
		Two On One

		

		Needless to say, I was spooked by the sudden, totally unexpected appearance of Aubrey’s husband in the bedroom. She wasn’t.

		“Oh, you big poop, I told you Walt would be joining me in bed this morning,” she said as she slipped my erect cock from her lips and turned to look over her shoulder.

		She smiled indulgently and shook her head, looking for all the world like a mother scolding her misbehaving, six-year old son, “You just had to see, didn’t you?”

		To my utter shock, she waggled my stiff, saliva-drenched prick at him and said smugly, “Well, have a good look at it then. I told you he had a nice one. I just love it.”

		As if to prove her point, she slid the head and about three inches of my rigid cock back into her mouth and began to suck it again, her tongue twirling around and around as she did so. Cyril merely shrugged at her antics and took off his sports coat.

		“You don’t mind, do you, old boy?” He asked the question politely as he pulled off the knit shirt he was wearing as well and tossed both garments onto a nearby chair. “We can share her. She can continue blowing you while I fuck her cunt for her.”

		My mind was racing. I knew these two were “swingers” of some sort from the party they’d thrown when they moved in here.

		But I certainly had never been involved in a “threesome” or anything resembling one before. I had fantasized about taking part in such a lewd, forbidden sexual hook up since high school, but I had never had the chance…until now!

		“Y-You sure you don’t mind me…uh…being here, like this?” I managed to stammer at last, as he kicked off the loafers he wore and undid his belt and trousers.

		“Not in the least,” he answered, throwing the discarded pants atop his other items of clothing on the chair. “As Aubrey said, she had told me that she’d be…entertaining you in bed this morning. But my ten o’clock meeting was cancelled at the last minute, and I didn’t have a lunch meeting scheduled for today, so I thought I’d pop home and see how your little tryst was going. I hope you don’t mind?”

		Okay, this was bit surreal for me. Aubrey’s head was continuing to go up and down my very erect cock, her tongue making circuits around it as she sucked, while her husband was calmly slipping out of his boxers. Having her husband around, watching her gobble my cock would take some getting used to on my part!

		Cyril slid the baggy briefs down his muscular legs, baring his genitalia. I sucked in my breath.

		Holy fuck, but he’s huge!

		I knew my mouth had dropped open as I beheld his massive, half-hard cock and those enormous balls at this distance for the first time. He had looked much bigger than normal from the window over the patio that night…but up close, he was porn star big!

		Cyril strode over to the bed, his eyes never leaving his wife’s lips sliding up and down my own length. He smiled approvingly and nodded.

		“You’re about seven and half, eight inches,” he observed, “and your dick has nice heft to it; good and thick.”

		His handsome face brightened. He said, “I have an idea…how about you fucking her in the ass while I take her pussy? Aubrey really likes being doubled, and your cock is the perfect size for that.”

		My dick jerked within her mouth. This was something else I had daydreamed about ever since I was thirteen--I had watched my first porn video in awe back then, over at a friend’s house during a sleep-over and been blown away by the sight of one of the actresses taking on two big cocks at once--being a part of a double-penetration scene with a gorgeous woman!

		Earlier, I had fantasized about fucking that cute little butt of Aubrey’s. Now, apparently, all I had to do was say the word and I’d be doing just that, while her husband balled her pussy at the same time!

		“Ooh, what a good idea, darling,” she panted, spitting out my cock for the moment. “Why don’t you be a dear and get the lube out of the nightstand drawer and grease me up back there, for Walt?”

		Cyril, his dick getting harder by the second, nodded agreeably, moved over to the top drawer of the nightstand and opened it. He bent down, rummaged around for a moment, and withdrew a big tube of sex lube.

		“You will love fucking her butt,” he assured me as he opened the tube and squirted a big glob of the clear goo on his index finger. “She let’s me do her back there once in a while, of course, but she prefers a cock like yours for doubles. She says I’m too big.”

		“I never said that,” she corrected, grinning up at him as he shoved his lubed-covered finger into the rosebud-like opening of her ass and proceeded to get it ready for my prick. “What I said was with a big old horsecock like yours up inside my butt, it’s more difficult to get a good doubles-rhythm going, that’s all.”

		Her smile grew wider and sexier as she went on to add, “You know I love taking your big dick, baby…in every hole I’ve got!”

		Cyril beamed down approvingly at his wife as he removed his finger and moved changed positions on the bed. He lay down next to me and handed me the lube.

		“You might want to grease your cock up a bit before you slip it into her backdoor,” he suggested. “It makes for a slick, tight ride, if you know what I mean.”

		He winked at me knowingly and smiled. I took the tube and squeezed out a dollop of the lubricant into my palm.

		“That’s right, sugar, get it good and slippery,” Aubrey urged as she got up onto her knees and moved over to her husband, “and then slide that nice cock of yours right up my ass!”

		She took Cyril’s nearly erect prick in her left hand and jacked the skin up and down a few times. Bending over, she licked all around the mammoth glans before popping it into her mouth.

		“Ahhhh, that’s right, darling,” he sighed, his eyes half closing as she began to glide her lips up and down his length, “get it good and hard, and then ride it for me.”

		I watched, fascinated, my gooey dick in hand, as she took all of him into her mouth. His giant cock head made a big bulge way down in her throat, a bulge that moved up and down in concert with her lips as she slid him in and out a few times.

		“Jesus, I can’t believe she can swallow such a big one without choking on it,” I murmured, awed by her performance. “No wonder she had no trouble deep-throating mine.”

		“That represents years of practice paying off, old boy,” he said proudly. “My little Aubrey is the envy of my big-dicked swinger friends. She’s never met the cock she couldn’t swallow whole.”

		I started. “You mean there are guys in that club whose pricks are bigger than yours?”

		He shrugged, “Well, a couple of the black fellows are really well-hung. And there’s one other white member whose cock is just a tad longer than mine, and a little thicker.”

		My mind reeled as I tried to imagine that. My own dick already felt halfway inadequate, when I compared it to Cyril’s monster. I couldn’t even get my head around the notion that there were even bigger cocks out there than the one Aubrey was so blithely sucking right now!

		She chose that moment to pull her lips from her husband’s prick. It now stood up, tall and rock-hard, shiny with a fresh coat of her saliva.

		“One’s that huge are a real challenge, both to suck and to fuck,” she commented matter of factly, as she threw a leg over the tower of hard cock and eased her juicy cunt down onto it. “I do enjoy playing with them at a swinger party…but this beauty is about as large a one as I want balling me on a regular basis.”

		“I’m so glad that you do,” Cyril sighed, a big smile on his face as she slid all the way down on him. “That tight little pussy of yours feels so nice and snug around me.”

		She also sighed--with contentment--and then looked over her shoulder at me, her smile growing naughty, inviting, as she whispered, “Well, what are you waiting for, Walt, darling? Fuck me in the ass!”

		With that, she began moving those lush hips of hers in a slow, tantalizing glide up and down her husband’s deeply-berthed prick, still smiling provocatively over her shoulder at me as she rode him. I scrambled up closer and set the lubed up head of my own cock against her anus and let her movements drive it past the tight ring of her sphincter muscles and up into her ass sheath.

		God, even with all the lube, it felt so…taut around my invading dick! I breathed in loudly and pushed forward, piercing her all the way, my nut sac coming to rest up against Cyril’s. I gasped as I felt the big ridge of his helmet-shaped cock head rubbing up against mine, separated by only the thin membrane of the wall of muscle in between us.

		“It’s a bit of tight quarters, when we do her together, eh, Walt?” His wry comment was accurate.

		“Uh…yeah,” I managed to stammer, “God, that little ass tunnel of hers grips me so firmly.”

		“She’s a great one to butt-fuck,” he said proudly, as Aubrey continued to roll her hips, taking both of us at once smoothly, as if she’d done this before a hundred times.

		What her husband said was the truth! I had only fucked one other girl in the “wrong hole” in my life before this, and that was clear back in high school.

		It had been at a house party, and Sally Hughes was so drunk, she didn’t care which opening you used to fuck her, as long as you wore a rubber when you did it. At seventeen, Sally was a big girl, blowsy, thirty pounds or so overweight; a buxom blonde with big tits, a big ass, and a “let’s party attitude”.

		Fucking her corpulent butt had felt nothing at all like this. Aubrey was female perfection itself, and sliding my cock into the twin peach halves of her round little ass was almost a religious experience, especially when I compared it to pounding my dick into Sally’s fat bottom until I had filled my rubber with come on that night so long ago!

		And Cyril’s thick member stretching out that cute little pussy of hers at the same time somehow made it more erotic. The fact that he was her husband--and that he was willingly sharing her with me--served as the cherry on top.

		“Oh, it feels so nice to get double-stuffed,” she purred at that moment. “Fuck me, you bad boys. Give it me deep; I love having those big cocks of yours up inside me so much!”

		Her words seemed to inspire Cyril as they did me. He hunched his hips upward, spearing his mammoth prick even deeper into his wife, and I whipped my own hips forward, lancing my cock into her snug rear hole faster and faster.

		“Ugh! That’s the way to fuck me,” Aubrey gasped, “really bang those big dicks into me!”

		I glanced down at Cyril, who was smiling up at me. He said, “I told you she really loves being double-penetrated; it’s one of her favorite things.”

		Smiling back at him, I put my hands on those lovely ass cheeks I was violating so lustily, to steady myself, and rutted into them even harder. Aubrey moaned and begged, “Squeeze my big titties while you fuck me.”

		Cyril reached up and captured her jiggling mounds and did just as she asked. His big hands engulfed the tips of her big breasts and he dug his fingers into their spongy softness as though he were squeezing a hard rubber exercise ball.

		His wife’s ass sheath immediately clasped around my driving cock in time with her pussy clamping down on Cyril’s prick as she shuddered and moaned, “Oh, I’m going to come soon. Your big dicks feel so good up inside me. Fuck me, fuck me hard and make me come!”

		I felt the jizz rising in my own balls as I ravaged her sleek ass. We were going to make her climax, her husband and I!

		The three of us had established a great rhythm by now, moving in concert; with her wriggling her hips just right, and the two of us men plowing our hard cocks into both of her holes at a fevered pace. I felt his cock against mine, powering into her pussy as I fucked her ass frantically.

		All at once, she threw back her head and screamed, “Oh, fuck, I’m coming…I’m coming so great!”

		Her ass fluttered around my penetrating cock and I began to cream her, wailing out my own pleasure, “Oh, take it, you hot bitch…take my come right up your ass!”

		I sensed that Cyril was the true cocksman in the room. I got the definite feeling he could have gone on fucking his wife’s cunt for a good deal longer, but he chose to go with the flow and sighed, “I’m shooting, too, my dear. Do you feel it? Do you feel my hot come jetting into that slick little pussy of yours?”

		“Yessssssssssssssss,” Aubrey hissed, still coming hard, “Oh, God, give it to me. Give me big wads of your hot spunk, both of you!”

		My balls seemed primed to grant her request. I just kept spurting into that magnificent ass of hers, flooding its tight confines with my jism.

		This was incredible. It was the kind of fantasy sex I’d always dreamed about being a part of…

		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

	
		An Interesting Lunch

		

		After taking a playful, very erotic shower together—during which Aubrey teased her husband and I with her soapy hands until we were both hard again, then proceeded to drop to her knees, wash the soap off our cocks and take turns sucking both of us, until we unloaded into her eager mouth--we dried off and Aubrey fixed us a delicious early lunch. She acted as if sucking off two men in the shower was perfectly normal.

		Maybe it was, for this voluptuous, redheaded neighbor of mine!

		We ate outside, on the patio, seated around their round table with its big, green umbrella at the center. I had slipped back into my discarded shirt and walking shorts, Aubrey had donned the robe and slippers once more, and Cyril looked relaxed and quite comfortable in a baggy luau shirt and an old pair of cargo shorts.

		Both he and I were barefoot as we sat around the table, nursing some mimosas his sexy wife had fixed for the three of us to sip while she threw together a chicken waldorf salad for lunch. I leaned back and just enjoyed the Delta breeze that wafted up the Sacramento River from the Bay area. It had yet to die down this morning, and if felt great to sit outside and bask in its cool embrace beneath the warm sunlight.

		“So, Aubrey tells me you’re in retail management?”

		I shrugged and launched into a brief description of my current position with a local chain of department stores; the six people that reported to me, and the sales staff that reported to them. My current job had been a promotion for me a year back. I had been one of the six lower managers originally, working my way through Sac State, earning my business degree in management.

		“I build things, mostly,” he explained, “strip malls, housing developments, condo complexes. I do some buying and selling, too, along with some buddies of mine. We specialize in acquiring large lots of items that we can break into smaller lots and re-sell to other, smaller wholesalers.”

		He grinned and admitted, “And I also enjoy dabbling in the stock market. I’m a real riverboat gambler when it comes to what they call ‘day-trading’. I like to think I’m pretty good at it, too.”

		Cyril took a big swallow of his mimosa, almost draining the crystal flute. He leaned forward and said in a low voice, “This year, for example, I’ve already lost three million dollars, betting on stocks.”

		My eyes widened as I contemplated those numbers. He grinned and continued, “But I’ve made just over seven million, so I’m ahead of the game so far.”

		I stared back, impressed in spite of myself. Betty and I had managed to save up about fifty grand, since our marriage a few years back. And we each had invested as much as we could spare in our retirement IRA’s.

		But thee million bucks….seven million…those were amounts my wife and I could only fantasize about! I told Cyril as much, taking a large pull from my own mimosa glass.

		“Do you and Betty ever go up to Tahoe, to maybe see a show and do a little gaming?” He asked me the question conversationally, as though he wouldn’t be surprised if we did. After all, the Lake was only ninety miles or so from us.

		“Maybe once or twice a year, as a special treat,” I replied. “We splurge and get a nice room at Harrah’s, if we can get tickets to see an act we both enjoy in the show room.”

		“Do you two gamble, while you’re there?”

		I laughed, and said, “Not much; we’re strictly quarter or nickel poker machine players, I’m afraid.”

		“What I do is essentially gambling, too, but with better odds, and for bigger amounts,” he responded. “I research a stock very carefully, before I pull the trigger and acquire it. And I like to be damn sure we can sell whatever wholesale items we’re buying, promptly and at a profit.”

		“Still, it’s a risk, or the reward wouldn’t be there,” I commented, finishing my drink.

		“Exactly; no risk, no reward,” he agreed, refilling my flute from a pitcher of mimosas that Aubrey had left in the shade of the umbrella, “that’s what it’s all about.”

		

		****

		

		The three of us sat under the umbrella and devoured the delicious salad Aubrey had made. We drank a wonderful, chilled-just-right chardonnay with it and broke apart doughy, hard-crusted French sourdough bread from some little bakery that the St. Germaine’s knew about.

		Aubrey had heated the bread in the oven before she brought it and the salads out, and the butter melted as soon as it made contact with the chewy bread. It went just right with the walnuts, tart apples wedges, and celery contained within the salads. The golden raisins gave off a sweetness that played well against the tartness and the crunchiness of the other ingredients; all of it making the big chunks of chicken breast seem even more succulent and flavorful.

		“My God, this is a great lunch,” I complimented Aubrey as I dug in to the hearty, simple, yet elegant fare. “And this wine goes with it perfectly.”

		“Cyril maintains a small cellar here, in this tiny duplex,” Aubrey replied with a smile. “You should see all of the wines he has in storage, just awaiting completion of the new house.”

		“Costing me a damned fortune,” he groused good-naturedly, “but you can’t keep vintage wine at room temperature in some warehouse. Not as hot as it gets here in the summertime.”

		“No, I don’t imagine that would do at all,” I agreed.

		Sacramento sometimes hit a hundred and ten in August, though it was only June now and rarely got into the hundreds for long this early in the summer. Still, I saw his point.

		In some windowless warehouse facility the daytime temperatures could still reach well above the century mark. It wouldn’t do to store the sort of vintages that a man who gambled with millions of dollars bought for his table at a hundred plus degrees.

		“I imagine you handle a lot of disappointed customers in your job,” he suddenly said, apropos of nothing.

		“Oh, I guess we get our share, like any retailer,” I answered off-handedly. “We believe in keeping them happy. We even go so far as to give cash refunds on stuff they couldn’t have possibly bought in our location, all in the name of customer service.”

		“Tell me, do you have any say in hiring personnel for the departments that report to you?” He cannily asked me the question after thinking about my last answer for long moments.

		“Well, nothing like total control, which is what I’d really want, if I had my druthers,” I admitted. “But I am an important part in the interview process. And I make it a practice to extend the offers personally to those chosen. I feel it’s important, if a person is going to work for me, to be formally hired by me.”

		“Good thinking,” Cyril said admiringly, nodding his head, “creates more of a bond between the two of you.”

		I agreed, “That’s what I believe. I had to work to convince the store manager, but I got my way in the end.”

		We finished up the lunch and the wine. He was smiling at me as he said, “You’re a bright young man, Walt. I like you a great deal.”

		The silence that followed that statement seemed to drag on forever. I cleared my throat and said, “Well, I really should be getting back next door. Thanks for the exceptional lunch, and…uh…everything.”

		“Nonsense,” Cyril said, grinning. “I think Aubrey would be very disappointed if you didn’t spend at least part of the afternoon in bed with her.”

		He looked over at his stunning wife and asked, “Isn’t that so, pet?”

		She merely smiled at him and nodded that she would. He looked back at me as he stood up from the table and said, “I have to get back to the office. Duty calls; I have a two o’clock meeting with some real estate people about a parcel of land up in Auburn I’m considering building a strip mall on, and a four o’clock appointment with a couple of my partners to talk further about buying several rail cars full of electronics from Japan.”

		Clapping me on the back, he said, “You two have fun this afternoon.”

		He looked over at Aubrey again and added, “But not too much fun. We are scheduled to get together with the Smiths at their fund raiser at seven tonight. I’ll be coming home to change into a suit and tie at six-thirty, sharp. Be ready.”

		“I will make it a point to be, dear,” she smiled up at him.

		She reached over and patted me on the left cheek with her right palm, assuring Cyril that, “I don’t think it will take past four this afternoon the wear poor Walt out. That will give me plenty of time to shower again and get ready for tonight’s cocktail party.”

		He laughed and clapped me on the back again jovially. “I don’t imagine it will, if you put your mind to it, Audrey.”

		

		****

		

		It turned out that they were oh, so right about that. By three-thirty, I had orgasmed twice more, and I was dragging.

		Aubrey proved to be the epitome of unbridled lust in bed! The woman was insatiable in the sack, and I was beginning to get an idea why Cyril didn’t mind sharing her with other guys. It was probably out of self-preservation!

		“Oh, oh, no more today, please, Aubrey,” I panted, placing my palm squarely against her forehead, stopping her in mid-suck.

		She let my limp cock slip from her lips and flashed me that naughty grin of hers. Coming back up the bed to cuddle next to me, she whispered, “Are you done already, cowboy? Are you sure you don’t want a nice blowjob for the road?”

		I thought about Betty getting home at five-thirty this evening--this being a non-gym day, she would be driving straight home from work at five—and shook my head. If my little wife was horny tonight…God help me, especially if I succumbed to temptation and allowed Aubrey to suck me off before I staggered back home!

		“N-No, how about a rain check until next time,” I stammered reluctantly.

		I thought about that for a moment and rushed to add, “If there is to be a next time, that is. I don’t mean to presume…”

		Aubrey’s bell-like laughter trilled through the bedroom. She shook her long mane of titan-colored tresses and said in that low, somewhat raspy voice of hers, “Of course there’s going to be a next time, you dear man.”

		She climbed up onto my chest and rested her spectacular tits against me, staring down at my face with those incredible green eyes. Aubrey murmured, “Cyril totally approves of you, and I find your company delightful.”

		I was both relieved and troubled to hear that. Relieved because I wanted more of Aubrey’s brand of fun and complete debauchery in bed; troubled because I knew, deep down inside that continuing this could eventually cost me my happy marriage.

		“I think he likes you so much he’s going to offer you a job,” she went on to add, her eyes twinkling with gaiety.

		“A job…what makes you think that?”

		“All of those questions he asked you at lunch,” she answered easily, as if she were very sure of herself in this matter, “do you have much to do with hiring …how much budgetary responsibility do you have?”

		My head spun at the notion that Cyril St. Germaine would consider hiring me as a part of his growing business empire. In what capacity, I wondered? What would such a position entail? What would it pay?

		“I hope he’s going to fire that awful Brett, and hire you for his job,” Aubrey said, dreamily. “You’d be so much better at it than he is.”

		Her gorgeous face was pinched, as though she had just smelled something particularly foul. She went on to say, “He has no people skills, and simply all of Cyril’s employees despise him.”

		She smiled down at me happily and added, “We would have ever so much fun, if you came to work for Cyril. We could fuck all of the time.”

		I laughed and shook my head, saying, “Wouldn’t that be a sure way to get unemployed, fast; sleeping with the owner’s wife?”

		“No, not if Cyril likes you,” Aubrey assured me. “Half the time, he’d probably want to join in the fun, like he did today.”

		Her face assumed a wise look as she said, “The other half of the time, we’d be on our own. Cyril has his own little…diversions to pursue--which is quite alright with me; provided I am allowed to pursue mine as well, unencumbered, so to speak.”

		She reached for my flaccid cock and smiled at me…

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

		Foursome

		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

	
		Getting Together

		

		“Are you sure he’s coming today?” Betty asked Aubrey, pouting just a bit. “He’s late. It’s nearly noon already.”

		The voluptuous redhead slid across the satin sheets to hold her lover close as she purred assurances into her ear, “He’ll be here. He probably got held up somewhere.”

		Smiling, she cupped Betty’s big right breast and said softly, “You think Cyril would miss a chance to play with these two beauties?”

		She released the big, round globe of tit and instead slid her hand downward, to glide a middle finger into Betty’s very wet pussy. Slowly, sensually, her eyes never leaving her lover’s, Aubrey brought the glistening finger up to her mouth and daintily began to lick off the shiny lube it was now covered with and swallow it.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she sighed, “And I can’t see Cyril passing on eating this little snatch of yours right up, darling.”

		Betty smiled, stretching out in her lover’s arms. She whispered softly, “So you say…but where is he?”

		“I’m right here, pet,” Cyril’s voice said from the doorway. “Didn’t Aubrey tell you I had some business to take care of this morning?”

		Shifting onto her tummy so that she could focus on Cyril, Betty’s smile grew larger as she said, “She did…so we’ve been carrying on without you. Is that alright, lover?”

		Cyril stepped fully into the room, carrying his navy-blue blazer, tossing it onto the nearby chair and hastily unbuttoning the light blue shirt he wore beneath it. He undid his camel-colored slacks and unhitched his belt hastily was well.

		“It’s quite alright, my dear. I expected that you would.”

		He kicked off his loafers and bent down to rid himself of his socks. Standing back up, he tossed the slacks over onto the blazer and shirt and doffed his boxers.

		“Ooh, there’s that big boy I love so much!” Aubrey’s green eyes gleamed with desire as she beheld her husband’s python of a cock hanging loose and flaccid over his huge nut sac.

		“Me, too,” sighed Betty, staring with unabashed lust at his enormous manhood. “God, it’s so big…and it feels so wonderful up inside me when it’s all hard and throbbing.”

		“Let’s help it along,” suggested Aubrey, a mischievous twinkle in her green eyes, scooting down to the end of the mattress and sitting up.

		“Oh, let’s do that,” Betty quickly agreed, moving into a sitting position right next to her naked friend.

		She looked up at Cyril, who was standing just out of reach, and gave him a sexy smile, as she murmured, “Come here, darling, and let us suck it for you.”

		“Yes, we can pass it back and forth, until it’s hard,” Aubrey whispered, her eyes never leaving her husband’s slowly stiffening super-cock.

		“The one who has it in her hand, or mouth, when it gets totally hard gets the first pussy ride!” Betty’s voice was challenging, yet playful as she made her proposal.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that sounds fair to me,” Aubrey giggled. “You’re on, girlfriend.”

		Cyril moved a few steps closer, coming to a halt right in front of the pair. Betty reached out for his dick, saying, “Since I suggested this, I get first turn.”

		She didn’t even wait for Aubrey to agree. Betty simply plopped Cyril’s big cock head into her mouth and began to lick all around it as she sucked.

		Just look at her, going after Cyril’s big dick, Aubrey thought. Where is that shy girl who was too bashful to even look at it at first, a few weekends ago?

		Aubrey shook her head in wonder and watched Betty go to town on the monster dick, showering it in wet, sucking kisses, slurping at it eagerly, taking it almost as deep in her throat as she did, after years of practice. Their cute little next door neighbor was not a bit shy around her and Cyril now, kissing both of them lustfully, her tongue all over theirs as they stripped off her clothes, anxious have them use her spectacular body any way they chose.

		“No fair hogging that beautiful cock,” Aubrey said with a smile, reaching out and gently wresting it from her neighbor’s grasp and gliding tongue. “Let me show you how to stiffen up this big boy.”

		Immediately, she stuffed all of it into her mouth and throat, caressing it with her tongue as she began to suck it. The long, impeccably manicured nails of her right hand teased Cyril’s huge nut sac, their bright-red tips tickling the tender, wrinkly skin surrounding his balls as her lips moved up and down the rapidly-firming rod of flesh.

		“Oh, no you don’t!” Betty whispered, giggling as she reclaimed the nearly hard prick from her friend after another minute of the expert sucking. “I want this gigantic thing inside my pussy first today!”

		“Goodness, Cyril darling, it appears we’ve created a greedy little big-cock whore,” Aubrey said, smiling up at her husband.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was Betty’s only response as she continued to worship Cyril’s now rock-hard dick with her mouth and tongue.

		“You don’t hear me complaining,” he sighed, watching his young neighbor’s pretty face moving up and down his steely shaft.

		“Hah, I suppose not,” Aubrey laughed. “How do you want her, to start the morning off?”

		“I trust she’s already nice and juicy, my love?”

		Aubrey snickered and said, “I licked her until she came twice before you got here, love, so she’s more than ready for you. That big prick of yours should slip right in.”

		Cyril grinned back. He stopped Betty’s mouth from gliding up and down his erection by placing his right palm gently against her forehead.

		“Why don’t you get on your hands and knees, for now, dear?” His voice was soft and yet demanding.

		Betty dutifully released his cock from her nursing lips and scrambled backwards on the bed, turning over onto her tummy and pushing herself up off the mattress, positioning herself just he way Cyril wanted her. She thrust her trim little ass upward for him, and waggled it provocatively as she waited for him to penetrate her.

		“Am I wet enough for you?” She teased him, proudly displaying her sopping-wet pussy slit for his inspection.

		He kneeled his way onto the bed and moved up behind her, his super-cock waggling ahead of him. After nudging his engorged cock head up and down her weeping slit a few time, drenching it in her gushing lube, he smacked her sharply across the clit with it.

		“Ugh! Oh, fuck, put it in me!” Betty begged him, shivering from head to toe from the exquisite pain/pleasure his hardness caused against her sensitive little bud.

		“Do you want to eat Aubrey’s pussy for her, while I fuck you?” Cyril’s deep baritone voice was like a tender caress over her bare body.

		“Yesssssssss, I want to do it all…just like we always do,” she hissed, clearly imagining the illicit tableau; her mouth pressed tight against the spectacular redhead’s cunt, her tongue going wild on Aubrey’s clit as Cyril banged his horsecock into her again and again!

		Cyril’s massive cock tip split her open slowly, sinking into her flooded pussy mouth a little at a time. Betty cooed and pushed her hips backward, seeking more of the mammoth prick.

		Aubrey smiled and got onto her hands and knees. She worked her way past the lovers and flipped over onto her back, moving her hips down even with Betty’s mouth.

		“Oh, God, I love to suck your pussy while I’m getting fucked by this huge thing,” she moaned as she went down onto her elbows and pushed her face into the vee of Aubrey’s spread legs.

		The giant cock head nudged its way deeper inside of her just at that moment, followed by an inch more of the shaft. She groaned at how nice that felt, her lips going up and down Aubrey’s pink folds, her tongue lapping hungrily for more of the heated nectar that she loved so much.

		Aubrey gasped. Betty had turned into quite the little cunt-gobbler over the last few weeks--of all her girlfriends, only one or two of them were her neighbor’s equal when it came to licking Aubrey’s pussy!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, Betty, you little minx,” she sighed aloud, working her hips up against her lover’s magical mouth. “You suck my clit so wonderfully….and that naughty tongue of yours never stops moving.”

		Betty gurgled with pleasure and swallowed another mouthful of Aubrey’s delicious pussy oil. Cyril was all the way inside her now, buried up to those heavy nuts of his.

		“Jesus, this girl has a great pussy,” Cyril commented as he withdrew his lengthy tool almost all the way before plunging it back into Betty’s almost liquid depths once more. “So tight and slick, so hot and clingy…she’s a marvelous fuck.”

		Aubrey smiled up at her rutting husband. She twisted her own very erect nipples and sighed, “She can really eat a cunt, too, especially while you’re fucking her so magnificently, darling.”

		Betty murmured out her joy at their praise and redoubled her efforts. She was eagerly hunching her ass back onto Cyril’s gliding prick, and her mouth was flying over Aubrey’s pussy mouth; licking, sucking, teasing the tiny bud of the redhead’s clit with her playful tongue tip.

		For long moments, the only sound in the room was the steady slap of Cyril’s powerful thighs against Betty’s ass as he drilled his big cock in and out of her relentlessly, and the slurping, smacking noise of her gobbling Aubrey’s slippery pussy lips. The three of them moved as one entity, bonded by their mutual lust for one another.

		Before long, Aubrey was mewling and cooing; her fingers leaving her own tits to grab at Betty’s long auburn locks, drawing her head in even closer. The red-haired temptress moaned loudly. She was going to orgasm soon…hard, on her friend’s gliding tongue and sucking lips!

		“Oh, Betty, baby, you lick me so sweetly,” she gasped, poised on the edge of another huge climax. “Suck it. Suck my hot pussy and swallow my come!”

		Betty burbled her delight into that spasming pussy and started to come herself as Cyril power-fucked his enormous cock into her. She whimpered and shook, keeping her mouth glued to Aubrey’s cunt, gulping down the hot spend excitedly.

		“You two little wildcats are such fun to play with,” Cyril murmured, watching his wife and her lover get off together; his prick never missing a downward thrust into Betty’s clasping pussy. “You come so beautifully with each other.”

		He kept on fucking Betty until the last little tremor of ecstasy had reverberated through both women. Then he eased his still-hard dick out of her very satisfied quim and asked Aubrey, “Where and how would you like your first dose of cock this morning, darling?”

		Audrey motioned for her husband to move forward as Betty slid out of the way. She smiled coyly up at him and said, “Shove it right in this overflowing pussy of mine and fuck me just like you did her, while she sits on my face. That way I can return the favor—I’ll eat her until she comes in my mouth.”

		“Oh, God, that sounds so hot,” Betty whispered excitedly, staring up at them.

		“You never get tired,” Aubrey said, shaking her head, “you always want more, don’t you, Betty, dear?”

		“I do,” Betty admitted, getting up onto her knees and throwing a leg eagerly over Aubrey’s head. “I just can’t seem to get enough of you two!”

		Cyril thrust his hard cock into his wife’s quim until he bottomed out, his nuts resting against her ass cheeks. Betty looked down at the fully-sheathed prick and sighed.

		“I want it again, as soon as you finish fucking her,” she admitted, eyeing the buried cock hungrily. “I know you just made me come like crazy, but I want it again!”

		“And you shall have it,” Cyril promised, taking Betty in his arms, kissing her, his tongue sliding into her willing mouth as she lowered her own dripping lips onto Aubrey’s face.

		Jesus, but she’s a hot one, Aubrey thought as she began to lick and suck at the glistening pink female flesh while Cyril began to fuck her in earnest. Our little Betty has turned out to be quite the hot-pantsed slut, just as her husband has blossomed into a fantastic cocksman. Now all we have to do is let them know how much we enjoy playing with both of them. It will be oh, so much fun—with all four of us getting it on at the same time. And it’s my sense that they can handle it just fine, if we bring them along slowly, and do this right!

		

		

		Chapter eighteen

		

	
		Big Changes

		

		“Do your really think all four of us getting together for dinner is such a good idea,” Walt asked Cyril and his wife, “I mean, in view of our little…threesome arrangement?

		All three of them were nude, in the St. Germaine’s big bed. It was noon on a Thursday, one of Walt’s normal days off from work and the trio had been going at it since about ten-thirty.

		Walt and Aubrey had started at nine; just the two of them, and Cyril had slipped away from the office to join them. They had fucked Aubrey together and separately, Walt taking her ass, with Cyril banging her pussy until she had come, screaming.

		She had blown them both, after a long, sensual wash-up in the shower together, and then they had traded off screwing her until they had both pumped big loads of come up her pussy again. Now they were taking a breather before lunch, and Cyril had just surprised Walt by extending a dinner invitation for Sunday night. It was one of Walt’s “early” nights this week, since the store closed at six on Sundays.

		“Oh, you can depend on us to be the very soul of discretion around Betty,” Cyril assured him.

		“Yes, darling, neither of us would ever dream of letting the cat out of the bag, as far as our somewhat unique…relationship goes,” Aubrey rushed to add. “We enjoy our little…peccadilloes with you too much to let that happen.”

		“What she means by that is you’re one of her favorite ass-men, when she’s being double-fucked,” Cyril chuckled, “and God knows, she’d hate to lose you!”

		“Now, darling, there’s no need to be crude about it,” Aubrey upbraided her husband with mock sternness.

		Walt couldn’t help but laugh. He said, “You sound like the old Betty, before she loosened up. She was always jumping me about my language.”

		“You’re right,” Aubrey said, turning to Walt.

		She looked at her husband and added, “Betty seems to be much more…relaxed about such things lately. I wonder why that is?”

		The St. Germaines laughed and Walt joined in, plainly not getting the inside joke but chuckling along as if he did…

		

		****

		

		They had dinner Sunday night at The Firehouse restaurant in Old Sacramento, sitting in the same circular booth in the main dining room that the St. Germaines had sat in so many times before. All of the wait staff and the bartender knew Audrey and Cyril quite well, of course, since the couple had dined there a few times a month for years now and made it a practice to tip extravagantly for the superior level of service they always enjoyed.

		The building which housed The Firehouse in Old Sacramento had, indeed, once been an actual firehouse, back in the 1800’s. But now it served as the site of one of the most expensive and lavish restaurant in the state’s capitol city. Walt and Betty disclosed-- as the four of them sat down to dinner--that they had dined here once before, to celebrate a wedding anniversary but, even though the meal and the ambience had been outstanding, the cost of that celebratory dinner had been so steep that it had discouraged any return visits.

		Tonight, since they were the guests of the St. Germaines, such mundane financial concerns clearly didn’t apply. The two couples had driven up in front of the restaurant at seven-fifteen, pulling to a stop in the valet parking area, in Cyril’s new black Mercedes-Mayback S Class sedan. The sleek automobile was so elegant that it obviously impressed even the jaded valet driver as he slid behind the walnut wood-trimmed wheel.

		Walt was dressed in one of his nicest business suits, a rep tie, and a white shirt—having come directly home from work. Betty wore her most expensive evening dress and a new pair of black high heels, purchased at the store just for tonight.

		Cyril had on an elegant black cashmere blazer that had probably cost more than the price of Betty’s dress and shoes, plus Walt’s suit, added together. A pair of grey slacks and black loafers, worn without socks, completed his wardrobe choices for the evening.

		Aubrey was dazzling, as usual, in a backless, strapless stunner of a dress that was spun gold in color and which appeared to be held in place by force of will alone. Her shoes were by Manolo Blahnik; a pair of gold ankle-strap sandals that went perfectly with her dress.

		Once inside the posh restaurant, ensconced in their booth, they all ordered cocktails. Upon their rapid arrival after placing the order, Cyril offered a toast, “Here’s to Walt and Betty, our tenants as well as our two new friends.”

		The foursome clicked rims and drank. Then Cyril looked cannily over at Walt and said, “I asked you two here tonight because I’ve decided to replace Brett Ambrose, my executive assistant and I want you to interview for the job, Walt.”

		Betty looked even more stunned at this news than her husband, protesting “But…but you two barely know each other! What makes you think Walt could do that job? I mean, after all, he’s in retail and you’re in—from what I gather—a great many things, construction, wholesaling, buying and reselling, stocks.”

		“Oh, the two of us have talked a bit on his days off,” Cyril explained smoothly. “I sometimes pop home for lunch and run into Walt. We have had some in-depth discussions and I’ve come away quite impressed with your man’s business acumen.”

		Looking suddenly very nervous, Betty inquired, “What else do you talk about, during those lunches?”

		“Oh, this and that; technical management stuff mostly,” Cyril answered smoothly, clearly hoping to deflect her fears about his revealing the illicit relationship she enjoyed with Cyril and Aubrey.

		He looked over at Walt once again and smiled, “This young man of yours has quite a head on his shoulders. Plus, he’s very personable. People like him…I like him.”

		Aubrey drank some more of her cocktail and commented sourly, “You’d never hear anyone say that about Brett, darling. He’s universally hated by your employees. They all despise him; his pettiness, and that nasty tongue of his.”

		Cyril smiled patiently at his wife and said, “Well, let’s face it; Brett can be pretty abrasive at times. He’s a good numbers man, but his people skills do leave something to be desired.”

		There was silence around the table. Betty looked at her husband and he stared back at her.

		“What are you going to do with dear Brett?” Aubrey asked Cyril at last.

		“Oh, we’re starting that new project down in southern California in late summer, or early fall,” he answered. “I thought I’d see if he wanted to run that for us.”

		Aubrey laughed and shook her head. She snorted and said dismissively, “He’ll never agree to that. It would be a demotion for him and you know it. He’ll quit, rather than take the pay cut, not to mention the loss in power within the organization.”

		She started to take another sip of her drink, then shot a glance at Cyril. She asked in a low voice, “You’re not contemplating leaving him at his present salary to act as a damned project manager, are you, darling?”

		Cyril’s eyes averted his eyes. He took a long time to answer his wife, saying at last, “No, I guess not.”

		The waiter came by just then to ask if they needed more time before ordering. Cyril sent him on his way with a hand gesture, after requesting another round of drinks.

		“Uh, I guess I should ask,” Walt said hesitantly, “just how much does this job pay, anyway.”

		“I believe Brett’s current salary is right at a quarter million a year, plus perks and bonuses,” Cyril answered, opening the menu.

		Walt nearly choked on his cocktail as he drained the last of it. His present salary was right at seventy-five thousand, including perks and bonuses!

		“What…that’s not enough?” Cyril asked as he looked up from the menu at the coughing, gasping-for-breath Walt.

		“No, no, that’s more than enough to interest me,” he assured Cyril, wiping the tears his coughing jag had triggered from his eyes with the napkin.

		His boss, the general manager of the department store, only brought home a hundred and twenty-five grand, in a good year. This was the opportunity of a lifetime, and Walt’s earnest face reflected that he knew it!

		

		****

		

		“You have to be ready to make your move at moment’s notice,” Cyril explained enthusiastically, as he cut into his perfect filet mignon. “Time--when you wheel and deal on a global basis--has no real meaning. You might work until two in the morning one night and be home at one in the afternoon the next day--after the deal is either done or has blown up and gone away.”

		He glanced up at Walt and shrugged. Taking a bite of steak, he chewed it carefully, washing it down with a bit of vintage cabernet before adding, “Of course, you get a few days off, after a particularly grueling go-round, along with a nice cash bonus, after a positive outcome.”

		Walt looked at him quizzically. Cyril grinned at him and said, “I make money, you make money. It’s as simple as that. The thing you have to know is, I usually make a lot of it…so you will, too; if I decide to hire you…that is.”

		Cyril flashed Walt a devilish little smile and forked another piece of the filet into his mouth. He shrugged as he chewed and swallowed, continuing, “I haven’t made up my mind about that as of yet.”

		His smile broadened as he added, “I’m leaning that way, though. I can tell you that much.”

		He looked over at Betty and said, “How about you, gorgeous, do you think you could adjust to the radical changes in your current lifestyle that my hiring Walt would no doubt bring…the long hours…the travel…the vast increase in yearly compensation?”

		Betty sipped her own wine and returned the smile, though she seemed a little nervous at the idea of Walt getting so close to Cyril. She replied, “I think I could manage. If you decide Walt is right for the job, that is.”

		Aubrey said brightly, looking at Betty, “If Cyril does hire Walt—and I think he definitely should—you simply must give up that dreadful job at the tire plant, darling. You two will have plenty of money; much more than the both of you make together now.”

		The tall redhead’s smile deepened, “Life is too short for you to labor amongst a bunch of knuckle-dragging apes, just for money.”

		Betty grinned and shocked everyone at the table when she replied, “Oh, I don’t know…some of them are pretty cute, actually; big muscles and great bodies, beneath all of that grime.”

		Aubrey threw back her head and giggled. Cyril smiled uncertainly at this unexpected side of the usually prim and proper Betty. Walt, for his part, looked utterly stunned by his wife’s statement.

		He gasped, “But you’re always saying how uncouth they are; how unbelievably crass and brazen they can be when they come into the office and try to flirt with you. I can’t count the nights I’ve listened to you rant and rave about how cocky some of them are; how forward they can be.”

		Betty had imbibed two before dinner cocktails since their arrival at the posh restaurant, in addition to at least one glass of a different wine with every course. Some of the wines had been listed at well over a hundred dollars per bottle, and she had told them that it would be a sin not to at least taste it, now that she had the opportunity to do so, thanks to the St. Germaine’s largess!

		As a result, her eyes were somewhat glassy from all of the alcohol she had consumed this evening. But they also shone with an impish quality as she shrugged and took another sip of the excellent cabernet was currently drinking before answering simply, “Oh, they were, alright. But sometimes a girl doesn’t mind being the object of a really hot young guy’s…lustful fantasies.”

		Again, Aubrey just laughed and shook her head in admiration at her young friend’s candidness. Cyril nodded sagely, and took another sip of his own wine. Walt sat back in the booth and stared at the girl he had married in amazement.

		She began to giggle herself, realizing from the look on her husband’s shocked face just how much the sudden admission that she had long-suppressed, baser thoughts about her buffed, crude young co-workers from time to time surprised him. Betty took another big gulp of wine and told Walt, “Well, I’m not carved out of granite, darling. And some of those young guys are really hot-looking!”

		Straightening up in the booth, she added demurely, “After all, it’s not like I did anything about it. I didn’t let any of them touch me.”

		A sexy smile crept onto her face as she whispered, “I saved all of my pent-up excitement for you, darling. And I didn’t hear you complaining.”

		All four of them laughed at this straightforward admission; Walt somewhat sheepishly. The aura of lightheartedness that had permeated the evening thus far seemed to return to the table amid the laughter.

		Cyril had ordered yet another bottle of the cabernet, which cost over two hundred dollars a bottle, and the wine steward poured another glassful for all four of them as they finished off their entrees.

		As the dessert menus were being studied, Aubrey suggested a trip to the ladies’ room. Having ordered a crème brulee for herself, she waited as Betty requested a Kahlua dark pave before scooting out of the booth.

		Cyril went with a simple butterscotch pudding and Walt joined his wife in ordering the Kahlua pave. Studying the desert wines, Cyril finally decided on 1949 vintage Domaines Terroirs Du Grand Cru for each of them.

		Turning from the wine steward, Cyril raised the glass containing the last of his cabernet to Walt and said, toasting, “I’ve decided. You have the job if you want it.”

		Walt again looked shocked. He twisted nervously in his seat before stammering, “W-When would I have to let you know?”

		“Right now, of course,” Cyril replied, flashing him a shark-like grin. “I don’t need any namby-pamby wimps in my organization. I want to surround myself with guys who can reach a good decision instantly, and run with it.”

		Walt took a deep breath and answered firmly, “Okay, then I accept your offer. When do I start?”

		Cyril slapped him on the back and clicked rims with him before saying, “As soon as you want. Tell the powers that be at that store you work for that you’re giving notice as of tomorrow.”

		The two men nodded at one another and finished their wine.

		

		****

		

		“God, I’m so worried,” Betty said to Aubrey as they primped in front of the mirror in the deserted women’s bathroom. “If Walt is offered that plumb job by Cyril and he takes it, we’ll all become closer. In light of our current…situation--that could become sort of awkward.”

		Before Aubrey could say anything in response to her friend’s concerns, Betty plunged ahead to add, “But its so much money! I want Walt to take the job; and yet, if he does…”

		Her apprehensive-sounding voice trailed off. She looked over at Aubrey for reassurance.

		“This whole thing would be easier if we could just all lay our cards on the table,” was Aubrey’s somewhat disconcerting response.

		“Jesus--that might mean the end of our marriage!” Betty gasped. “I sure don’t want that to happen!”

		She turned and looked at her friend panic flashing in her eyes. Aubrey smiled.

		“I don’t either, and I’m sure Cyril would agree with me,” she told Betty with a little pat on her shoulders. “Don’t worry; we’ll be careful around Walt, if he comes aboard with Cyril. You’re both very important to us, trust me.”

		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

	
		Laying All The Cards On The Table

		

		When the two women returned to the table, the desserts had arrived, along with the dessert wine. Beaming at them after they had reseated themselves, Cyril held up a glassful of the new glass and toasted Walt, saying, “Ladies, I’d like you to join me in saluting my new executive assistant, vice-president, and right hand man, Mr. Walter Harmon!”

		Betty’s jaw dropped open. She whispered to her husband, half in anger, “You took the job…without even consulting me? Shouldn’t we have at least talked about something so important, before you just went ahead and did it?

		Cyril grinned at her and said, “You can blame me for that, Betty, dear. I pushed Walt for an on-the-spot decision, to prove to me that he has the cojones to handle this job, and he responded.”

		Betty took a moment to think about that. They could almost see her mind working as she mulled over what had happened so quickly.

		At last, she smiled hesitantly and said to Walt, “Well, I’m glad…I guess, that you are so decisive. I did want you to take the job…but, goodness, it all happened so quickly!”

		Walt smiled at her, obviously relieved. He said, “Well, Cyril made clear that he had no room in his organization for wimps. I didn’t want to appear to be some wishy-washy guy who couldn’t make up his mind quickly. So I decided.”

		The four of them sat around the booth smiling after that, eating their scrumptious deserts and drinking the wine. When they were done, Cyril called for the check, added a very generous tip, and led them out to collect the car from the valet.

		“You must join us over at our place when we get home, for some celebratory champagne,” he told Betty and Walt as they waited for the car to be brought round.

		“Well, it is after nine, and I do have to work tomorrow,” Betty said somewhat hesitantly, looking at her watch. “But this has been a marvelous night so far, and I think we should celebrate Walt’s new job.”

		“Good, then it’s settled,” Aubrey spoke up as the car came into view. “Besides, if we party too late, you can always call in sick. I still think you should quit that boring job down at the tire plant anyway. And taking one day of sick leave is hardly a crime.”

		“Well, we’ll see,” Betty said uncertainly.

		

		****

		

		Cyril swung up onto I-5 a few blocks away from Old Sacramento, and followed it to its nearby connection with Interstate 80. He quickly took the off ramp leading to Business 80 and out of town to the suburbs where they lived.

		In a little over twenty minutes, they were pulling into the St. Germaine’s driveway. The two couples entered the side of the duplex occupied by Cyril and Aubrey and Cyril went into the kitchen as everyone got comfortable in the living room.

		Aubrey joined him for a brief moment, helping him find the crystal champagne flutes in one of the cupboards as he got out a special vintage of champagne he had been saving for a special occasion and quickly iced it down. She leaned in close to him as she put the four flutes on the counter and he twirled the bottle in the ice bucket filled with ice and cold water to chill it rapidly.

		“You know what would make this evening perfect, don’t you?” She whispered the words to her husband, her green eyes dancing with wicked fun.

		“I know quite will what that would be, pet,” he assured her, bent over his task. “But we mustn’t rush them. Let’s just see how the evening develops. Our beloved Betty is hot little number, once she gets going, and I sense she wants to play tonight.”

		“Me, too,” agreed his wife, “and I bet that cocksman of a husband of hers wouldn’t say ‘no’ to a little fun either, if the situation were right.”

		Cyril considered that as he turned the champagne. He nodded agreement as he said, “If only they were to loosen up a little, we could have a real party tonight, to celebrate Walt’s accepting my offer.”

		The libertine couple just smiled and stood looking at one another for long moments, contemplating such an evening’s romp. At last Aubrey suggested, “Well, let’s just play it by ear and see what develops.”

		

		****

		

		They sat in the St. Germaine living room, drinking the excellent chilled champagne, toasting Walt’s new job. When added to the cocktails at the restaurant before dinner, and the many bottles of wine they had consumed with the lush meal, the quartet was feeling more than a little drunk.

		The unreal quality of Walt’s sudden new wealth—at least a quarter of million dollars a year, just in salary—plus the sexual tie each of the Harmons shared with Aubrey and Cyril, added an undercurrent of excitement to the atmosphere in the room. There was a feeling that simply anything might happen tonight!

		“Let me open another bottle of champagne,” Cyril suggested. “We’re not done celebrating my new vice-president yet!”

		“Oh, I don’t know,” Betty sighed, finishing her flute just then and setting it on the coffee table in front of her. “I still have to get up early and go into work tomorrow.”

		“Nonsense, it’s only just past ten,” Aubrey said with a smile. “Besides, this is very special occasion. You can always call in sick, as I suggested earlier.”

		Betty looked torn by her desire to stay and drink champagne and laugh with her two secret lovers, and her reluctance to call in sick when she wasn’t. Aubrey knew her friend had been a very moral girl--before meeting her and Cyril that is--and she was wrestling with her conscience.

		“What’s missing one day of work at that awful tire plant?” She asked the question, scooting closer to Betty on the couch they both sat on.

		“Well, it’s just that I hate to call in sick when I’m not,” Betty responded primly. “I don’t think I’ve done that even once, since I started working there.”

		“Well, there’s a first time for everything,” Cyril assured her.

		He looked over at Walt. “Want to help me with the champagne?”

		“Sure,” replied Walt, getting to his feet along with Cyril, “I’d be glad to.”

		As soon as the two men disappeared into the kitchen, Aubrey whispered urgently to Betty, “Kiss me. I’m dying to make out with you a little.”

		Betty reacted as if the stunning redhead had tasered her. She shivered on the couch and whispered back emphatically, “We can’t—they’re just in the next room!”

		“It takes something like ten full minutes to ice down a bottle of warm champagne,” Aubrey replied, her voice mischievous and full of naughtiness, leaning close to Betty. “We have plenty time for a little kiss or two.”

		Betty wavered. The look on her face said she clearly wanted to do this, but she was too scared to proceed.

		Aubrey decided for her. Boldly, the brassy red-haired seductress leaned over just a bit further and kissed her.

		Sighing, Betty immediately opened her mouth for the tongue she was expecting. She wasn’t disappointed; Aubrey’s slithery, lively, little tongue was caressing hers within moments, sending both their heart rates soaring.

		Betty ran her fingers through Aubrey’s titan strands of hair and moaned, her nipples going stiff beneath the filmy bra she wore. Aubrey could feel them against her own chest through the gold dress she wore…

		

		****

		

		“You know, Walt, old man,” Cyril was saying as he spun the champagne within the ice bucket, “Aubrey and your wife have become quite…close in the last few weeks.”

		“I know,” Walt replied, sipping the last of his champagne, “Betty mentions her quite a bit. It’s really amazing, when you think about it.”

		“Oh, how do you mean?”

		“Well, Betty was dead set against the both of you when you first moved in.”

		He was obviously feeling all of the alcohol he had taken in thus far as he leaned closer to Cyril and confided, “I hate to admit this, but we were watching from one of our upstairs bedrooms, that Friday night when you hosted the party. We…uh….saw you two out on the patio, along with a few of your guests; and Betty was quite incensed to have such…behavior, occurring right next door to us, at first.”

		Cyril laughed. “I know. Betty mentioned it to Aubrey, and she in turn told me.”

		He never stopped spinning the champagne bottle. Grinning, he turned to Walt and added, “What can I say? We’re swingers. You know that as well as I do, my friend; we’ve fucked Aubrey together often enough, after all.”

		Walt chuckled a bit nervously before answering, “Well, yeah, we have. But Betty isn’t as liberal-minded as I am. She’s gotten better, since the two of you moved in here, but she’s still Betty.”

		Cyril cocked his ear toward the front room. There was no talking, no laughing now in the living room.

		He winked at Walt conspiratorially and nodded toward the doorway leading into the other room, before saying, “Oh, I think Betty has evolved more than you give her credit for. Just stick your head around the corner quietly and peek into the living room, if you don’t think so, and tell me what you see.”

		Puzzled by Cyril’s strange, challenging request, Walt did just that. His mouth dropped open as he did so, in utter surprise.

		Betty was still on the couch, next to Aubrey. But she was turned away from the doorway and bent over.

		Aubrey’s head was leaned back against the couch, her eyes at half mast; her fingers stroking Betty’s auburn hair contentedly, as Betty went eagerly from breast to breast, kissing and licking at the other woman’s naked tits. She paused only to suck hungrily at one of the up-raised pink nipples before moving on to the other one.

		Walt watched, amazed, for long moments. Aubrey seemed to notice him, finally, spying on them. She merely smiled triumphantly and flashed the on-looking husband a sly wink.

		Clearly flabbergasted, Walt jerked his head back into the kitchen and stared at Cyril, who was still fiddling with the ice bucket. He tried to speak, but found he couldn’t.

		Finally, Cyril asked in a casual whisper, “Are the two of them going at it?”

		Walt took long seconds to process this revelation. He looked over at Cyril even more intently and croaked, “You knew?”

		“Of course,” Cyril admitted, “Aubrey and I have no secrets from one another. Your little Betty loves to suck Aubrey’s sweet breasts and pussy as much as you do, old man.”

		Walt looked for a moment as if he was going to fall over from shock. He reached out for the expensive granite countertop to steady himself.

		Cyril stopped twirling the champagne bottle. He extracted it from the watery ice bucket and smoothly popped the cork, filling Walt’s empty flute and handing it to him.

		Gratefully, Walt tipped it back and drank. When he had finished, Cyril refilled it and said quietly, “I returned from playing golf one Sunday afternoon weeks ago and found the two of them in bed, upstairs, in the master bedroom. I joined them.”

		“I’m a bit reluctant to tell you this, Walt, but our little Betty now enjoys my big cock as much as you enjoy my wife’s pussy, ass, and mouth. It’s been Betty on the weekends, and you during the work week, for over a month now.”

		A whole gamut of emotions played across Walt’s face in the next few seconds as he thought about what his new boss had just shared with him; rage, betrayal, shock, and…finally, lust. He drank some more champagne and murmured, “Does she suck that huge prick of yours?”

		“Almost as well as Aubrey,” Cyril raised his glass and clicked rims with his new employee.

		The two men grinned at one another. At last, Walt volunteered, “God, I’d love to see that.”

		Cyril put his arm around the other man’s shoulders, gave him a brotherly hug, and downed the rest of the champagne in his flute. He steered Walt into the living room, using is free hand to gather up the open bottle and his own glass.

		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

	
		Foursome

		

		Betty was so into sucking and licking Aubrey’s spectacular set of tits, she didn’t notice her husband and Cyril watching for a few seconds. Then, as if an alarm had gone off in her mind, she snapped her head around to look at them over her shoulder.

		For long moment, nobody moved. Betty’s eyes went wide and she stammered guiltily, “Darling…Walt…I can explain…”

		He gave her stern look, just to scare her even further, and then broke out into big smile, saying, “Cyril already did.”

		Betty clearly didn’t know how to react to the fact her “hidden life” had suddenly been exposed. She swallowed hard and waited.

		Cyril saved her. He clapped Walt on the back and urged him, “Tell her what you told me in the kitchen, when I filled you in on what a little hottie you were married to.”

		Walt pretended not to understand for a moment. Then he turned back to Betty and said in a low voice, “I told Cyril I’d like to see you suck his huge cock, Bets. I’d like to see him fuck you with it.”

		Betty looked aghast. She blushed from head to toe, her face and neck turning a deep crimson.

		Aubrey was, of course, not embarrassed at all by this revelation. She twisted out from underneath Betty and pushed her big tits back into the bodice of her gold dress as she stood up.

		“Come on, Betty, love,” she said to her friend, holding out her right hand to help Betty off the couch. “Let’s all go upstairs, to the bedroom, and get naked together. Let’s do this right.”

		

		****

		

		“You’re sure you’re alright with this?” Betty asked her husband shyly, standing beside the St. Germaine’s big bed with him.

		They were both naked, as were Cyril and Aubrey. Walt smiled and took her hand and placed it around his swollen-to-attention dick.

		“Does this look like I’m angry with you?”

		She looked down at the hard rod of male flesh she was holding and giggled nervously. A faint blush began to spread across her chest and up her neck and onto her face.

		“No, it looks like you’re excited, darling.”

		“I’m about the get even more excited, the way it looks.”

		He nodded towards Cyril, who was moving around the bed with Aubrey, his horsecock at the ready. Betty smiled tentatively and then looked up at her husband.

		“Should I really? Should I really…suck it, right in front of you?” Her voice was soft and hesitant, but there was a teasing quality to it.

		Walt’s dick jerked in her fist. He grinned at her and said, “That’s what this is all about, isn’t it, love?”

		He urged her forward with his eyes. Bashfully, she released Walt’s cock and fisted Cyril’s instead.

		“Oh, God, this is so wild!”

		Betty’s voice was but a whisper; an excited whisper. She sat down on the edge of the bed and drew Cyril closer by tugging gently on his massive hard on.

		As Walt watched, she flicked her tongue out and began to lick the bulbous head. Walt groaned and she stopped immediately.

		“Is it…okay?” She asked the question fearfully, as though she was still worried that Walt might be offended by her wanton actions.

		He grinned at her reassuringly and said, “God, yes, lick it…suck it—I want to see you do it!”

		A slightly tipsy Betty seemed to lose all inhibitions at that point. She leaned forward and bathed Cyril’s whopper of a dick completely in a thick coat of her spittle; her tongue roving all over the massive head, down the shaft, and even onto his huge nut sac.

		Walt let out a sigh and his cock went as stiff as a fireplace poker as he watched his formerly prim and proper wife worship his new boss’s horsecock with her tongue. Betty glanced over at him at the sound of his sigh--as if she was again making sure he was okay with what she was doing—and saw that her lewd actions had made him fully hard.

		She let out a naughty giggle and pushed Cyril’s big cock head in between her lips and slowly enveloped it while Walt watched. Making sure he saw her tongue swirling around and around the head and shaft, she slowly swallowed most of the mighty prick.

		“Jesus,” Walt muttered under his breath, “I thought only Aubrey could deep-throat that monster!”

		The redhead moved over next to Walt and boldly took his prick in hand as they watched Betty blowing Cyril enthusiastically. Betty started when she saw how familiar, how at ease Aubrey was around a fully naked Walt.

		But she recovered quickly, and her next pass down the mammoth cock she ate every last inch of it, her lips coming to rest against the base of the towering pole of flesh. The knob of Cyril’s cock head made an obscene bulge in Betty’s neck.

		“Goddamn,” Walt breathed, plainly amazed at his wife’s cocksucking prowess.

		“She’s very good, a quick study,” Aubrey said admiringly. “It took me quite a while to learn to swallow it all, the way she’s doing now.”

		Betty was moaning softly, her head moving up and down the impressive shaft as smoothly as the piston in a car engine. Her gag reflex had been conquered and her tongue never stopped moving, caressing, as her lips sucked at the hard flesh.

		“Fuck, but that looks…hot!” Walt murmured as he watched his wife do what Aubrey had done so many times.

		“Do you want a blowjob, too, darling?” The sultry redhead whispered the invitation in his ear, before dropping to her knees and moving around in front of him.

		“Uhhhhhhhh!” Walt groaned as her woman’s velvety-soft lips engulfed him fully the first time Aubrey bobbed her head toward his groin.

		He stood, as if rooted to the carpet, as Aubrey sucked his cock while he watched his own wife suck Cyril’s. Betty’s eyes were tearing, from swallowing the whole unbelievably long, thick staff, causing her mascara to run—two tiny lines of black appeared at the corners of both eyes and moved slowly down her cheeks—but it was as if she was in the zone. She kept on sucking and licking. The room was filled with the sound of female lips gobbling male cock, and the soft sighs of the lucky men who were enjoying the tug of silky lips gliding up and down their engorged manhood.

		After a minute or two more of the dueling blowjobs, Cyril looked over at Walt and asked, “How about it, old sport—shall we fuck them?”

		Walt’s dick gave and involuntary jerk inside Aubrey’s mouth and his knees suddenly threatened to give way. He looked down at Betty, who had paused in mid-head stroke and moaned.

		“God, yes, I can’t wait to see Betty with that big prick of yours deep inside her!”

		Betty shuddered and slowly released Cyril’s cock from her lips. She looked up at Walt as she lightly kissed her way down the shaft and began to shower his nuts with tiny butterfly kisses as she whispered, “I want that, too. I want you to see me…fuck him!”

		Walt looked for a moment as if he might blow his load in Aubrey’s sucking mouth as she admitted that. He pulled his prick free of her lips and directed his wife, “Do it! Fuck him; go on!”

		Wordlessly, Cyril went around to the far side of the big bed and lay down. His huge cock waggled around, shiny with Betty’s saliva.

		She got to her feet somewhat shakily and followed him. Looking over at her husband, she threw one leg over Cyril’s torso and reached down for his cock.

		Walt shivered with excitement as his wife notched the thick tip of another man’s prick into her juicy cunt and sat down slowly on it. He moaned as he watched the humongous shaft slowly disappear up into Betty’s pink lips.

		“God, it’s so big!” Her breath came in a gasp as she bottomed out on Cyril’s pussy-stretcher of a cock.

		“She…she did it!” Walt wheezed out the words as Betty began to ride his boss’s huge dick as if she had done it dozens of times before, her large breasts shaking as her twat smacked down again and again on his groin.

		“She sure did,” Aubrey agreed, taking Walt’s hand. “Shall we join them, handsome? Don’t you want to fuck me, while Cyril’s fucking her?”

		The cuckolded husband turned and looked at the spectacular redhead and said with a grin, “I believe I do at that.”

		Smiling back, Aubrey sat down on the bed and scooted over so close to Cyril that they were almost touching, as Betty continued to ride his prick. Aubrey patted the mattress and said in her low, raspy voice, “Right here, darling. Lie on your back next to Cyril and let me ride you, too!”

		Nodding, Walt scrambled into position. He looked up at Betty, who was gliding up and down Cyril’s erection, her eyes half closed; a look of utter arousal on her pretty face.

		As Aubrey slid down onto him, Betty smiled at her and said, “Good, give him a sweet ride, darling. He deserves it, for letting me be such a bad girl with Cyril.”

		Aubrey did as her friend asked, undulating her hips effortlessly, fucking Walt like a true professional. She leaned closer to Betty, her big tits swaying and bouncing as she rode.

		“You are a bad girl, my little Betty,” she growled in that throaty, sexy voice of hers. “Let’s show Walt just how bad you can be.

		With that, she leaned still further and gathered Betty into her embrace. The two women kissed, their tongues immediately teasing one another, their breasts mashed together.

		“Holy fuck, but that’s incredible to watch!” Walt gasped.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, just lay back and enjoy the show,” Cyril advised, smiling contentedly. “There’s a lot more to come. I think you can count on that.”

		

		****

		

		“I…I’m not sure about this!” Betty pleaded.

		“Oh, relax you silly goose,” Aubrey laughed, pulling her well-lubed fingers out of Betty’s ass. “You love it when I use that big dildo on you while I eat that cute little pussy of yours.”

		“And you always seem to enjoy it, when I slip this big cock into you,” Cyril reminded her. “Aubrey loves it when Walt and I double her. I’m sure you will, too!”

		Betty was on her knees, her ass up in the air, and her tits pressed against the satin sheets. Her pussy was dripping lube onto those same sheets, she was so excited.

		Cyril had fucked her exquisitely, as usual, to a screaming climax as she rode his big dick. Then Aubrey had disengaged from Walt and eaten her to another shivering, moaning release, her tongue driven deep in Betty’s soupy pussy, sucking out Cyril’s big deposit of spunk and swallowing it noisily.

		Not moving an inch, Cyril had watched the two women approvingly, his huge cock getting semi-hard again almost immediately. Walt had kneeled near the to women, stroking his own hard on intermittently, as turned on as he could be at the sight of his demure little Betty writhing and moaning as Aubrey ate her quim.

		Now, he waited for his wife to finish preparing Betty’s ass for Walt’s cock while she gave him another pussy ride. He smiled up at her and urged her, “Come on, sweetheart, mount up again. You know you want to take another ride on my big dick.”

		Betty shivered with anticipation at that thought. She looked over at her own husband and sighed softly, “I do want to fuck him some more, darling. And I do want you to double me. But go slow; I’ve never really done anal before…with anyone, except with Aubrey’s dildo. I want you to be the first.”

		Walt leaned over and kissed her as she got into position, throwing a thigh over Cyril’s body again and fitting the head of his gigantic cock into her snug little slit. He broke off the kiss, grinning, and said, “You taste like pussy; like Aubrey’s pussy.”

		They both laughed, the tension broken, and she let herself down on Cyril once more. Immediately, he reached up and took a distended nipple in each hand and pulled her down to him, driving his extra-long cock deep into her at the same time.

		Walt waited until the pair had gotten into a rhythm before moving over behind his laid-over wife. He whispered, “Just relax, Bets. Cyril and I have done this with Aubrey a bunch of times now, and we haven’t hurt her yet.”

		Betty let out a long breath and shuddered as he eased his swollen, well-lubed cock into her anus for the first time. Her voice dropped an entire octave as she moaned, “Oh, God, baby its soooooo much cock inside me at once!”

		Walt grimaced as he bottomed out in her ass for the first time ever, and sighed, “Oh, fuck, honey…your little butt is so tight and slick! Jesus, it feels nice around my cock!”

		“Ugh! Ugh! Go slow,” she begged him as he caught the rhythm and began to fuck her in perfect time with Cyril’s thick tool. “Oh, God, it’s so much cock to take all at once!”

		The two men worked perfectly together. They’d had lots of practice on Aubrey and they really knew what they were doing.

		Cyril squeezed Betty’s sensitive nipples just so, and her husband ran his hands over her ass cheeks and bare back as he fucked her butt. Soon, she was sighing and moaning, but not from pain!

		“Is it starting to feel nice, love?” Aubrey whispered into her ear as she moved over closer to the rutting trio. “Do you like it?”

		“Oh, oh, oh, God, I think I’m starting to,” Betty gasped, taking the steady pounding of the two pricks and turning her head to face Aubrey.

		“I know you would, you hot little minx,” the redhead murmured as she bent to kiss her friend. “Just relax and enjoy it, baby; relax and let them double-fuck you!”

		Betty trembled and held on for dear life as the two men really started to give it to her. She whined and sucked at Aubrey’s tongue.

		In no time, she was shivering and bucking her hips back to meet the twin, invading cocks. Aubrey stroked her hair and kissed her, reveling in her friend’s pleasure: she had known that Betty would like getting doubled just as much as she herself did. And she’d been right!

		“Jesus, what a hot fuck your ass is, darling,” Walt puffed, really laying the meat to her as Cyril ravaged Betty’s cunt.

		She drew her mouth away from Aubrey’s and wailed, “Oh, fuck, I’m going to come! Shoot it…shoot that hot stuff in me and come along with me!”

		Walt threw back his head and roared out his own release, flooding Betty’s ass channel with spunk. Cyril hung on for a few more up and down strokes before his deep baritone was added to the two moaning voices. His own jism was jetting up into Betty’s clasping cunt as Aubrey fingered her own pussy excitedly and pressed her lips against her friend’s once again, cutting off Betty’s bleats of joy as she came and came…

		

		

		Epilogue

		

	
		Perfect

		

		The two couples walked the empty lot together. The St. Germaine’s imposing mansion gleamed nearby, but this piece of land was still in its natural state as it overlooked the American River, a hundred yards below it.

		“You’d really sell this to us for a hundred and fifty grand?” Walt asked Cyril.

		“It’s the last vacant lot in the subdivision.”

		Cyril shrugged and went on to add, “And it’s small, compared to the rest of them; it’s only something like a half an acre. Ours is two full acres, and some people have three or more. You couldn’t build as big a house as ours, Walt. Maybe three or four bedrooms and another one devoted to a small home office, tops.”

		“That’s as much house as we’d need,” Walt replied, grinning from ear to ear. “We’re not planning on a big family; just two kids, max, so we wouldn’t need or want nine bedrooms and ten bathrooms, like you and Aubrey have.”

		“We love to entertain, as you two well know,” Aubrey reminded him with a smile. “You’ve stayed over often enough, since we moved out here from the duplex.”

		“And we’ve enjoyed each and every night, darling,” Betty smiled back at her friend, and wrapped an arm around Aubrey’s waist as the four of them walked toward the river.

		The redhead turned and took Betty in her arms. She said, her own smile growing even bigger, “Oh, God, it would be so nice having two of our absolute favorite people living next door again! Just think of the possibilities…”

		The four of them laughed and Cyril clapped Walt on the back, saying, “Come on, and let’s draw up the papers right now. I’m eager to close this development out—we really didn’t know what to do with this last, misshapen orphan of a lot—and like Aubrey said, we can’t wait to have you two as neighbors again.”

		There was a lingering silence and then Betty said, “Oh, go on and do it, Walt. You know you want to. And we can certainly afford it, after the bonus Cyril gave you on the deal you closed last month down in southern California.”

		Walt chuckled gleefully and agreed, saying, “Yeah, that hundred grand was unexpected, but quite welcome.”

		Cyril patted him on the back and said, “Well, I told you when I hired you that I love to reward initiative, and that land you got us was perfect for that project. And to get it two million dollars cheaper than I expected to pay for it—that part was sheer negotiating genius, Walt!”

		“I did my homework, like you taught me,” Walt said modestly. “I did some digging before negotiations opened and found out that the group that owned it weren’t quite as solvent as they first appeared.”

		He grinned and added, “I discovered that one of their other projects was eating money like crazy. It seems they hadn’t bothered to get all the environmental impact reports they needed, and the additional delays were killing them.”

		Cyril nodded sagely. He said, “It’s all in knowing your opponent’s true position, just like I told you. They were dying for an infusion of cash. But your stonewalling them at two million bucks below what I’d budgeted to pay for that property…that took some balls, Walt. And I admire balls.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, so do I, you two,” Aubrey purred just then. “Let’s go back to the house, so that Betty and I can admire yours, shall we? All of this real estate stuff is boring.”

		The four of them laughed and started back for the St. Germaine’s newly completed mansion. Cyril said to his wife, “You seem to like the money all of this boring real estate stuff generates.”

		“Yes, I do adore spending it at that,” Aubrey admitted, “don’t you, Betty dear?”

		“Well, I’ve got to admit, I like shopping at Nordstrom for my clothes instead of at Walt’s old store,” Betty said as they turned into the driveway. “And I like driving my new Caddy much more than I did my old, beat up Nissan.”

		They entered the big house through the front door, and Cyril locked the door behind them. He beamed as he suggested, “Let’s do what Aubrey said, and save the paperwork on your new lot until after dinner. I’d like to play now, and the bedroom is the best place for that.”

		The four of them went up the sweeping staircase together; Betty on Cyril’s offered arm and Aubrey on Walt’s. The master bedroom was just down a hallway that branched off from the landing.

		Once inside, clothes began to fly off and four naked bodies soon adorned the big king bed…

		

		****

		

		“Man, I love to watch them,” Walt admitted to Cyril as they stood side by side, champagne flutes in hand and watched Aubrey and Betty cuddle and kiss atop the bed.

		“It never gets old,” Cyril agreed, sipping some of his vintage Krug. “I especially like how crazy Betty gets when she eats Aubrey’s pussy. God, to slip your cock into her at that moment…it’s like plunging it into warm tub of butter.”

		“And she’s so snug!” Walt marveled. “Man, she’s tight and wet and slick around your boner. My little wife is a great fuck.”

		“How about doubling her, once she gets going?” Cyril proposed.

		“Sounds good to me,” Walt said with a big grin. “I want to make her come, but we should hold off coming and do Aubrey, too, before we shoot off. I mean, fair is fair.”

		“I love the way you think,” Cyril agreed with a grin of his own.

		As they finished up the restorative champagne and approached the bed, their cocks once again hard at the thought of the fun they were going to share with the moaning, cooing pair of gorgeous women, Cyril said to Walt, “I can hardly wait for next weekend and the party. You and Betty are coming?”

		“Our first swinger bash…at your house, what do you think? We haven’t talked about anything else for days!”

		“Be sure not to miss a turn with Simone,” Cyril advised him as they both got onto the bed on their knees, next to the sixty-nining women. “She’s that little blonde in the DVD you watched with us that time. Simone is a real firecracker with another girl—Betty will love her—but that little twat of hers is so tight, I can barely get my cock in her!”

		Walt laughed easily and said, “I’m not at all surprised by that, boss, with that horse dick you’re packing!

		Cyril laughed along with him as they moved closer to the licking, sucking girls. Betty looked over at them, on her back with Aubrey above her. Her mouth and cheeks were shiny with pussy oil as she said, “Can we help you boys?”

		“We want to play, too,” Walt told her. “We want to double-fuck you both, one right after the other.”

		Betty’s blue eyes lit up. She broke into a big smile and whispered, “Oh, darling, you have the best ideas, sometimes!”

		

		****

		

		His wife’s hand rested on his soft, but stirring cock as they drove home from the St. Germaine’s that night at around ten o’clock. Walt looked over at her and flashed a contented smile her way.

		“We have such a marvelous life, all of a sudden,” Betty sighed happily. “I love Aubrey and Cyril so much. And just think--we’re going to be living next to them again pretty soon!”

		“Probably not until the middle of next summer, if we use the same builders they used,” Walt said. “Delays seem to be their specialty.”

		“Yes, but Cyril said he could get a good price from them,” she reminded her husband, still toying with his dick through his slacks. “They’re anxious to make up for the screw-ups they made building the St. Germaine’s house, so they will cut us a good deal. At least, that’s what Cyril said.”

		“He’s not wrong very often, when it comes to deals and money,” Walt observed, glancing down at Betty fingers as they made their way up his rapidly stiffening prick to his zipper. “What are you doing?”

		“I thought I’d give you a little road head, on the way home,” she whispered, managing to sound innocent somehow.

		Walt laughed and shook his head, asking, “Don’t you ever get enough? I mean, Cyril fucked you silly with that club of dick of his at least twice today, and I fucked you in the ass once, while he was doing it. And Aubrey must have licked your pussy off at least three times.”

		She undid his belt and his slacks and fished his almost fully hard cock out of his boxers. Betty fisted it a few times, smiling over at him.

		“I can’t help it if I’m still horny. You seem to have that effect on me, Mr. Harmon. You always have.”

		Walt sighed as his wife’s lips descended on his cock. He murmured, “I’m glad I do, Mrs. Harmon, I’m glad I do.”

		He drove along with the sunroof cracked open in the late autumn evening, the brisk air smelling fresh and slightly tinged with fireplace smoke. Betty’s lips moved up and down on his prick and her tongue twirled around and around as she sucked.

		“This is kind of perfect, at that,” he commented aloud, “much like our new lives…”

		

		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, restaurants, and other northern California landmarks in this tale are real places, of course, 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.
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