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		Chapter One

		

		The Past Comes Calling

		

		On that bright, sunny Tuesday morning in September, Zoey Lang had barely finished putting away the groceries from her trip to the supermarket when she heard the doorbell ring. She shut the refrigerator door and went to answer it.

		“Well, Zoey, you hot bitch,” the smiling man at the front door said as soon as she’d opened it, “it is you! I thought it was, when I saw you loading groceries into your car earlier, but I couldn’t be sure until I saw you up close. So I followed you home.”

		Zoey’s heart felt as if had stopped. She recognized the man who was standing on her porch immediately.

		His name was Tommy or Timmy or something like that. He was dressed in an expensive business suit, along with a crisp white shirt and a nice-looking tie.

		But she knew--despite his respectable appearance--that he was nothing but trouble. Zoey started to shut the door in his face.

		“Here, why don’t I just step inside and we can reminisce about old times together, okay?” the man said, opening the screen door, and politely but firmly pushing the front door back open; stepping right past her into the foyer.

		“I…uh…no…I don’t want to talk to you,” Zoey insisted.

		He ignored her, shutting the door behind him and locking it. Reaching out, he grabbed her by her left wrist and dragged her into the big living room and then across it.

		“What…what do you think you’re doing?” Zoey sputtered angrily, struggling to free her wrist from the man’s vise-like grip.

		“I’m taking you into the bedroom so I can fuck you properly, of course,” he answered, tugging her along after him as he headed for a hallway entrance across the living room.

		“What? No, no way in hell!” Zoey shouted, digging the nails of her free hand into the back of the hand he had clamped around her wrist.

		Quick as a cat swatting at an annoying fly, the man’s other palm came up and slapped her across the cheek. The unexpected blow had just enough force behind it her to hurt, but not enough to leave a bruise. The slap’s impact, however, was sufficient to make her brownish-blonde mane of hair fly wildly about her head as his palm collided with her face.

		“We can do this the easy way, or the hard way, bitch,” the man told her calmly.

		His eyes, the same washed-out, light-blue to almost white color as the ones you saw in those sled dogs--Malamutes, Zoey thought they were called—were as cold as two ice cubes as he glared at her.

		“If you make me play rough, I’ll rip those expensive clothes you’re wearing right off you and fuck you anyway. Or, you can let me just slip them off and we’ll play nice together.”

		He continued to stare pointedly at her and added, “It’s up to you, slut. Which way do you want it? Either way, you’ll be taking my big dick up that sweet pussy of yours in a few minutes, see?”

		She just glared back at him defiantly, her big emerald-green eyes outraged and angry, until he finally added, “It’s either that, or I have a little sit-down with your new hubby and tell him what a hot little cunt he’s married to. I doubt you shared that part of your past with him, now did you, Zoey?”

		When she didn’t answer, he sneered at her and continued, “You know the part I mean…about how you were the always the belle of the ball at the two dozen or so swinger parties down in L.A I saw you at, back when I used to bang that hot pussy of yours on a regular basis every few weeks at those little fuck-fests?”

		They had come to the hallway. He plunged ahead, dragging her along behind him. When he came to the open doorway of the master bedroom, he shoved her inside, stepped in after her and closed the door behind them.

		Turning back toward her, wrapping his arms around Zoey, and pulling her body tight against him--his cruelly handsome face close to hers, he whispered, “I’ve been missing this hot body of yours at those swinger parties for almost two years now, Zoey. So, by all means, let’s fuck.”

		He was smiling; confident that he’d won. But she shook her head.

		“No, I won’t,” she murmured, struggling in his grasp, trying to tear free of him again. “I’m not like that anymore. I divorced Demetri and moved up here, to the Bay Area, to get away from all that…that sort of…thing! My new husband, Dan, isn’t into swinging. And I don’t cheat on him, either.”

		“This isn’t cheating,” the cocky, domineering man insisted. “This is just two old fuck-buddies getting together for a casual screw, the way they used to back in the day.”

		As he spoke, he undid the clasp of the nice summer dress she’d worn to the grocery store; unzipped it, and then unsnapped her bra while he was at it. Zoey twisted in his grasp, but he soon had her in his arms again, this time clothed only in a pair of skimpy thong panties and some pantyhose, her dress and bra now lying puddled down around the tan, low-heeled Jimmy Choo flats she’d slipped on to go shopping this morning.

		“There are those nice titties of yours that I’ve been missing so much,” the man sighed, staring down at Zoey’s exposed breasts, “and would you look at those cute pink nipples, standing out all hard and goose-bumpy, like they can’t wait to feel my mouth on them again!”

		“No,” Zoey pleaded, her voice softer than before, as she realized that she was going to lose this struggle; that what was happening to her probably was going to happen to her. This guy had fucked her every way there was to fuck her, dozens of times in the past, just as he’d said. He wasn’t likely to take “no” for an answer today.

		“Please don’t do this to me,” she begged him. “I’m different now, I swear!”

		“Hah, that’s funny,” he said, yanking her panties and her pantyhose down past her butt so that he could slip the middle finger of his right hand into her lower lips.

		“Would you look at that? Your pussy is like a fucking lake, at just the thought of me fucking you again, Zoey-girl, you amazing slut!”

		She moaned as the cruel man stroked in and out of her, realizing that he was right. She was already as juicy as she could be, and he’d barely touched her so far!

		He used his free hand to get her completely naked, forcing her pantyhose and panties downward, and urging her to slip out of her shoes, which she did. He then stepped in the middle of her discarded panties and hose and pushed her body a step backward, neatly peeling her feet free of the now useless garments. After he had her completely nude, he pulled his finger out of her and put both hands on her shoulders, urging her downward.

		“Take it out,” he ordered her, after she had reluctantly sunk to her knees in front of him. He skimmed out of his suit coat, undid his necktie, and unbuttoned his shirt.

		She hesitated. He got the shirt off, leaving him naked to the waist, and tossed it aside. Slowly, he undid his pants and let them drop.

		“I bet you’ve missed sucking this big boy for me, haven’t you, my sweet little Zoey?” he whispered, dropping his boxers as well.

		He took hold of his quite long, very thick cock—which was only halfway hard so far—and smacked her playfully across the right cheek with the head and about half of the lengthy shaft. She moaned and turned her head aside, but he simply moved his flaccid tube of male meat over to other side of her face and lightly slapped her left cheek with the rapidly stiffening rod of flesh.

		“Look how hard it’s getting for you, Zoey,” he murmured, tapping his cock head against her closed lips several times, “you little slut.”

		“Noooo, I’m not a slut!” Zoey protested, a tear leaking out of her right eye and running down her cheek.

		“Yes, you are,” he insisted, popping her in the right cheek again with his now almost hard dick two more times. “Now pen your mouth for me, and suck it!”

		Zoey whimpered and shook her head that she wouldn’t. The man reached down and grabbed her by her long, beautiful, brownish-blonde locks and held her head still. Then he set the tip of his oversized cock against her lips once more and jerked back hard on her hair.

		“Ullllllppppphhhh!” Zoey opened her mouth to protest, only to have inch after inch of hot, steely-hard dick roughly shoved into it, filling her mouth and throat to the brim.

		“Suck it good, and don’t bite me, or I’ll break that long, elegant neck of yours for you,” he whispered malevolently.

		The pure evil that resonated in his voice as he said it sent a chill down Zoey’s spine, and she reluctantly began to suck and lick at the man’s familiar-feeling penis. Her new husband, Dan, had a very impressive cock, but it wasn’t quite as thick as this fleshy monster was, and it was probably at least an inch shorter as well.

		Zoey hadn’t sucked a dick this big in nearly two years, since she’d finally worked up the courage to leave her posturing, controlling ex-husband, Demetri Stavros, and their swinger club lifestyle behind. But she hadn’t forgotten how it was done. In moments, she was eating the man’s whole, nearly ten-inch long hard on as easily as another woman might have sucked soda through a straw; her gag reflex controlled, her tongue all over his towering length.

		“Oh, yeah, baby,” the man crooned softly, “you’ve still got it. You’re still one of the hottest women…one of the best cocksuckers I’ve ever met!”

		Zoey sighed--her pussy fluttering as she heard herself described as a cocksucker once again. She couldn’t help it. She had tried desperately to put this kind of life behind her, to be an upright, up-standing woman for her new straight-arrow husband, Dan.

		But the awful truth was; Zoey just loved sucking cock! There was a part of her psyche--she was ashamed to admit to herself--that loved being degraded like this, too; that enjoyed being forced to act like a slut again!

		Almost before she knew it, her head was flying up and down her demanding lover’s enormous prick, her tongue caressing it lovingly, as if she simply couldn’t get enough of it. And her traitorous hands had automatically stolen upward to tease his large nut sac as she blew him, her long, red, recently-manicured fingernails scratching lightly at the two fat gonads inside the wrinkly bag of hairy skin.

		“Enough, baby,” the man said after another minute or so of the hungry blowjob, stopping her frantic head bobbing by placing his palm against her forehead, “I’ll let you suck me off later, if you want, but right now, I’ve got to have some of that prime pussy I’ve missed so much.”

		Zoey disgusted herself still further by almost whimpering with loss when he pulled his long mouth-stuffer of a dick from her lips. She realized, with a sinking heart, that a part of her had wanted to suck the huge cock until it shot off in her mouth and she’d been forced to swallow the man’s big load of semen.

		God, he’s right, I am a total slut, no matter what I’ve been telling myself for all of these months! Zoey thought in rising despair. Dan never comes in my mouth—he barely lets me use my mouth on him at all. He’s such a sweetie, but he’s so up-tight and straight-laced when it comes to sex.

		Her current, unwanted lover was out of his shoes and socks--and the pants and boxer shorts which had been wrapped around his feet like a pair of well-tailored shackles—in moments. And then he had her up on her feet and, seconds after that, she found herself on her back, in the middle of the king bed with him.

		“What’s with all of this hair down here?” the man asked as he got onto his stomach and worked his way upward in between her spread-open legs, his face hovering over her mons.

		“I…I wanted to change my image,” she explained haltingly, the whole idea sounding stupid, even to her, when she said it aloud, “so I quit waxing it and let it grow back, natural. Most of it, anyway; I still shave some of it.”

		“Not nearly as cute as it was down in L.A., when it was bald as a two year old’s,” he said, “but still lick-able—very lick-able,”

		And then his nimble tongue was all over her clit, her slippery lips, and her ass crack. He plunged it inside her pussy and waggled it around, right across her clit, and Zoey whined with excitement. She tried not to, but after a minute or so of the man’s expert licking, she couldn’t stop herself from mashing her cunny lips against her old lover’s hot mouth and tongue—it just felt too good not to!

		Jesus, but I’ve missed this, Zoey realized with a sinking heart. My Dan is a wonderful man, but he never does this for me. I don’t even know if he knows how to do it!

		“Damn, this little thing is just as tasty and sweet as I remembered it being,” the man said at that moment, taking a quick break. “Your pussy juice is still like nectar, baby!”

		He pushed his face back into her slick pink folds and began to really go to work with his tongue, lips, and even his teeth. He took Zoey’s now very erect clit between his sucking lips and skimmed over the sensitive little bud just lightly with his sharp front teeth.

		A huge spasm of pre-orgasmic pleasure shot through Zoey’s pussy and she groaned and tossed her long, dishwater-blonde locks from side to side on the bed as he ate her. Zoey hadn’t had her pussy licked this beautifully for two full years, and she gradually stopped resisting him and simply gave herself over to the forbidden thrills this awful man’s skilled mouth and tongue sent pulsing through her clit and pussy.

		“Oh, oh, God, you’re going to make me come!” she sighed after another minute of the intense, expert licking and sucking.

		“Yeah, I am,” her tormentor announced, suddenly going up onto his knees between her widespread legs, his huge cock throbbing and fully erect, “only I’m going to use this to make you come, baby, not my mouth!”

		He reached down and gripped his prick by the shaft, down by his large nut sac, and tapped the thick head against Zoey’s clit a few times. A fresh flurry of pre-come spasms crackled through her clitty, causing her pussy slit to snap closed and then wink open again.

		She thought about telling him “no”, that she wouldn’t let him fuck her, but by the time she’d opened her mouth to say it, he was already halfway inside her. He drove the rest of his lengthy rod deep into her juicy folds, his nuts coming to rest against her ass cheeks.

		He was all the way in…and she had to admit; it felt so good she could barely stand it!

		“God, what a pussy,” the man sighed. “Tight and slick and hot as a pistol; you haven’t changed a bit, you sweet slut!”

		With that, he began to fuck her. Zoey groaned and just laid there for the first six or seven rapid strokes, but then, she couldn’t seem to help herself. She began rolling her lush hips up to meet in lunges down into her, fucking him back beautifully.

		“Oh, yeah, that’s it,” he murmured, “do me, baby, work that ass for me; you know you want to!”

		Zoey moaned, caught in the grip of pure lust, and rocked her hips harder as he penetrated her over and over again; driving his long cock in as far as it would reach. God help her, she did want to! His huge prick felt great inside her and she finally just said…”what the hell?” to herself and began to ball him back for all she was worth.

		He’s already fucking me, she thought, and it’s not as if he’s going to stop now. So I may as well enjoy it…

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		Used Cruelly, Loving It

		

		Zoey came again. She dug her fingernails into the bedspread and rammed her cute ass back against her lover’s huge dick as he fucked her to yet another blistering orgasm, doggie-style.

		This is number four! She marveled. This asshole has made me come four times so far and he’s only gone off once, inside my pussy!

		She groaned with pure, unadulterated pleasure. This guy may have been a total tool, but God, could he ever fuck?

		When Zoey finally stopped shivering and groaning through her orgasm, her cruel but masterful lover pulled his still very hard dick out of her and knee-walked over to the nightstand on the left hand side of the bed. Sliding the drawer open, he quickly rifled his way through it, slammed it shut again, and then moved over to the right side of the bed and tried that nightstand with the same negative result.

		“Where’s the fucking sex lube?” he demanded as he turned toward her.

		“We…we don’t have any,” Zoey told him honestly.

		He reached over and slapped her sharply across her lovely butt cheeks with his open palm, grinning, and said, “You mean to tell me that this wimp you’re married to now never fucks this hot little ass of yours?”

		Zoey grimaced at hearing her darling husband, Dan, called a “wimp”. But the truth was, he didn’t ever fuck her in the ass. She didn’t know if he’d ever had anal sex in his life, but she knew he hadn’t even tried to have it with her so far, during the year they’d been married.

		Her impatient lover vaulted off the bed and stalked into the nearby master bathroom. She heard him rooting though drawers, slamming them shut again, and then rummaging through the medicine cabinet.

		“You don’t even have any baby oil or Vaseline?” he shouted back into the bedroom in disbelief.

		“Uh, no, I don’t think we do,” Zoey admitted.

		When he finally came back into the bedroom moments later--carrying a plastic bottle of the expensive moisturizing shampoo Zoey favored--his dick still brick-hard. She wasn’t surprised by that at all.

		Lots of experienced swinger guys, like this one, dropped a Viagra or something like it before the action at a big party started, and then went at it hot and heavy for a long time--careful not to let their cocks shoot off--during the first few fucks of the night. After all, there was hours of sex available at a big swinger bash. And even the studliest of men could only come so many times in a night; so most of the real stallions, like this guy, quickly learned to cultivate endurance and staying hard for long periods as a virtue.

		Zoey was now lying on her back, up against the pillows at the head of the bed.

		Tossing the shampoo bottle casually onto the bed, he got back onto the mattress and took her in his arms. She told herself that she wouldn’t kiss him back as his lips met hers, but in only a half a minute or so, she found that her tongue was eagerly lapping at his as it invaded her mouth.

		God, I’m such a fucking pushover! She thought--disgusted with the way her hot body responded to this man’s skilled touch. I can barely stand this arrogant prick, and yet here I am--soul-kissing him like crazy, my nipples getting all hard again, and my pussy as wet as it can be!

		And Zoey knew why. She really did love her husband Dan. He was handsome, kind and generous; a thoroughly wonderful man.

		But the sensuous, gentle love-making that invariably went on between the two of them—while beautiful in its own way—still left her hungering for just exactly the kind of hot, brutal…fucking that this awful man was giving her today! On some perverted, suppressed level, she craved this sort of all-out, hammer-my-pussy-until-I-scream kind of sex sometimes. And her sweet, loving Dan never came close to scratching that particular itch for her.

		But this guy sure did! She knew that he, unlike Dan, didn’t give a damn about her as a person. He just wanted to fuck the ever-living bejeezus out of her sensual body and then pump her pussy full of his gooey come.

		And, she reluctantly admitted to herself, when you were over-sexed, red-hot, Zoey Lang, nee Zoey Stavros, nee Zoey Kostas—the perpetually horny little girl from Harvard Heights, the Greek-American section of Los Angeles who had grown up to be a fixture on L.A. swinger scene--that sort of mindless, bone-rattling fuck was just what you lusted after sometimes!

		So when the cruel and in-charge Tommy or Timmy or whatever the hell his name was, pushed her over onto her back again and kissed his way downward to her sensitive nipples, Zoey gave up trying to resist. She just laid there and sighed as he licked them and sucked them to total fullness once again, her pussy leaking lubricant like mad once more, her clit tingling with need.

		“Damn, but you’re a hot, juicy bitch!” he marveled when he finally stopped kissing and sucking at her large breasts and moved instead on down to her pussy lips again. “Your cunt is gushing out oil, baby!

		Zoey moaned as he proceeded to suck some of that oil out of her and made a great show out of noisily swallowing it, his tongue all over her clit again. He ignored the traces of his own jism that oozed out of her pussy along with her hot pussy lube, shoved his tongue into her, and started to fuck her with it as she mewled with pleasure.

		He took his time, deftly working her back up to a frenzy of need. Just when he had her gasping and quivering on the edge of yet another sensational orgasm, he pulled his mouth from between her legs and panted to her, “Turn over onto your stomach. I want to bite those hot ass cheeks of yours a little and tongue-fuck your asshole!”

		Zoey embarrassed herself by whimpering with pure bliss at the mere thought of that. No one had done that to her for what seemed like forever. It was so incredibly nasty!

		And if she hadn’t loved having it done to her so much, she wouldn’t have flipped over like he’d told her to.

		But she did love it. And so, seconds later, she was on her tummy, her nice butt stuck up in the air for him. He went after it the way a shark goes after meat in the water, nipping lightly at her taut ass cheeks, eagerly running his tongue all over her twin hills, lightly spanking whichever butt mound he wasn’t busy licking and biting.

		“Ohhhhhhhh, that feels so hot…so fucking nasty!” she moaned, totally losing control as he lanced his tongue deep into her pucker and began to fuck the wriggly digit in and out of her tight anal sleeve.

		The man reached underneath her and found her clit. He diddled it with his fingertips as he tongued Zoey’s asshole, his fingers making an obscene splashing sound as he strummed them over her now dripping-wet slit.

		He went back to biting her ass cheeks momentarily, shoving two fingers from his free hand into her saliva-slick rear hole as he teased her clit and nipped at her rubbery ass meat. Zoey whined with excitement, her pussy and ass contracting in tandem around his fingers.

		“Do you want it?” he growled at her. “Do you want my big cock stuffed right up that hot ass of yours, Zoey, you fucking slut?”

		She didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of begging for it. But, after another minute of his lewd, sensual stimulation, she all but sobbed, “Yes, I want it. I want your huge dick all the way up my ass, you mean fucker!”

		Moments later, he was squirting a big stream of cool shampoo up her hot asshole, and then his prick was easing down into her gaped-open rear entrance, his fingers never ceasing their frantic caress of her super-aroused clit. He bottomed out in her tight ass sheath at last, his big balls resting against her wet pussy lips.

		“Damn, but I’ve missed this snug little butt of yours, baby!” the man sighed, pulling nearly back out and then driving all the way into her again, balls-deep.

		Zoey let out a little yelp of joy and worked her ass back onto him as he began to fuck her back there. He felt wonderful inside her.

		She’d loved anal sex since ever she’d been fourteen and she hadn’t had any since she’d moved up here from LA. Dear God, but it felt nice to get it this way again!

		“You hot little bitch,” the man gasped, really starting to hammer his large-bore dick into the tight grip of her anal tunnel. “Jesus, what a sweet butt you’ve got!”

		She pressed her big tits into the bedspread and rubbed her erect nipples shamelessly against the fabric as he balled her. Zoey’s clitty was throbbing constantly now as he toyed with it, and she knew she was going to come yet again, and it was going to be very soon!

		“Oh, give it to me!” she wailed, the heady pulses of pre-come ecstasy growing closer together the harder he frantically fucked her ass. “Bang my hot asshole and make me come, you nasty fucker!”

		“Jesus, what a dick-hungry little cunt you are, Zoey,” he panted, ramming her hard and deep, as fast as he could move his hips. “Come. Get off for me again, you sexy young snatch!”

		Zoey couldn’t help it…she loved being called nasty names when she was being nasty! Her pussy contracted sharply, right along with her well-fucked asshole and she began to come so hard she saw stars.

		“Ungh!” Oh, oh, my fucking God, but I’m going off!” she howled, her whole body shivering with the fury of her climax.

		He rode her fiercely, boning her asshole until the last tiny twinge of orgasm finally ebbed away. Then he pulled his still very hard dick out of her and leaned forward, grabbing her by her long brown-blonde hair and roughly yanking her around on the bed, still on her stomach.

		“Take it, you sleazy bitch,” he moaned, clearly on the brink of his own long-delayed orgasm, forcing two inches of his cock into her lips as he used his hand to jack his huge dick off. “Swallow my load for me--you know you want to!”

		Zoey tried to twist her head away, but he held her easily in place with his free hand. His dick tasted like shampoo and cock and something entirely different—which she suspected was her own butt secretions.

		And then, suddenly, all she could taste was spunk, wads and wads of rich, heavy, hot semen. She gulped it down greedily.

		It had been what felt like simply ages since a man had come in her mouth, and Zoey had missed it. She’d been sucking off boys and men since she’d been twelve, and had come to dearly love giving blowjobs!

		“That’s a good little slut,” the man cooed, watching her gobble up his spurting cock cream. “Jesus, what a nasty cunt you are, once you get going, Zoey!”

		She didn’t care what he called her anymore. She twirled her tongue around his cock head, gulping down come until there was no more left for her to swallow.

		He began to go soft and she let his dick slip from her lips. As soon as she did, he got off the bed and walked into the bathroom.

		She watched him wash his sudsy-with-shampoo cock and balls off in the sink and then dry his groin thoroughly with a hand towel. He walked back into the bedroom and gathered up his clothes.

		“I know where you live, now, baby,” he whispered as he quickly got dressed again. “I’ll be by to see you again in a day or two.”

		Zoey’s guts turned to ice as he said that. What if the neighbors grew curious about her mid-day “visitor” and mentioned him to her husband?

		“You can’t keep coming here!” she blurted. “The neighbors…my husband…you just can’t!”

		He reached into the inside pocket of his suit coat and handed her his Apple iPhone. “Put your cell number in here. I’m going to call it right now, to make sure you gave me the right one.”

		Reluctantly, she did as he asked. He took the phone back from her and tried it, and her cell phone immediately began to go off inside her purse in the kitchen.

		“Okay,” he said with a big grin as he broke the connection, satisfied she hadn’t tried to trick him by putting in a bogus number. “I’ll find us a nice motel not too far from here, and then we can meet there whenever I want another piece of that fantastic little ass of yours, okay?”

		Zoey stared up at him defiantly. He shrugged, and then took several pictures of her with his smart phone, nude and lying on her bed, her cunt lips still glistening with a small deposit of his pearlescent semen, from when he had pumped that first huge load up her pussy earlier.. He said, “Okay, I guess I could always meet with hubby instead and compare family photos with him, right?”

		She shuddered, thinking about her poor Dan and how crushed he would if he ever saw those incriminating photos and discovered that his supposedly sweet little wife was actually a reformed swinger slut who was now cheating on him with this asshole.

		“All right,” she said at last, “I’ll meet you whenever you say, if I can get away without arousing his suspicion.”

		“Good enough,” he said, strolling jauntily toward the door, “I’ll show myself out.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		Double The Fun

		

		He didn’t call her right away. Zoey was almost glad when he finally did.

		She’d spent the last two full days and nights jumping every time her phone rang, wondering if it would be him; demanding another fuck-session. So, when he finally did call, she was almost relieved.

		Zoey’s husband, Dan Lang, owned a hugely successful insurance agency, which had enabled him to afford a large, comfortable, very expensive home in the exclusive upscale community of Hillsborough. It was seventeen miles south of San Francisco.

		Some of the real estate in between Hillsborough and San Francisco, however, was far from upscale and exclusive. As a matter of fact, parts of South San Francisco were downright seedy, and it was in that section of town--at a mid-range national motel chain’s local location--where Zoey reluctantly agreed to meet Timmy Barlow for the second time that week.

		She parked her new, red Cadillac ATS a half a block from the somewhat neglected-looking motel and walked up the street to it. As per his instructions, she went to room one-hundred and three and knocked on the door.

		“Hey, there she is, right on time,” Timmy said with faux congeniality when he opened the door. “Here it is, with the clock just striking eleven o’clock on this fine September morning, and there you stand, as ordered. I just love a slut who is on time for her butt-reaming!”

		Zoey cringed inwardly at his smarmy, overdone greeting; then stepped wordlessly inside the room. He closed and locked the door after her. She stopped short.

		Timmy Barlow, her blackmailer, was again wearing a nice business suit, with a crisp white shirt, tie, and highly polished loafers. He had hung the suit jacket over the back of the chair which sat in front of the room’s built in desk.

		What had stopped Zoey in her tracks was the second man in the room. He was big and black, and he also wore an expensive-looking suit as he lolled back against the bunched-up pillows at the head of the bed.

		Taye Jackson, Zoey remembered, recognizing the second man instantly, his name popping into her head from out of her recent past. He had been a member of the same Los Angeles swinger’s club as Timmy, Zoey, and Demetri Stavros, her ex-husband. She’d had sex with Taye easily as many times as she’d had it with Timmy Barlow, back in the day.

		“Hey, mama, you sure lookin’ fine,” he said by way of a greeting, smiling up at her with that easy, charming grin of his.

		“What are you doing here?” she asked. After thinking about that for a moment, she amended her question and asked, “Come to think of it, what are the two of you doing up here? Why did you leave L.A.?”

		“Some of our business…opportunities dried up down south,” Timmy said smoothly, smiling his cold, shark-like smile, “so Taye and I moved up here a couple of months ago to explore new ground, you might say.”

		The rumors came back to her now, the more she thought about it. Some of the other swinger club members she had partied with had told her that Taye and Timmy were involved, at least peripherally, in southern California’s porn industry. One man Zoey had balled a good many times at parties had sworn up and down that he’d seen a “loop” once, on an internet porn site, featuring Taye shoving his huge black cock into some screaming young girl who hadn’t looked a day over fourteen.

		“So, are you getting rich up here?” she asked them sarcastically.

		“We’re making a living,” Timmy responded, his manner abruptly turning brusque, clearly not liking her smart mouth a bit, as he loosened his tie and yanked it off, and then unbuttoned the collar button on his white shirt.

		That seemed to be a signal for Taye. The large black man up got off the bed and slid his suit coat off. He hung it up in the motel room’s small closet and took off his own tie.

		Zoey shivered. She was about to get fucked, and she knew it.

		How do I feel about that? She asked herself as she watched the two men get out of their clothes and kick off their shoes.

		I knew that was going to happen when I drove over here—I didn’t know about Taye, about this being a mini-gangbang—but I knew Timmy was going to fuck the ever-living daylights out of me again, just like he always did at parties; just like he did at the house the other day.

		Part of her was, of course, repelled completely by that notion, that she would be forced to do whatever sleazebag Timmy demanded of her, and that she could do nothing about it. But if she were honest with herself, she’d have to admit that another part of her was wildly excited by that prospect as well…

		

		****

		

		Zoey had always been drawn to males who could dominate her, the kind of guys who knew what they wanted and just…took it. The first sex she’d ever experienced had been with a fourteen year old boy who had lived down the block from her when she’d been barely twelve.

		She’d known he was dangerous, a strutting punk and a bully, but she’d hung around with him anyway, attracted by his good looks, his swagger, and the bad boy charisma he projected. Zoey had been part of a small gang of younger kids in the neighborhood who were, at least to some extent, under the sway of the boy—whose name had been Alex. One day, when he’d been alone with her, Alex had simply pulled out his hard dick and pushed her down onto her knees in front of him and demanded that she suck it for him.

		Trembling with excitement, with fear, and with a burning desire to know more about sex, she had done just what he’d urged her to do. He’d come between her virgin lips after only a minute or so, and he’d made her swallow the big mouthful of hot, slick, salty jism his boyish cock had spewed out onto her gliding tongue.

		He was the first, but he certainly hadn’t been the last. Several of the other older boys on her block, ranging from thirteen up to sixteen or so, had heard from the boastful Alex about how cute little Zoey would willingly gulp down a guy’s load for him if you told her to do so.

		And so she’d ended up giving literally dozens of blowjobs until she’d turned thirteen. And then one of the other neighborhood bad boys, who had drunk a couple of beers that afternoon, had decided he didn’t want just another simple blowjob from Zoey—who was rapidly filling out as she entered her teens—he wanted a fuck. So, he’d fucked her.

		She hadn’t wanted to, but the boy had been much bigger and stronger than she was, and they had been alone in his parents’ house. As she usually did when she sucked a guy off, she’d stripped down to just her panties, so that he could ogle her cute, naked, “B” cup titties and the rest of her lush little body while she’d knelt down on the living room carpet and blew him. So all he’d had to do was wrest the screaming, protesting Zoey out of those flimsy panties and stuff his hard dick into her still virgin pussy.

		After her cherry was gone, there hadn’t seemed to be much point in resisting further, so she’d just lain there on the living room rug and gotten fucked. The news soon spread around the neighborhood that Zoey had moved up from quick suck-offs to real sex, and all of her regular older boy “friends” had immediately taken advantage of that fact as well. She’d gotten fucked by the neighborhood gang boys something like ten times during that first week alone.

		By the time she’d turned fourteen, Zoey had become as proficient at anal sex as she was at regular fucking, and she could suck a cock the way a violin grand master could play a Stradivarius. All of this had served to make her very popular in high school, with a certain type of boy, or man, for that matter.

		By this time in her life, assertive, most of the take-charge males she met had proved able to read her like a book. They seemed to sense immediately that voluptuous, beautiful young Zoey was the kind of submissive girl who wouldn’t say “no” when you made a move on her.

		Most times, they discovered to their delight, she wouldn’t say anything at all. She’d just suck it for them until they came in her mouth, or take it up that spectacular little butt of hers, or let them bang her tight young pussy to their heart’s delight.

		Her first husband, Demetri Stavros, had been a Greek-American boy from the neighborhood who’d made good; almost a local folk hero. Tall and slim and dashingly handsome, Demetri had owned four very successful restaurants when she’d first met him. He’d also owned three porn shops and a nudie bar, but she hadn’t found out about those until after they were married.

		All she had known when they’d first been introduced was that he was a slightly older, absolutely gorgeous man, and that he was extremely successful. So, although he’d been a full ten years older than she was, Zoey had still jumped at the chance to date him.

		She had been smart enough to know that she was going nowhere fast as the low-paid secretary at a nickel and dime insurance agency located not far from the street where she’d grown up. Demetri had looked like a gift from God when he’d suddenly appeared in her life—her one chance to grab the brass ring.

		She’d taken it.

		And she hadn’t been the only one to think that way. Even her father and mother had been thrilled that she was seeing a man of shared Greek ancestry, a man of property, a man of substance within the community. They hadn’t known that the only things truly Greek about Demetri had been his name, his lineage, and his distinctly Old World views concerning the role of women in a man’s life.

		As Zoey had discovered soon after their marriage, Demetri expected a wife to wait on him hand and foot, to accept, without question, his lame excuses when he didn’t come home at all some nights, and to do whatever he wanted when he did deign to come home, as far as sex went. He’d been delighted with Zoey, who loved to fuck, really enjoyed taking it up the ass, and who would gladly blow him whenever and wherever he told her to.

		The fact that she hadn’t been the least bit put off when he’d tried one of his favorite sexual fetishes with her—pulling his cock out of her pussy or ass at the last possible second and jacking his big dick off all over her pretty face—had further convinced Demetri that he had married the right girl.

		And, when he’d told her about swinging and how he wanted to try that--now that he had a beautiful wife who loved sex as much as he did to attend parties with him--she hadn’t said no. In fact, she had eagerly embraced the lifestyle at first, and they’d swung hard for the four years they’d been married. Zoey had sucked and fucked dozens of men right before Demetri’s amused eyes, while he’d balled a whole platoon of different women as she’d watched.

		But, in the end, she’d grown tired of being his “ticket” into parties where he’d endlessly sample the “wares” of other girls, while she’d been forced to suck and fuck guys to whom she might not have given the time of day, under normal circumstances.

		And she’d gradually lost patience with a man who had ignored her much of the time, not even bothering anymore to try and hide his various affairs. Before she’d finally left him, Demetri had taken to staying away from the house for days at a time.

		At the end of their marriage, it had seemed to her, he had only come home to pick her up and take her to some swinger party where he would feel free to chase more strange pussy right before her eyes while she got handed around from man to man.

		Finally, fed up and determined to free herself from that sordid life, she’d taken all of the expensive jewelry he’d given her for birthdays and at Christmas time, including her two-carat engagement ring, and had sold it for cash while he was away on one of his week-long sprees with some new bimbo he’d met. Then she’d had her clothes and other possessions shipped north, and had flown to San Francisco.

		Once established there, in a brand new city where she knew no one and on one knew her, Zoey had eventually found good job in a major insurance agency. It turned out that the building she worked in housed several other big agencies as well, including the one owned by a handsome, dynamic guy by the name of Dan Lang…

		

		****

		

		And now, here she was, with a very naked Timmy Barlow and Taye Jackson, standing in a cheap hotel room with a tube of sex lube laying on the king bed. The two of them were staring at her as if she was a gallon of fresh water and they had been trapped in the desert with nothing to drink for a week.

		Taye said, “Let’s get those nice clothes off, babe. It’s time to fuck!”

		Zoey sighed as the two of them came toward her. In seconds, her purse had been tossed onto a dresser, and the two men were working together to remove the beautiful single-button, thigh-length blazer outfit from Stella McCartney that she had worn this morning.

		Taye pulled off the white blazer and tossed it onto a chair, and Timmy tugged her striped sweater out of the waistband of the matching skirt and raised it up over her head. The sweater and the skirt soon joined her stylish coat on the chair.

		“Man, I’ve always loved these big, pretty titties of yours,” Taye whispered as he removed her bra.

		“Yeah, and this ass is just as nice as it was in L.A.,” Timmy commented approvingly as he slipped her pantyhose and panties off and helped her out of her shoes.

		Completely naked now, Zoey shivered as the black man’s hands began to roam all over her butt and down onto the backs of her thighs while Timmy’s cupped her bare breasts and squeezed them just the way she liked having them squeezed. He leaned in and kissed her while Taye nuzzled the back of her neck and took a butt cheek in each big paw and began to knead her tight ass flesh.

		Oh, God, but I’ve missed this; she confessed to herself, two sets of hands at once, caressing me, teasing my naked body, adoring it with their fingertips. That was one of the things about swinger parties that I really did enjoy, being touched like this.

		Mental images of her last party in Los Angeles floated, unbidden, into her mind as the men continued to caress her body. She recalled being in the orgy room at that large party, with a dozen tongues, pairs of lips, and fingertips touching her all at once in the near total darkness as she lay naked on the mattress.

		She’d soon found herself shivering that night, her whole body aroused and craving orgasm, maddened by the seemingly endless rounds of licking, sucking, touching. And then a cock had entered her gushing pussy, a huge one, and begun to fuck her.

		Zoey had come almost immediately, but the massive prick hadn’t stopped fucking her. It had continued to glide ceaselessly in and out, bringing her to yet another towering climax, and then a second large prick had eased into her bottom as the first one kept on balling her.

		Timmy and Taye had her on her back in the middle of the bed now, and she was moaning and running her fingers through their hair as they licked both of her nipples at once while she daydreamed about that last heavenly session in the orgy room. She’d orgasmed three or four times in rapid succession that night, before the cocks she’d been so eagerly riding had finally come inside her, drawing yet another searing climax from her.

		And then there had been tongues—female, slithery, oh, so wonderful-feeling tongues gliding into both holes at once, to lick out the cock juice—and Zoey had come yet again. Soon after that, two more hard pricks had taken the places of the first pair, and she’d ridden them in pure ecstasy…

		“Oh, oh, my God,” she suddenly cried out, sprawled out atop the bed in the cheap motel room, “I need to get fucked—I need your big cocks in me; and I need them right now!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		Self-Loathing

		

		Zoey sat at her kitchen table, sipping at a glass of Jack Daniel’s Tennessee Honey, on the rocks. It was her third one of the evening, since she’d hurried home from the motel at five, intent on taking yet another shower--after the quick one she’d grabbed at the cheap motel--to clean away from her body whatever clinging filth might have remained after her session with her two blackmailers.

		She’d also realized that she had nothing ready for dinner, and had been worried about putting something decent together for the table when Dan came home at six.

		But there had been a message on the answering machine when she’d arrived, from Dan, reminding her that he had a business dinner downtown tonight, and that he probably wouldn’t return home until ten, or so. She’d felt relief flood through her at hearing that welcome reminder.

		No longer worried about having to throw together a dinner for her husband, Zoey had taken a long, soaking bath, with lots of bubbles, instead of another shower. She’d scrubbed out both of her tight orifices as best she could, flushing out the last of the two men’s semen—she hoped--and then dried herself off thoroughly and gotten into her pajamas and a robe.

		She’d poured a Honey on the rocks for herself on her way through the living room to the kitchen, stopping at the bar in the recreation room to do so. Then she’d nibbled at some leftovers from the fridge and sipped at the powerful liquor as she’d sat at the table and thought about what an incredible slut she was.

		I’m nothing but a cunt; she’d raged at herself, as she’s mentally reviewed her behavior at the motel today, a hot, needy, insatiable…cunt!

		Just thinking about that last decadent, debauched swinger party in the orgy room while those two mouth-breathers had pawed and licked her tits had set Zoey off into a frenzy of cocksucking, ball-licking, and soul-kissing this afternoon. In no time at all, she’d been sucking that sleazeball, Timmy Barlow’s tongue as he’d squeezed her super-erect nipples while Taye Jackson had been busy gliding his tongue in and out of her asshole at the same time.

		And then he’d greased it up with the sex lube and Zoey had soon been moaning loudly, Taye’s enormous black cock driven up her ass as she lay on her back atop his broad chest while Timmy had eased his huge white dick into her cunt from in front. She’d never been stuffed any fuller with cock in her life—and it had felt wonderful!

		She’d come almost immediately when they’d started fucking her in tandem but, just like that last night in the orgy room, they hadn’t stopped banging her. Instead, the pair had fucked her even harder; even deeper.

		And, again, just like that night at the swinger party, Zoey had come over and over again. She couldn’t seem to stop orgasming.

		Then, after the men had shot off inside her at last, she’d sucked their cocks until they were both hard again and they’d traded places, Timmy up her ass and Taye hammering his monster dick into her cunny. She’d lost count of the orgasms they’d given her, and hadn’t protested a bit when they’d pulled their pricks out of her spasming, climaxing body and fed them instead, one at a time, into her willing lips.

		Sitting at the table, remembering it all, she shuddered with pure lust, recalling how much she’d loved swallowing all of that hot, gooey spunk when they’d shot it into her mouth today. She gulped down more of her drink, one depraved part of her psyche wishing that the iced liquor was hot male come instead.

		“God, what’s wrong with me?” whispered aloud in dismay. “Why am I such a…a whore?”

		Once I get going, I just go crazy, she thought in rising despair. When they had me naked, and on that bed…there was nothing, literally nothing I wouldn’t have done!

		Zoey sighed, realizing that the thought she’d just had was God’s own truth. She’d always been that way, ever since she’d been twelve and that rat bastard, Alex, had whipped out his hard dick and told her to suck it for him.

		There seemed to be something inside her--deep inside her--that drove her to try her absolute best to impress a lover with just how down-and-dirty she could be, no matter whom that lover might be. She shivered, glad that the two men today had merely wanted conventional sex and lots of it.

		If they’d have asked me to give them rim-jobs, I’d have done it, I know I would have, she thought miserably to herself, utter shame overcoming her as she realized that it was true.

		She had been so carried away for most of the afternoon that she would have stuck her tongue up their hairy assholes and licked them out for the men, had they demanded it. And she hated that! She didn’t enjoy that particular fetish at all.

		But she had done it before, for several domineering men over the years, when they’d commanded her to do so.

		And pissing, “golden showers”; she’d done that, too, both as a recipient and as the person who did the pissing! She’d hated that as well, but she’d done it without question when past sex partners had demanded it of her.

		“What the fuck is wrong with me?” she asked herself aloud. “Why am I such a pushover? Why do I get off on doing such filthy things, for men I don’t even like?”

		A tear rolled down her left cheek. She sniffled and drank the rest of her drink, glancing up at the clock, intensely glad that Dan wasn’t going to be home for hours yet.

		She didn’t know how she could face him, after what she’d done today. The first time she’d cheated on him, here at the house a few days ago with scuzz-ball Tim Barlow—that had been bad enough.

		But she’d done things today that had been much worse. They’d jacked off all over her face, and then made her lick up their come and swallow it as they’d watched. They’d fucked her in both holes repeatedly, trading off, and they’d made her suck their cocks until her jaws ached.

		They had done everything except piss on her or make her lick out their assholes. And they’d promised more; soon. They’d told her that they would be calling again, for another session at the ratty motel room—just as soon as their big balls were once again full of come for her to suck out of them!

		A disconsolate Zoey got up out of her chair and headed back into the family room to pour more Honey over some ice. Her hand shook as she poured the dark liquid into her glass and added another two ice cubes.

		“How am I going to get through this?” she asked herself aloud.

		How am I going to kiss my sweet Dan on the mouth and tell him how much I love him when, at the same time, I’m remembering kissing Taye Jackson’s fat black cock for him and moaning about how much I love it?

		Zoey drank a big slug of her drink and the new round of alcohol seemed to hit her right between the eyes. She glanced over at the clock above the fireplace and saw that it was eight-thirty already.

		Realizing that she had been sitting around drinking and feeling sorry for herself for over two full hours now, after her long bath and nibbled dinner, she quickly downed the rest of the drink, put what was left of the bottle of Tennessee Honey away under the bar, washed out her glass and put it in the rack to dry. She headed for the bedroom, turning out lights as she went.

		After brushing her teeth and using a lot of mouthwash in an attempt to disguise all of the liquor on her breath, Zoey got into bed and turned the lamp low. She felt woozy-- from all the booze--and depressed, and thoroughly miserable.

		“My Dan is so wonderful, and I’m such a slut!” she whispered aloud, starting to cry once more.

		She finally managed to cry herself into a fitful, dream-filled sleep. She dreamed of nameless, faceless men and huge, spurting cocks…

		

		****

		

		“It’s so fucking big and hard, Danny,” Stephanie Bridges whispered up at him excitedly, her big brown eyes alive with merriment and mischief. “Just look at how this beautiful, stiff thing gleams with my spit all over it!”

		Dan Lang moaned, and his large cock jerked involuntarily in Stephanie’s slender hand. His prick did look enormous in the dim light from the one lamp still burning in the plush Omni Hotel suite.

		The two of them were naked, in bed, with the lamp on the nightstand turned down to its lowest setting and all the rest of the lights in the big hotel room turned off. Stephanie was on her stomach between his legs, naked, and his nude body was sprawled back against the pillows lining the headboard.

		She had been sucking his cock for a few minutes, before stopping to admire her handiwork in the soft light. She was an absolutely stunning twenty-two year old “escort” that Dan employed on a regular basis; at least twice a month.

		Stephanie was a student at the University of California at San Francisco, majoring in Pharmacy, and she worked as a very high-priced, independent escort to help pay her way through the prestigious school. Tall and leggy, with a set of sumptuous, globe-round, natural tits, and long, shiny-brown hair, Stephanie also possessed an absolutely perfect ass and the face of an angel.

		“What should we do with this big boy, now that I’ve got him all hard and ready for action, Dan?” Stephanie asked him that teasingly, running her thumb around the head of his fat, throbbing cock as she spoke.

		“Jesus, oh, Jesus, Steph,” Dan groaned, “you’re so damned sexy and hot. Lick it; suck it some more for me, and then…”

		His voice trailed off into a long moan of pure pleasure as Stephanie ran her tongue all around his cock head a few more times. She put her lush lips over it and sucked, bobbing her head, taking half of his nine inches easily, and swirling her hot saliva around it as she laved it with her naughty tongue.

		“And then…what?” She asked the question coyly, provocatively, after letting his cock slip out of her lips once more. “Should I suck it for you until I’m feasting on a few big mouthfuls of that delicious, hot come of yours?”

		She worked the skin on his dick up and down a few times in her fist, drawing another joy-filled sigh. “Or do I sense a nice, sensual…ass-fucking in the offing?”

		Leaning down again, she ran her tongue upward from his balls to the head of his engorged penis, releasing her grip on it as she did so. Smiling up at him, she said, “Is that what you want, Danny, you nasty boy, you? Do you want to fuck poor little Stephanie in her tight little butt again?”

		Dan let out a long breath. He grinned at the thoroughly delicious college girl and admitted, “God, yes, I’m just dying to fuck that perfect little ass of yours again, Steph, you sexy thing, you!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Stephanie purred, “that sounds so sweet, Danny. I just love taking this big, long, stiff thing up my tight little bottom—as long as you promise to fuck me really hard back there, and that you’ll really let me have it with everything you’ve got in these big balls of yours when you go off inside me.”

		Dan whined as she stroked his cock with one hand and teased his nuts with the long, perfect, red fingernails of her other hand while she spoke teasingly of his going off deep inside her ass. He panted, “You know I will, baby!”

		“That’s my Danny,” she murmured, sucking his cock head in again and starting to bob her head once more, her tongue all over him. She kept toying with his balls as she sucked.

		Stephanie was a very sweet girl, who had a fairly normal life--save for her somewhat unusual means of making money. She was blisteringly intelligent, with a straight “A” average, was well-liked by her professors and her classmates, and even had an on-again, off-again boyfriend who loved her dearly but couldn’t quite deal with her unusual…”occupation”.

		But aside from all that, in the end, she was also a thorough professional at what she did for a living. So she soon had Dan Lang gasping and clenching the pillows between his fists, and hunching his hips up off the bed as she blew him.

		“Oh, oh, Steph, you’ve got to stop!” he pleaded with her at last. “I’m going to come, if you keep that up, and I really want to fuck you in the ass!”

		She pulled her mouth slowly off his cock, feigning reluctance to stop sucking it, and said, “Next time, you should pay for a whole night. Then we could fuck and suck as many times as we wanted to, Danny. I could suck this pretty cock of yours off for you and swallow one of those big loads of yours, and then get it hard again and you could fuck me with it in any hole you liked…as many times as you wanted.”

		Dan sighed. “You know I can’t do that anymore, Steph. I’m married now. I can’t just stay out all night, the way I used to before I met Zoey.”

		Stephanie pretended to pout, saying, “Maybe you shouldn’t have married her, if she can’t meet your needs, sweetie. I’m sure she’s very nice, but if she won’t suck you off and swallow it, or take it up the butt for you…what can she expect, I mean, really? A guy’s got to have his pleasure, now doesn’t he? If she won’t give it to you, you’ve got no choice but to go elsewhere for it, am I right?”

		“She’s great,” Dan insisted, immediately springing to his wife’s defense, “it’s me who’s all fucked up. I probably shouldn’t have married such a sweet, innocent girl…not loving sex as much as I do.”

		He reached over for the lube that lay next to him on the pillow, and started to grease up his cock with it. When he had it all slick and shiny with the sex lube, he added, “She does standard sex great, and she gives me some pretty nice head, too. But I still feel like I’ve got to come to you for the really fun stuff, Steph. Zoey is just too…nice a girl to demand anal from, or to ask her to suck me off all the way.”

		“Lucky me,” Steph said, getting up onto her hands and knees for him, “I guess I’m not so nice…because I just love anal and gobbling down spunk.”

		“No, lucky me,” he said, easing his thick cock slowly into her tight anus, “my sweet girl waiting at home for me, and my other favorite girl in the whole world ready to meet me whenever I need her…special talents.”

		“Oh, yeah, that’s it, lover,” Steph sighed as he filled her butt with cock. “Fuck me; fuck me right in the ass. Don’t hold back—really drill me!”

		Dan did. And, as always, fucking Stephanie in the butt was perfection.

		Her big, natural breasts jiggled all over the place as he rammed her full of dick again and again, and her ass tunnel felt as hot and slick and snug as it could be around his pistoning cock. He moaned and gave it to her even harder, his right hand slipping off her perfect ass cheek to slide under her and find her clit, strumming it as he fucked her even faster and deeper.

		“Oh, oh, yeah, you stud!” Stephanie hissed, “That’s it, play with my clit and fuck the hell out of me!”

		Dan closed his eyes and imagined it was Zoey’s sleek little ass he was reaming out. He groaned, his balls jerking together as he dreamed of giving it to his beautiful, hot young wife this way.

		Because he knew that Zoey’s butt was just made for cock, too; he could easily daydream about taking her in just the way he was currently doing Steph, hammering Zoey’s tight asshole as he stroked her clitty!

		He groaned at the intensity of that mental image, his balls jerking together again. Stephanie groaned right along with him, grinding her ass back onto his flying dick, and her clit against his teasing fingertips.

		“Shoot it,” she begged, “oh, Danny, I’m coming so good—fill my hot ass with spunk, you big sweetie!”

		“Aggghhhhhhhh!” was all Dan could manage to gasp as his cock went off inside the mewling, frantically wriggling call girl, her talented little ass milking the come right out of his gliding prick.

		

		****

		

		Dan Lang experienced the same angst he always did when he returned home from an evening with Stephanie. He truly loved his wife, but he also couldn’t ignore the fact that he had these other shameful but very real…needs!

		Zoey was a great fuck, there was no denying that. But she always seemed so sweet and innocent in bed; there was no way he could ask her to do some of the more…exotic things he craved—she was just too nice a girl for that.

		She’d eagerly suck his cock for him, that was true, but he always stopped her well before he was ready to come. Then, he’d stuff his pulsing hard on into that slick little slit of hers and fuck her slowly and gently until both of them went off together.

		It was great sex, in its way. But it wasn’t the nasty, slutty, incredibly thrilling sort of sex he had with Stephanie, who would do absolutely anything his perverted heart desired, without judging him.

		Stephanie seemed to love sex of all kinds—she’d even offered to bring another hot-looking girl along with her some time, and do some lezzy stuff for him, and then let him fuck both of them—and that sort of wide-open, anything-goes attitude on her part made her the perfect outlet for his admittedly kinky desires. Of course he paid her well for what she did for him.

		Tonight’s little sexual treat, for example, had run him fifteen-hundred dollars for Stephanie’s fee, plus the price of dinner and a room at the ultra-expensive Omni Hotel in downtown San Francisco, just a few blocks away from his office in the Financial District. And, as usual, Steph had done such a superb job of pleasing him that he’d tipped her another hundred bucks as he’d settled up with her before driving home.

		He smiled, imagining Stephanie lounging around the big suite right at that moment. She was a practical girl who said it was a sin to waste the cost of a gorgeous hotel suite for a few hours of fun in bed and a quick shower. So she made it a practice to spend the night there after he’d left, studying, watching television, and ordering from room service--just to “get their money’s worth”, as she put it.

		Stephanie always told him that when she finished her pharmacy degree and got a job filling prescriptions somewhere, she would never again travel without staying at a five-star hotel, like the Omni. She’d be well able to afford to stay in that sort of style by then—because pharmacists were extremely well paid professionals--and she intended to do just that.

		He sighed heavily as the garage door closed behind him and he got out of the sleek, gunmetal-grey S-Class Mercedes sedan he leased for himself through his business. Trudging into the house, dreading seeing Zoey after cheating on her so thoroughly for the last five hours, he put his briefcase down on a kitchen chair and made his way into the dining room, and then the family room.

		No Zoey; and the whole house seemed to be dark. He glanced up at the lighted mantle above the fireplace and saw from the ornate, antique-brass clock there that it was past ten.

		Must have turned in early, he thought, relieved that he wouldn’t have to look her in the eye tonight and lie to her about how well his “business meeting” had gone, as he usually did. He hated that. He absolutely hated lying to his beautiful, sweet, innocent Zoey.

		God, why did I ever marry her? He asked himself that question for what had to be at least the hundred and fiftieth time since their nuptials. Why did I lie to her, and to myself, when I promised to be true and have no other women but her?

		Somewhat despondently--immensely disappointed in his own behavior, as he always was when he came home from a night of unbridled debauchery with Stephanie--Dan eased out of his suit coat, undid his tie and pulled it off, and started to unbutton his white shirt.

		Zoey was asleep on her side of the bed; the lamp on her nightstand turned down as low as it would go, bathing the room in a soft, buttery-yellow light. He got out of his shoes, socks, and pants, and got into bed next to her, in just his boxers and his tee shirt.

		He reached across her and snapped off the light, catching a whiff of alcohol on her breath. He wondered, was she drinking, tonight? I wonder why—Zoey’s not usually much of a drinker.

		Settling in next to her, he mentally kicked himself again, thinking, Why wouldn’t she want a drink or two, forced to stay home by herself while you were out squandering the better part of three-grand on a piece of tail, after lying to your wife about having dinner with “an important new client”? What a lying, cheating, philandering asshole you are, Dan Lang!

		Just then, Zoey turned over and, still asleep, wrapped a slender arm around his torso and cuddled in closer to him. It was like sticking a knife in his gut!

		God, I’ve got to quit cheating on her! He admonished himself. She’s so fucking sweet, so beautiful and perfect. Just look at how she’s snuggling in so lovingly next to you, while you’ve been out fucking another girl all night, you selfish prick!

		Miserable, Dan gently caressed his wife’s hair and resolved yet again not to see Stephanie anymore. It just wasn’t fair to Zoey.

		

		****

		

		Next to him, half awake and half asleep, Zoey Lang fought off the urge to start crying once more. Her sweet Dan was home at last, after having worked all day long and deep into the night to earn her the pampered, catered-to life she lived.

		I’m so not worthy of his love! Zoey thought blearily, still mostly drunk and morose as she cuddled in next to her wonderful man. I’ve got to find a way to get free of those two assholes, Taye and Timmy! I’ve just got to—I can’t keep doing all of those awful, nasty, exciting things with them and their huge dicks…I just can’t! I can’t keep doing that to my sweet Dan.

		And so it was that both of the melancholy, guilt-ridden Langs finally drifted off into a troubled sleep that night.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		Discoveries

		

		They were both up early the next day, since it was a Friday, and a regular work day for Dan. The drive into the city would take a while; the morning commute into downtown San Francisco was often bumper to bumper, and so he liked to leave the house by seven, if he could manage it.

		Zoey--still dressed in her pajamas, with a housecoat thrown over them, and slippers on her feet—put together her usual nourishing, low-cal breakfast for Dan while he showered, shaved, and picked out a suit to wear in to the office that day. She fixed him an omelet made of egg whites, low-fat cheese, turkey-bacon bits, and grilled tomatoes. In addition, she gave him a piece of honey-wheatberry toast with a heart-healthy butter substitute spread over it, plus a big glass of fresh orange juice and a cup of coffee.

		Dan was watching his weight, as he always did, and working out at a dojo close to his office three times a week. He was a third degree black belt in Taekwondo and his training and sparring regimen--which was both rigorous and exhausting--had the added benefit of keeping her husband’s muscular body in tiptop shape.

		Zoey was glad he was so dedicated, because at thirty-two, six years her senior, her Dan looked hotter than a lot of the muscular young guys she worked out with at her own, more conventional Pilates and weight-training based gym, which was located less than a mile from the house.

		Oooh, he’s such a honey, she couldn’t keep from thinking as he came into the kitchen just then to eat his breakfast, resplendent in a navy blue suit with a light white pinstripe, a white shirt, and a beautiful designer tie.

		Again, just seeing him take his seat across from her at the table, all freshly shaved, his light brown hair perfectly combed and still slightly damp from the shower, sent an ache through her heart as she remembered how wantonly she’d cheated on him the day before with those two horrible men. It was true that there wasn’t much she could have done about it, but the memory of how crazy she’d gotten with those two thugs, once she’d been naked with them, still tortured her as she watched her beloved Dan dig into his breakfast.

		I haven’t figured out how to get away from those two losers yet, but I’m going to, she resolved as she ate breakfast with him, pouring milk on her cereal and fruit.

		Casting about for some small thing she could do to further assuage her guilt over her recent sexual betrayal of Dan, she thought about it a minute and then told herself, and I’m going to start doing more around here to help pull my own weight.

		“Darling, I’ve been thinking,” she began, “I know you don’t want me to work, that you think just keeping up the house and shopping for groceries and cooking our meals is plenty to keep me occupied, but I was a pretty competent secretary and bookkeeper, before I met you.”

		He looked up from his morning paper and smiled tentatively at her, “Oh, do you want to go back to work?”

		“No, not really, but I was thinking that I could do a lot more around here to help you,” she said. “For instance, I already do the books for our household expenses, monthly bills and all of that. But I could do your expenses, too, if you’d like. You work so hard and do so much already. I want to do all I can to help.”

		A flicker of uneasiness flashed in Dan’s blue eyes. He said quickly, “Oh, that’s alright, honey. It doesn’t take me ten minutes a month to do my own bookwork on my expenses and, besides, you’ve got plenty to do around here without helping me. I do wish you’d let me hire you more help to assist you in keeping up this big house, though.”

		Zoey laughed. “I have gardeners, a pool man, and a great maid service that comes in twice a week to clean this place from top to bottom. All I do is shop for groceries, fix a few meals, work out at the gym, and clean up a little in between the maid’s visits. It’s not as if I’m overworked, darling.”

		He shrugged, letting the subject go, and glancing back down at his newspaper. She drank some coffee and then asked, “So, how was your meeting last night? Did it go well?”

		Dan had just taken a big bite of omelet and toast when she’d spoken. He choked on it slightly, the image of his hard cock going in and out of Steph’s perfect little ass popping into his mind when she brought up the “meeting” he still felt so guilty about.

		“Are you all right, dear?” she asked, concerned.

		He coughed and cleared his throat, saying, “Sure, I’m great, and the meeting went really, really well. It was definitely worth the time.”

		She smiled happily at that bit of fabricated news and Dan felt more like a weasel than ever. He hurried through the rest of his meal, anxious to get on the road and away from Zoey.

		He hated lying to her this way. He absolutely hated it!

		

		****

		

		As soon as Dan left, Zoey went out and picked up yesterday’s mail from the box on the front porch. The mail was usually delivered late in the afternoon and she had been busy getting her brains fucked out yesterday when it had come, so she hadn’t been home to retrieve it.

		Going through the envelopes, she saw one from American Express, for Dan. A smile crept on to her face.

		I know what Dan said about wanting to continue doing his own books, she thought as she hurried into his den and got out the zippered leather binder he used to keep his payments and bills straight and in order for his tax guy. But I’m going to enter this bill and all the rest of them for this month and next month, as they come in, and show him how helpful I can be in cutting down his workload, even if it’s just a little.

		She sat at his big desk and tore the envelop open, unfolding last month’s bill. Unzipping the binder and placing it in the middle of the desk in front of her, she got ready to enter the amount of the bill under the correct heading in the ledger.

		Before she did so, she quickly scanned it. Her eyes stopped on an entry from the Omni Hotel; it was for almost nine-hundred dollars, for a California King Suite for one night, drinks at something called “Bob’s” bar, and a room service meal for two from “Bob’s” restaurant.

		“What in the fuck is this?” she said aloud, not quite believing her eyes.

		Dan hadn’t been away from home overnight last month and, even if he had, it wouldn’t have been in San Francisco, seventeen miles from their house! She glanced down the bill and saw a second night at the Omni, the charges almost identical to the first, dated the twenty-eighth.

		She looked over at his desk calendar and saw that today was the twenty-ninth. Last night had been the twenty-eighth.

		Hating what she was suddenly suspecting—remembering all of those nights when her first husband, Demetri, hadn’t come home—she checked the binder’s pocket, which was designed for neatly filing away monthly billing statements, and found the documentation for month before last’s bills. She grabbed the American Express bill and scanned it.

		Sure enough, there were two entries for the Omni, with almost identical charges, and the second one was also on the night of the twenty-eighth. Her fingers trembled as she angrily shoved the paperwork back into the file pocket, grabbed the nearby wireless phone off its cradle, and got 411 on the line.

		“I want the Omni Hotel in San Francisco,” she spoke to the automated voice.

		When the voice rattled off the number and then asked if she wished to be connected for an additional charge, she said, “Yes.”

		After two rings, a man with a thick foreign accent of some sort answered and identified himself as representing the Omni Hotel. Zoey took a deep breath and asked it Mr. Dan Lang had checked out yet.

		“I don’t believe so, madam,” the man answered, amid a clatter of keyboard noise, and she saw the desk clerk in her mind, checking his computer screen. “The suite is still occupied, according to our records. I show that breakfast was just ordered, via room service. Shall I ring it for you?”

		Zoey shivered. She couldn’t believe this was happening to her again!

		Visions of Demetri’s handsome, arrogant face flickered to life in her memory. She recalled him telling her, with a huge sneer, that all real men needed…”variety” in their sexual diet; that no one woman could ever be enough for a real man, no matter how attractive she was or how hot she was in bed!

		“Yes, please put me through to the suite,” she heard herself demand a moment later.

		The phone rang four times and then a bright, young-sounding female voice asked cheerfully, “Hey, Danny, are you coming back up to have breakfast with me…and maybe more? You never do that, you naughty boy! Are you missing me that much, already?”

		Zoey’s heart flipped over in her chest. It was true—Dan, her sweet, wonderful, loving Dan, was cheating on her!

		“Dan’s busy earning a living, but I’d sure as hell like to meet you, bitch!” Zoey spat into the receiver, so angry she could barely breathe.

		“W-what…who is this?” the girl stammered.

		“This is Zoey Lang, you fucking slut!” she said, her voice cracking as she started to sob.

		There was dead silence on the line for almost a minute. Then the voice on the other end said, “Listen, lady, this is very awkward. I…I hate to say it, but I think you should talk with Dan about this, not me.”

		Zoey’s mind was reeling. She cried bitter tears, unable to believe that Dan, her sweet, loving, caring Dan, would do this to her; that he was, in the end, no better than that fucking lying, cheating shit-weasel, Demetri!

		“What have you got that I don’t?” she finally managed to choke out into the receiver, as utter despair washed over her.

		After another awkward pause, the girl said, “Uh, I think you should ask Dan about that, too, not me.”

		“No, I am asking you!” Zoey rasped into the phone desperately. “What’s so fucking hot about you? Are your tits gigantic? Are you so beautiful that men run into mailboxes and lamp posts, because they’re so busy staring at you, when they pass you on the street?”

		There was a second’s lag time and then the girl giggled at the mental image that question produced and admitted, “No, or at least not usually, anyway.”

		She waited a beat and then added, “Dan always says that you’re fucking gorgeous, yourself.”

		“He…he does?” Zoey asked, amazed.

		“Yes, he’s crazy about you,” the girl blurted, “he talks about how beautiful and hot-looking you are all the time!”

		“Then why is he cheating on me?” Zoey demanded, starting to cry softly again.

		The girl didn’t answer. Zoey kept sobbing, unable to stop.

		At last, the voice on the other end of the line said, “You…you aren’t wild enough in bed for him. Don’t get me wrong—he says you’re really beautiful and have a terrific body, and that you’re a great straight-up fuck. But…but he needs more than that…occasionally. That’s where I come in.”

		Zoey felt as if she’d been whacked on the head with a billy-club. She stammered incredulously into the phone, “He said what?”

		The girl sounded defensive as she murmured, “You know--he wants blowjobs from me…anal sex, that kind of thing. The stuff he doesn’t get from you; the sort of things he knows you can’t give him.”

		“What?” asked again, shocked right down to her shoes. “He actually told you that?”

		“Uh, yeah,” the girl answered, “he says you’re a wonderful woman, but that you’re incredibly naïve and innocent. So he comes to me for the really dirty stuff.”

		Zoey felt as if her head was about to explode. She shut her eyes and shook her gold and brown mane from side to side in disbelief. This could not possibly be happening to her!

		“Could you stay there, at the hotel, in the suite, until I can get there?” She finally asked after another thirty seconds had ticked by. “I want to meet with you. I’ll jump in the shower and throw on some clothes and be there in less than an hour.”

		“Oh, no, no way I’m doing that!” the girl said quickly. “I’m not much interested in appearing as tomorrow’s headline in the Chronicle, ‘high-class hooker gunned down in hotel suite by irate wife’.”

		“I’m not a violent person, and I don’t own a gun,” Zoey assured her. “I just want to talk to you, face to face, for an hour or so. I need to get to the bottom of this. I can’t believe that Dan thinks I’m some sort of…I don’t know…Polly Pure type?”

		“Listen, you need to work this out with Dan, not with me,” the girl suggested once again.

		“No, I really need to talk to you; just talk, no screaming, no shouting, none of that,” Zoey promised. “I want to figure out how this all came about; how he could be so totally wrong about me.”

		There was another awkward silence, and then the girl said in an apologetic tone, “Mrs. Lang, really, talk to him yourself. I’m out of this, okay?”

		“I’ll pay you,” Zoey blurted desperately, sensing that the girl was about to hang up on her. “I’ll pay you to talk to me. What’s your going rate?”

		“Fifteen hundred bucks for a simple hotel date; twenty-five hundred for the whole night,” the girl answered mechanically, as if she’d said it a hundred times before.

		“Wow, you must really be something!” Zoey made the comment almost admiringly, shocked that her “competition” cost fifteen hundred dollars for a few hours of her time.

		“I am pretty hot,” the girl answered proudly. “It’s not like guys think I’m overcharging them, once they’ve been with me. And I get lots of repeat business, you know, like…regular clients?”

		“Like my Dan,” Zoey said.

		“Yes, like Dan.,” the girl admitted, after another moment’s pause.

		“I’ll be there soon, so please wait for me,” Zoey said, standing up. “I have to stop by the bank and pick up your cash. You won’t be sorry, I promise.”

		With that, she hung up the phone, carefully put the ledger and bills away just as she had found them, and then dashed out of the den, heading for the master bedroom. Once there, she tore off her robe and pajamas, jumped into the shower, and took a very quick one.

		She started to rush through her make up as well, and then thought better of it, forcing herself to slow down, paying special attention to her make up and hair, not caring if it added a few minutes to her arrival time, she proceeded to get ready for her meeting with Dan’s call girl.

		“I’m not showing up looking like something the cat dragged in,” she said to herself as she got out a particularly nice, rust-colored fall suit and dressy white blouse she’d bought recently at Nordstrom and put them on. “Not when I’m meeting a girl men pay fifteen hundred bucks to fuck. I’m going to impress this little bitch with my own looks if it kills me!”

		Besides, the bank doesn’t open until nine and I need to stop and get fifteen hundred in cash, for Dan’s little friend, she thought, fuming at the notion of paying that much money to her…rival, for a little conversation.

		She wriggled into a new pair of pantyhose and some sleek Christian Louboutin heels that went with her outfit. Checking her image out in the mirror--with a confidence that she really wasn’t feeling--she smiled stiffly at the very pretty, nicely-turned out woman she saw reflected there, and headed for the kitchen and another cup of coffee.

		

		****

		

		Zoey got off the freeway and hit a local Bank of America branch for the money she needed. She went inside and wrote a check to “cash” for fifteen hundred dollars and got all of it in hundred-dollar bills, which she had the teller put in a plain envelop for her.

		Back in her car once more, she got back on the 280 freeway, going north, into the city, and stayed on it until it turned into Nineteenth Avenue. She followed that to Lincoln Way, which quickly turned into Frederick Street, where she headed due east. When Zoey came to Stanyan Street, she swung onto it and followed it all the way to where it turned into Jordan Avenue, and took that to California Street, the street the Omni Hotel was on, many blocks further down.

		Upon reaching the hotel, she got out of her Cadillac, accepted a valet ticket from the uniformed attendant, and hurried inside. The lobby was all dark, polished wood walls and marble floors; even the registration desk was made entirely of marble.

		“I’m here to see the Langs; they have a suite, I believe,” she told the desk man, trying to keep the irony out of her voice when she asked for “the Langs”.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		Confrontation

		

		She took a deep breath and rang the suite’s doorbell. Nothing happened right away.

		God, Is she still here? Zoey wondered, her heart beating faster as she stood there, waiting. I hope she didn’t just sprint out of here the moment I hung up!

		The door opened and an absolutely stunning girl--with lustrous brunette hair, huge brown eyes and one of the prettiest faces Zoey had ever seen--stood in the doorway, a wary look on that beautiful face. She just stood there, staring at Zoey for long moments, giving her an intense, appraising once-over.

		“God, Dan didn’t exaggerate a bit, did he?” the girl finally said in the same soft, sexy, lower- register voice Zoey had heard on the phone earlier.

		The gorgeous escort opened the door and stepped back, saying, “You really are a fucking knockout, Mrs. Lang!”

		Zoey came into the suite, her eyes never leaving the dark-haired girl. She judged the sexy escort to be younger than she was by a few years, probably twenty-one or twenty-two, to her twenty-six.

		The professional girl was dressed nicely, in a black pencil skirt that was obviously from some famous designer, black mid-rise heels from Jimmy Choo—Zoey had a pair just like them at home in her own closet—and a beautiful navy-blue satin top, which she wore with the top two buttons open, to accentuate her impressive cleavage. Her hair was worn loose and cascaded down onto her shoulders, looking as if she’d just dried it, brushed it once, and let it tumble perfectly into place.

		I hope it wasn’t that easy and effortless, to look as good as she does, Zoey thought as she completed her inventory of the “competition”, remembering the frantic twenty minutes of intense effort that had gone into her own hair and make up after her quick shower this morning.

		“So, exactly what do you want, Mrs. Lang?” the girl asked warily, crossing her arms over her lush breasts.

		“For one thing, I wanted to see what I was up against,” Zoey admitted. “I wanted to see a girl who was worth paying fifteen hundred dollars to, for one evening’s fun.”

		The younger woman drew herself up even straighter and said defiantly, “So…now you’ve seen me.”

		Zoey decided she needed to take charge of the situation. She reached into her purse and took out the envelop containing the fifteen one hundred dollar bills and rifled her finger quickly through them, showing the money to her rival.

		“Here’s your cash, girlie. Let’s talk, shall we?”

		She used the envelop to point toward the small living room area, where the flat screen television was, and stepped further into the plush suite, right past the call girl. Zoey walked over and sat down on the small couch opposite the television.

		“My name, by the way, is Stephanie, or Steph, not ‘girlie’,” Stephanie corrected her as she closed the door, crossed the room, and sat down on the other end of the couch. “Now, what are you here for, really?”

		“I didn’t lie—I did want to get a look at you,” Zoey said. “But I also want to know, in return for this money, just what is it you do for Dan that he doesn’t think I can do for him?”

		She tossed the envelop over on the couch next to Stephanie, who picked it up and leafed through it, quickly counting up the hundreds, before putting it in her purse, which was lying on the coffee table in front of her. Turning back toward Zoey she said simply, “For starters, I have zero problem with sucking a man off and swallowing a big load of come for him. And I love anal sex, so that’s another specialty of mine.”

		Pausing to see how Zoey took that bit of risqué information, she stared into the emerald green eyes belonging to Dan Lang’s wife and went on to add, “Apparently, you’re great at conventional fucking, but you won’t do anal or complete blowjobs. And Dan really happens to enjoy both of those, so he comes to me for that sort of thing.”

		Zoey glared at her. She couldn’t believe that Dan wanted exactly the kind of raunchy, hot sex she had been dying to give him—and which she no doubts she could probably do a much better job of giving him than this pretty little bitch—but that he was too intimidated by her image as a “nice” girl to ask her for it.

		Jesus wept! Zoey thought bitterly. I guess I did way too thorough a job of convincing Dan, when I first met him, that I was a good girl, someone worth marrying, and not some low-life bitch who loved to suck cock and to take it up the butt.

		It was all so ironic! She, the ex-swinger-whore who had bolted from Los Angeles to try to find a more sedate, “normal” life up north, had found that life all right. But apparently, in doing so, she had so oversold her purity that her man was afraid to ask her for a blowjob, while she in turn was going crazy from so much plain vanilla sex from him.

		Zoey started to laugh at the pure ludicrousness of the situation in which she now found herself trapped. At first, she tittered. Then she burst out into a loud guffaw, and finally, she began to laugh hysterically; until tears began streaming down her face.

		“What…what the hell?” Stephanie asked, her face showing utter surprise as she watched Zoey seized by a fit of laughter that bordered on manic. “What’s so damned funny, lady?”

		As she struggled to get her emotions back under control, Zoey wiped her eyes with the heels of her hands and came away with tears and smeared make up. She got up off the couch and said, “Wait here, while I fix my face a little.”

		Crossing the living room to the bathroom, she glanced at the clock beside the king bed and saw that it was barely past mid-morning. She turned and told Stephanie, who was still seated uneasily on the edge of the couch, “I know it’s a little early in the day, but why don’t you make us a couple of drinks, maybe a Bloody Mary or something? I won’t be a minute.”

		“I don’t know; I should really be going,” the girl said.

		“Your time is mine, honey. I’m paying you for it, remember?” Kit answered authoritatively. “You took my money; now make us a couple of drinks, all right? I’ve got a story to tell you. And you’ll want to hear it; believe me, because it’s a real doozy.”

		

		****

		

		“You’re kidding me, right?” Stephanie asked incredulously; taking another sip of the Bloody Mary she was drinking. “You started taking it up the ass regularly from a bunch of neighborhood punks when you were fourteen?”

		Zoey nodded that she had. She said, “Yeah, and by the time I was fifteen, I was getting it down the throat and up the butt from one of my high school teachers, in his office about once a week, too. He was my algebra instructor, and I sucked at algebra. But I still managed to get an “A” in his class, believe me!”

		Stephanie laughed along with Zoey. Then she asked, “Was he hung?”

		Zoey made a so-so gesture with her hand. “He wasn’t huge, but his cock was bigger than most of the teenage boys I’d had banging my keister up until then, so he seemed pretty big to me at the time.”

		“So why does Dan think you hate anal, or that you’ve never done it and don’t want to start?”

		With a big sigh, Zoey launched into a detailed description of her marriage to sleazeball Demetri, and their subsequent swinger experiences. As she spoke, Stephanie finished her drink and got up and made them two more Bloody Marys from the contents of the suite’s mini-bar.

		“I can see how you would want to get far away from a guy like that,” she told Zoey as she sat back down on the couch and handed her the drink she’d just made.

		“It wasn’t the swinging so much as it was that he didn’t even bother trying to conceal the fact that he didn’t give a fuck about me, as a person,” Zoey said. “He was always out chasing strange pussy. And then when he did come home, it was usually to squire me to a swinger party so that he could fuck even more girls.”

		She sighed again. “I actually found swinging to be a lot of fun at first, but I got to where I really resented the way he was using me. And that eventually sucked all the fun out of it for me. So I left him.”

		“I don’t blame you,” Stephanie said.

		Zoey shook her head, a wry expression on her face. “When I was ready to date again, I wanted a good man—a guy who was a straight-arrow, who wouldn’t cheat on me. So I steered clear of the type of guy who might be attracted to swinging.

		“I found Dan, and he seemed to be perfect,” she said, remembering how smitten with handsome, polite, courtly Dan Lang she had been when she’d first been introduced to him.

		“I can see now what happened,” Zoey went on. “He was being on his absolute best behavior, wanting to impress me, and I was doing the same thing around him. So, when we eventually got into bed together for the first time, he was the perfect gentleman; sweet and completely undemanding. He settled for just a little head from me, and then a straight fuck; no anal touching, no ‘keep on sucking and swallow it for me, baby!’ or anything like that. He was being extra-nice, so gentle, and considerate.”

		She leaned back and laid her head on the back of the couch. “And I was the same way. I was desperately trying to impress him with what a good girl I was. I wanted him to see me as potential wife material, not some bimbo who loved to suck off cocks and swallow come, or a girl who was just dying to take it up the ass on our second date together or something.”

		“So both of you have been living a lie for all of these months,” Stephanie said, looking bemused.

		She leaned back onto the small couch, too, on her side, facing Zoey. They were only a foot or so apart.

		“You’re a real babe,” Zoey said truthfully, staring into Stephanie’s deep, almost liquid brown eyes. “I don’t blame Dan for wanting to take you to bed.”

		“You are, too,” Stephanie answered softly. “And now that I know what a hottie you are, beneath that prim and proper housewife disguise you wear…I can’t believe the irony of this. I bet you could fuck and suck Dan every bit as good as I do, if he’d just give you the chance.”

		“Yeah, it’s crazy, isn’t it?” Zoey agreed.

		She finished her drink in two big swallows and bent forward, placing the empty glass on the coffee table. Then she leaned back against the couch again, turning slightly so that she was facing Stephanie, their heads once again less than a foot apart.

		On impulse, feeling her drinks just a little, she reached out and caressed Stephanie’s left cheek with the fingertips of her right hand. She whispered, “I bet you’re really something special in bed, too, aren’t you, beautiful?”

		Stephanie’s eyes flashed with recognition as the soft fingertips gently stroked her skin. She murmured, “When you were a swinger…did you make it with other girls at those parties?”

		“All the time,” Zoey whispered back, moving closer; her hand sliding behind the lovely call girl’s neck. “And I just loved it. I like eating pussy almost as much as I love sucking cocks.”

		She gently pulled her closer, and then her lips met Stephanie’s and a red-hot jolt of desire shot through both of them. Stephanie’s tongue was suddenly in her mouth and Zoey felt her nipples go stiff in a few heartbeats—rapidly accelerating heartbeats—as that agile little tongue dueled with hers.

		This cute little bitch is smoking hot! Zoey thought as she moved her hand down onto Stephanie’s back and pulled the girl’s lush young body against hers while they kissed.

		Stephanie moaned with pleasure as their big breasts met. She slipped her arms around Zoey’s neck and kissed her for all she was worth.

		Zoey could feel Steph’s nipples, firm and erect, even through the material of their blouses and both bras. She pulled her head away and whispered urgently, “I want you!”

		Stephanie released her grip and began to eagerly unbutton her blouse, saying, “You already paid for me, baby. I’m all yours!”

		Starting to remove her own clothes, Zoey asked, “When is check out time in this place?”

		“Noon, I’m pretty sure.”

		Zoey reached around the half naked call girl and got the wireless phone off the end table next to the couch. She hit the zero and, when a man answered said, “This is Mrs. Lang. I’d like to take extend my stay for another night, if I could?”

		She listened to the reply and then said, “Yes, just leave it on that card. That would be fine. And we won’t require maid service today—I don’t want to be disturbed, understand?”

		Then she turned off the phone and placed it on the coffee table. She told Stephanie, as she was popping her lacy bra off, “I think we’ll need more than an hour or two to get to know each other better, don’t you, kitten?”

		“God, yes,” Stephanie said enthusiastically, taking off her own bra and tossing it on the table, “you look absolutely delicious. And I want to take my time with you.”

		

		****

		

		“Like this?” Zoey whispered, running her tongue tip just lightly over the length of Stephanie’s juicy little slit.

		She paused when she reached the top and slowly moved that wriggly tip all around the girl’s enlarged, adorable little pink nub of a clit. Stephanie sucked in her breath and then breathed out, her voice raspy with need as she whispered, “God, yes, just like that, you sweet, teasing bitch! Lick it for me, Zoey, darling. Suck it—suck my clitty, you hot baby!”

		Zoey gave her young lover a minx-like smile and then sucked the petite bead into her lips and ran her tongue all over it while she nursed at it. Stephanie whined and grabbed two handfuls of Zoey’s brownish-blonde mane, grinding her pussy against the other woman’s mouth.

		“Oh, that’s right,” she gasped, her whole body shivering with delight, “eat it. Eat my pussy, baby. Oh, fuck, Zoey, you eat it so good, babe!”

		This little bitch is sensational! Zoey thought. She’s got a fucking perfect body, her pussy is sweet as sugar, and she just loves sex. No wonder Dan wants to fuck her—I don’t blame him!

		“Can you come for me again, sweetie?” Zoey panted, pulling her mouth off Steph’s super-wet slit for a moment. “Can you give your Zoey some more of that wonderful girl-jizz to swallow?”

		She pressed her mouth back onto Steph’s cunt, not waiting for an answer. The younger girl gasped and managed to choke out, “Yes, yes, God, yes, you know I can, you red-hot pussy-licker! Oh, fuck, Zoey, take it—suck down my hot juice!”

		With that, the stunning brunette jammed her cunny up against Zoey’s lips and came like a crazy girl. She wailed out her pleasure and pinched her own nipples frantically as she shivered and bucked and splashed hot pussy oil onto her lover’s willing face.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Zoey murmured appreciatively as she drank down the thick, sweet girl-jizz, her tongue all over Stephanie’s clit.

		“God, oh, God, you eat it so great!” Stephanie whimpered, still coming hard.

		Zoey eased a finger up Stephanie’s asshole and began to finger-fuck it as she ate the girl. Steph convulsed, her toes curling up as she began to come even harder.

		“Oh, oh, what are you doing to meeeeeeeeeee?” The girl screamed out the question, shaking and spasming.

		Zoey was in heaven. She loved pussy and she hadn’t had any in years now. And Stephanie’s wasn’t just any pussy; it was prime, superb, grade “A”, premium pussy!

		She gobbled it up. She couldn’t seem to get enough of it.

		

		****

		

		“There’s my Zoey,” Stephanie purred, running the vibrator deep into Zoey’s ass as she lightly kissed the slightly older woman’s clit. “There’s my sweet, sexy girl, all ready to give me her come, right?”

		Zoey groaned, too aroused to speak. She was on her back and Stephanie, that little devil, had the big, thick vibrator that she carried in her purse all greased up with Astroglide and humming as she drilled Zoey’s tight asshole with it.

		“Ooooh, what a pretty clitty my darling Zoey has got!” Stephanie cooed as she licked it over and over again, really reaming Zoey’s ass out with the buzzer while she ate it.

		“I’m gonna’ come again!” Zoey moaned, her ass coming up off the mattress, “Oh, God, am I ever gonna’ come, you sweet baby? Eat me, eat me and fuck me, darling!”

		Stephanie sucked Zoey’s swollen clit into her lips and nursed at it hungrily, beating on the sensitive little bud with the bottom of her tongue as she did so. She fucked Zoey’s ass even faster with the humming vibrator.

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Zoey screamed as she came, a spray of girl-come spattering against Stephanie’s pretty face.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” sighed Stephanie, licking and licking, and swallowing eagerly.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Boring But Sweet Dan

		

		God, but that was fun! Zoey thought as she battled her way through the bumper-to-bumper traffic on the way home. What a little fireball that Steph is! And that cute pussy of hers is so fucking delicious…

		Zoey hit the ‘on’ button for her hands-free phone set up and speed-dialed Dan. When he came on the line, she asked him, “Hey, handsome, where are you?”

		“I’m stuck on the freeway. The traffic tonight is brutal.”

		She laughed. “Tell me about it! I’m fighting it, too, baby. I went into the city today to do some…uh…shopping, and I didn’t leave downtown early enough, so I’m all jammed up. I just wanted to let you know that you may beat me home tonight.”

		“Well, in that case, why don’t you meet me at Don Carlo’s and we’ll have dinner out together?” Dan asked. “Then we can drive home after the rush is over.”

		“That sounds wonderful to me, since I’ve been downtown all day and don’t have anything fixed for dinner anyway,” Zoey responded. “I’m probably six or seven minutes away from Don Carlo’s. I’ll start working my way over now so that I can exit when I get to their off ramp. See you there, darling.”

		With that, she shut off the phone and put on her right blinker. She immediately heard a chorus of horns as she tried to ease her way over into the next lane to her right.

		The off ramp that led to the restaurant was still a mile or so away, which was fortunate because she knew she’d probably need that much distance to move across the three lanes of traffic she needed to maneuver through to get to it; San Francisco drivers were not generally forgiving of someone who found themselves trapped in the wrong lane. The horns kept on blaring as she gradually managed to work her way over to the exit lane just in time and leave the freeway.

		Don Carlo’s was an old, established restaurant located in Burlingame, another tony suburb which sat right next to Hillsborough, where Dan and Zoey lived. It was a charming little place, featuring a dark ambience, red and white checked tablecloths, and candle-lit tables. It served excellent Italian food and was a popular dining spot for both families and couples out on a dinner date.

		It took Zoey longer than she thought it would to reach the place. The surface streets were almost as crowded as the freeway had been at this time of night on a Friday, with the homeward commute traffic. But she finally pulled into the small parking lot, found an empty spot, and got out. Once inside the restaurant, she headed for the bar.

		Dan was already there, sitting on a stool, his briefcase on the one next to him, saving it for her. She went up and kissed him lightly on the cheek and he grinned and moved the case down onto the floor so that she could sit down.

		“How long is the wait?” she asked.

		“Fifteen minutes, or so I was told when they took my name,” Dan told her.

		“Good, that gives us time to have a nice drink together before we eat, and to unwind a little from fighting all of that traffic.”

		The bartender came over and she ordered a Jack Daniel’s Tennessee Honey on the rocks. Dan smiled at her and asked, “So, did you spend a lot of money in the city?”

		She gave him a naughty little grin in return and said, “Yeah, a little. But I had fun.”

		He said, “Well, that’s the important thing, now isn’t it?”

		Zoey nodded her agreement. She wasn’t a bit mad at him anymore, now that she understood his motives in hooking up with Steph behind her back.

		She really liked Stephanie, and Stephanie really liked her. She had even tried to give Zoey back her fifteen hundred dollars, but she wouldn’t hear of it.

		“You earned every nickel,” she’d said, just before she’d given Steph a long, lingering, tongue-filled good-bye kiss an hour ago in the hotel suite. “And I want you to have it. You were worth every cent of it, cutie.”

		Zoey’s drink came and she had a big sip, thinking of the little surprise the she and Steph had cooked up for Dan this weekend. She was madly excited about it.

		If this works out—and I’m pretty confident it will—I’ll be rid of those two jerk-offs, Taye and Timmy, for good, plus I’ll have a great, great sex life again. And I’ll have sweet, sexy Stephanie as my new best girlfriend. What could be better?

		

		****

		

		“That was fun,” Dan said as the two of them walked into the living room together an hour and a half later. “We ought to meet for dinner like that more often, just impromptu and spontaneous, you know?”

		“That was fun,” Zoey agreed, wrapping her arms around Dan’s neck. “Let’s not watch any television tonight. Let’s just go to bed together instead, okay?”

		“But, kitten, it’s barely eight o’clock,” Dan protested, surprised by her suggestion. “I’m not sure I could get to sleep this early.”

		“Who mentioned sleep?” Zoey asked; a devilish gleam in her big emerald eyes.

		It took a moment for him to realize what she was suggesting, but then he grinned and said eagerly, “Oh, well, yeah, let’s do that, by all means, sexy!”

		Once they were in the bedroom together, she had trouble holding back, but she reminded herself that she had to. Now that she knew that her Dan loved anal and blowjobs and all sorts of naughty sex, she wanted desperately to give him all of that and more—to really let herself go with her sweet man for a change and fuck his lights out—but she knew that she needed to wait until this weekend to pull of the mask and reveal what a hot, sensual woman she truly was to him.

		It would be more fun that way, too, with Stephanie in attendance. The little surprise they had planned for him would rock him right down to his core, Zoey was confident of that. And it would be such a kick for the two of them, too, shocking him in that way…

		But for now, she would have to be content to have what fun she could with him, not straying too far from the lily-white, nice girl image he had of her. She led him over to the bed and slowly stripped off his business suit and tie, along with his shirt.

		While she eased him out of his clothes, she kissed him lovingly, giving him lots of tongue. They made out like a pair of horny teenagers. When she had him panting with lust for her, she slipped off his tee shirt and then his boxers, revealing his long, thick cock.

		Zoey skimmed off her suit, blouse, bra, and other undergarments in record time. She sat down on the edge of the bed and put her palms against her husband’s firm ass cheeks and pulled him to her, smiling up at him as she did so.

		“Oh, just look at this big, hard thing!” she whispered. “Give it to me, darling—let me suck it for you a little!”

		Dan moaned as she slid it into her mouth and began to suck, her tongue all over him inside her nursing mouth. She guided him, with her hands still on his ass cheeks, pushing and pulling, urging him to fuck her mouth as she tilted her head back to give him greater access to her throat.

		“Oh, oh, Jesus, Zoey,” he sighed, looking down at his gorgeous young wife as she deep throated him like a pro. “Honey, you’re doing that so beautifully tonight! My God, can you ever suck me!”

		She was in heaven. He felt so good, fucking her lips and down into her throat! She lapped at him furiously and sloshed her warm saliva all over his gliding dick as she ate him.

		I want to lick his balls! She thought. I want to suck this big fatty for my darling Dan until it explodes in my mouth, and then gobble up every last drop of his sweet cream! I want to beg him to fuck me in the ass with this marvelous prick of his! I want him to pull it out and jack it off all over my face at the last second…I want to do it all with my sweet man!

		Now that she knew what a bad boy he was, deep down inside, she found she loved him even more. After this afternoon’s pillow talk session with Stephanie, Zoey’s imagination ran wild.

		She knew that her Dan would love her asshole, once he tried it. And she knew that she’d love having him deep inside that hot little tunnel!

		I want him to bang my ass so hard and so deep that I scream for mercy…and then I want him to fuck me some more!

		“Enough, darling,” he gasped at that moment “my, God, you’re sucking it like a little demon tonight! You’ve got to stop, before I...”

		His voice trailed off and she realized that Dan was so intent on maintaining his straight-arrow persona in front of his “pure” little wife that he couldn’t even bring himself say the words, “come in your mouth” to her! Instead, after another second, he stammered, “So that I can make love to you properly.”

		She let him arrange her back in the center of the bed, and get between her legs. He eased his engorged manhood into her juicy lips and slowly let his weight down onto her.

		Zoey sighed. He felt wonderful, deep inside her pussy, but she was still slightly disappointed that they had to keep up this plain-vanilla sex charade for one more night.

		Part of her still wished that he had thrown caution to the wind just now and blown off inside her mouth, so that she could gulp down his hot jizz for him. Part of her still wished that he’d let his baser nature take over moments ago, and had ripped his cock out of her sucking mouth and turned her over onto her tummy on the bed and slipped that fat beauty of a cock of his right up her asshole!

		“Oh, Dan, it feels so good,” she whispered truthfully as he began to fuck her in earnest, her legs coming up over his calves, so that she could lever herself up off the mattress to meet his thrusts, her arms now around his back, her breasts mashed up against his strong chest.

		She sighed and settled in for a sweet, straight, no-frills fuck. It wasn’t what she really wanted—she wanted to dazzle him with her mouth, her ass, her tongue—but it was still very nice.

		Her Dan had a great dick and he loved her. This certainly wasn’t bad; it just wasn’t as good as she now knew it could be.

		Resigning herself, she licked his earlobe and whispered softly, “Oh, Dan, you fuck me like no one else ever has!”

		He started, hearing her use the word “fuck” out loud as they made love. But he entirely missed the irony of her statement as he banged down into her.

		Because he did fuck her like no one else ever had; that was the pure truth.

		Everyone else she’d known had simply nailed her like she was a hot-pussied little tramp who just couldn’t get enough cock. He was the only man she’d ever met who made love to her like she was little goddess on a pedestal, a sweet, innocent girl who mustn’t be despoiled by being exposed to down and dirty, pussy-pounding sex.

		It had been unexpected and endearing, at first. But now she wanted more from her man, because—thanks to her new friend, Stephanie—she knew that he had so much more to offer a sex-crazed bad girl like her!

		But for tonight, she was content to just roll her hips up to meet him and to enjoy the gentle, affectionate love-making he was treating her to at the moment. She worked her clit against his sliding cock and kissed him.

		He was going to make her come. He always did.

		It wasn’t the explosive, exciting, nerves-screaming-for-fiery-release sort of orgasm that those two creeps had wrung from her lush body over and over again yesterday, in the motel room. And it wasn’t the type of forbidden, sensual, heart-pounding climax that Stephanie and she had shared so many times this morning and throughout the afternoon, in the plush Omni suite.

		But it wasn’t bad, either. Zoey moaned and gripped him tighter as her pussy started to contract around his pistoning shaft. She sighed, “Oh, Dan, give it to me, baby! Flood me with that hot stuff of yours—I’m coming!”

		Dan groaned and unloaded in her as she went off around him. She smiled in the darkened bedroom, glad that her man had so much come for her.

		I would have bet sexy little Steph had wrung him dry last night, she thought as she enjoyed the nice little orgasm washing over her as her husband’s spunk gushed into her pussy.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Dan’s Big Surprise

		

		Stephanie parked her car well down the street and walked up to the front door. She wasn’t worried about Dan recognizing her car when he returned home; the only place he’d ever met her was inside a hotel suite, so he’d never seen her car.

		Zoey answered nearly as soon as the doorbell sounded and hurried Stephanie inside. The expensive escort looked around and sighed, “God, what a beautiful house, Zoey! I don’t feel so bad about keeping your fifteen hundred bucks from yesterday now.”

		Putting her arm around Steph’s trim waist, directing her into the living room, she laughed and said, “Don’t worry about it. We have plenty of money, and it was well worth it, just to meet you, beautiful.”

		The young brunette stopped and turned to face Zoey, stepping in closer. She whispered, with longing in her voice, “Do we have time for a quickie, before Dan gets home?”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you bet we do,” Zoey sighed, leaning in for the offered kiss, “it’s just noon, and Dan never gets home from golfing until four or later.”

		Their lips met and Stephanie felt her heart lift. She just loved making it with gorgeous women, and Mrs. Zoey Lang more than filled the bill.

		God, she’s hot! Stephanie thought as their tongues found each other and began to dance together.

		Just as the young escort was really starting to get aroused, Zoey pulled back, breathing just as hard as Stephanie was, and said, “Let’s have a drink before we get naked, all right?”

		“Sure,” Steph agreed, taking Zoey’s offered hand and letting the slightly older woman lead her further into the posh living room, through it, and into the recreation room, where there was a fully stocked bar over in the corner.

		“But why the booze?” she asked Zoey with a teasing little grin. “You don’t have to get me drunk. I’m hot for you right now and I’m as sober as I can be.”

		Zoey poured herself a Honey over ice and showed the bottle to Steph. “Ever try this stuff? It’s delicious and it barely tastes like booze.”

		Stephanie shook her head that she hadn’t, so Zoey poured a glass for her guest over ice as well. As they clicked rims, and sat down next to each other on two barstools, she explained, “I want both of us as loose as we can be when Dan gets here. He usually has a few martinis with his golfing buddies after their game is over, so he’ll be feeling no pain when he gets home.”

		She gave Steph a seductive smile and whispered, “I want to be totally wild with him today. And I want you to be the same way. I’m dying to do everything that you and I know how to do between the two of us…I want us to be scorching hot in that bedroom with him tonight, babe!”

		Stephanie tipped back the Honey and drank deeply. She smiled, “Hey, this stuff is terrific! Does it pack any punch? You were right, it doesn’t even taste like it’s got much alcohol in it.”

		“Oh, it’ll get the job done, believe me,” Zoey smiled back at her guest.

		Her face went serious for a second, then sensual and sexy, as she asked, “So, can you do that? Can you be wild and open to anything today, so that we can really let my Dan’s tiger out of the cage?”

		“You know it,” the girl promised her, running her fingertips adoringly over Zoey’s cheek. “That’s one of the reasons I decided to become an escort, when I was deciding on a part time job to help me get through school. It pays a fortune, for the amount of time involved, and all I have to do is get naked with guys and go nuts over their cocks—and I’m like that anyway, even if they’re not paying me! So it was a perfect fit for me.”

		“I do intend to give you your customary twenty-five hundred, by the way, for an all night date,” Zoey assured her.

		“No,” Stephanie insisted vehemently, “not for tonight! Tonight is for fun. This is pure personal pleasure-sex with my new friend, Zoey, and her hottie husband. I don’t want money for that. I really dig you, sweetie, understand? And your Dan is such a cutie; I’d fuck him for free all of the time, if I could afford to do it.”

		“Okay,” Zoey said, sliding off her bar stool and taking Stephanie in her arms. “That’s fine with me, because I feel that way about you, too. I can’t wait to suck that pretty little pussy of yours again, especially with Dan watching me do it!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Stephanie murmured in agreement, her tongue all over Zoey’s as they began to kiss, the pussy in question getting wet as its owner imagined the three of them in bed together.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, God but that was wonderful!” Zoey panted, pulling her mouth off Stephanie’s gleaming pink folds as the other girl lay gasping for breath.

		“Wonderful doesn’t come close to describing it,” Steph, sighed rapturously, staring down her tummy at Zoey, still gripped in the warm embrace of ecstasy realized. “I’m still getting little after-shocks of orgasm. My sweet God, but you can eat a pussy, darling!”

		She started to embrace Zoey, but her hostess for the afternoon moved just out of her reach. “More Honey first. I’m flying, but I want to stay that way. Dan should be here before too long.”

		Stephanie nodded her acquiescence and sat up. She reached for their two glasses, which were sitting nearby on the nightstand and dropped a couple of ice cubes from an ice bucket into each glass, and then filled them with the thick, rich, honey-based liqueur.

		“Okay, a little taste of Honey, and then I get to taste that honey-sweet pussy of yours one more time before he gets here,” Stephanie smiled over at Zoey as she handed her one of the glasses.

		She slurred the word “yours” slightly, and Zoey could see that the smooth but potent liquor was having the desired effect. Steph was clearly half-snockered, just as Zoey was.

		That made Zoey smile. It was all going just as she’d hoped it would: together, they were going to give Dan the surprise—and the fucking—of a lifetime this afternoon and evening!

		She drank her own glass of Honey down and handed it back to Steph. Then she stretched out on the bed and opened her legs.

		In moments, Stephanie had finished her own drink and was sliding down between those legs, teasing their owner by rubbing her heavy, perfect breasts up and down Zoey’s thighs as she got into place.

		Zoey noticed that the younger girl’s nipples were already erect and jutting outward, before they even touched the warm flesh of Zoey’s taut skin. Stephanie’s stunning brown orbs were slightly glazed over from all of the alcohol she’d consumed, but there was a sparkle there, too; a glowing look of pure desire as she stared down at the juicy pink slit in front of her.

		“Do you like it better without the hair?” Zoey asked as her girlfriend’s face descended toward her pussy. “I decided that if I’m going to be an out-and-out sexy girl again, I was better off bare, so I shaved it this morning.”

		“I love it,” Steph breathed excitedly, running her tongue up and down its length, licking in a big tongue full of girl oil and swallowing it as Zoey watched. “I love this new bare look—it’s perfect for you, you sexy puss!”

		With that, Stephanie pushed her face into Zoey’s twat and proceeded to go crazy among the slick pink furls of pussy once again. She rubbed her face in it, licking and sucking, and jamming her tongue deep into Zoey’s cunny.

		“Oh, oh, you hot little thing,” she sighed affectionately. “You eat twat like a wild girl!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm! Mmmmmmmmm!” Stephanie murmured, doing just that.

		“Yeah, that’s it,” Zoey gasped, twisting her head from side to side on the pillow as the cunt-hungry young coed ate and ate, her tongue never stopping. “Eat it. Suck it. Oh, fuck, lick it, you sexy slut!”

		Stephanie did all of that and more. She tongued Zoey’s pussy frantically, easing a finger up her bunghole as she did so.

		Zoey moaned as the torrid spasms of pre-come excitement clenched through her pussy and down into her anal sheath. She pushed her hips up off the mattress and smeared her cunny all over Steph’s face, who cooed and gurgled with pleasure at having her girlfriend’s slippery pussy lips mashed against her mouth, her chin, and cheeks.

		“Oh, that’s the way to eat me, you pretty baby!” Zoey whined, just on the edge of another spectacular come.

		“So wonderful, so hot and slick and sweet,” Steph murmured, licking and sucking like mad at the slippery flesh. “Oh, Zoey, come for me again…come all over my face!”

		Zoey arched up off the bed once more and grabbed a swollen nipple in each hand. She squeezed them hard and bucked her pussy against Steph’s pretty face, her slit starting to spurt out tiny jets of clear, warm girl-jizz, she was coming so hard.

		“Oh, oh, I’m squirting!” she wailed in pure ecstasy. “You’re making me squirt, you hot little pussy sucker, you!”

		Stephanie eagerly drank Zoey’s outpouring, fingering her asshole as she licked up the slick fluid and swallowed it. The sight of her model-pretty face doing that sent a second ripple of come sensation crackling through Zoey’s pussy and she tugged hard at her own nipples and rode it out.

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh! So goooooooooood!” she murmured, orgasming like a crazy woman against her young friend’s face. “So fucking good!”

		

		****

		

		They were lying together at the head of the bed, cuddling and kissing, a few minutes later when Zoey heard the garage door begin to slide up. She gave Steph one quick last kiss and vaulted off the bed, grabbing her robe and throwing it on.

		Dashing into the bathroom, she washed the pussy juice off her lips, cheeks, and chin and then quickly dried her face with a towel. She flashed Stephanie an excited smile as she ran back through the bedroom.

		Zoey slowed to a walk as she entered the recreation room and went around behind the bar. Dan came into the room just as she’d finished mixing him a martini, exactly the way he liked it—with Beefeater’s gin, a tiny hint of vermouth, and one big, bleu cheese-stuffed green olive—and pouring herself a fresh Honey over ice from a half empty bottle she found beneath the bar.

		“Care to join me for a drink, sailor?” she asked, leaning onto the bar, her robe coming open and leaving her large bare breasts almost completely revealed.

		“Damn, who could turn down an invitation like that?” He grinned over at her. “What’s the occasion?”

		She could tell from his big grin and easy manner that he was halfway in the bag already. Dan often drank four or five martinis with his pals after golf. The country club they belonged to was only ten or twelve blocks from their house, and it was all well-to-do suburban surface streets between here and there, so he never worried much about cops or getting arrested for drunk driving; not on a late Saturday afternoon like this.

		He came over to the bar and took the offered martini, toasting her. She clicked rims with him and he asked again, “What’s the occasion?”

		“I have a surprise for you,” she said teasingly, smiling up at him and then taking a sip of her drink.

		He did the same and then said, “My birthday’s not until May, so why the surprise?”

		She grinned at him and whispered, “Because you’re a good husband and a wonderful man and I want to make you happy.”

		“Well, that’s what a fellow likes to hear, especially coming from his wife,” he beamed back at her and drank more of his martini.

		Zoey knocked back the rest of her short cocktail and put the glass on the bar. He did the same and, still chewing his on olive as he took her offered hand, he let her lead him through the house, and to their bedroom door, which was closed.

		“Here’s your surprise. I think you’re going to love it,” Zoey said, opening the door with a flourish.

		“Holy…what the…?” Dan gasped, seeing the very naked and voluptuous young Stephanie Bridges lying back against the pillows piled against the headboard, the top sheet and other bedding peeled back to the foot of the bed.

		“Hi, Dan, I’m your surprise,” Stephanie smiled up at him and opened her legs a little wider, affording the shocked husband a better view of her waxed-bare, slickly gleaming pink pussy lips.

		“I found out about you and Steph,” Zoey murmured in his ear, going up onto her tiptoes so that she could whisper directly into it, her arm around his shoulders to help steady herself, “And, at first, I was very angry.”

		Dan’s head snapped around to face her, fear in his eyes. She thought she could see the sudden panicked thoughts about an extremely costly divorce hovering there, on her handsome man’s frightened face, so she rushed to assure him that calling an end to their marriage was the last thing on her mind.

		“But then I met her, and I saw how gorgeous…how incredibly desirable she is,” Zoey quickly went on to say. “And, after we spent a few hours…in bed together, I could appreciate how you couldn’t resist fucking her from time to time, even if she is a little on the expensive side…”

		“Y-you…and Stephanie,” Dan stammered. “In bed together, having sex—how, how is that possible?”

		“I don’t think I’m explaining this well,” Zoey said, allowing herself to enjoy his obvious confusion just a little.

		After all, he had cheated on her. He deserved at least a tiny bit of discomfort, before she showed him just how completely she forgave him, now didn’t he?

		“Here, let me help explain it,” Stephanie said, getting out of bed and sauntering over to the couple, her lush breasts swaying as she walked.

		“First, we need our Dan naked, like us,” she said, nodding to her accomplice, who got the hint immediately and slipped her arm from around her husband’s neck and took off her robe, so that she was now as naked as Steph.

		“She’s right, of course, darling,” Zoey whispered, taking Dan’s right lapel as Stephanie latched onto the left one.

		Together, the two nude beauties peeled off Dan’s sports coat and tossed it down onto the rug, next to Zoey’s discarded robe. Then they worked his knit shirt out of his slacks and yanked it upward, forcing him to raise his arms above his head so that they could pull it completely free of his body.

		“What…what are you two up to?” Dan insisted warily, as they dropped the shirt on top of the jacket and stared on his belt and zipper.

		“We’re stripping you,” Steph said, grinning.

		“So we can take turns fucking you, dear,” Zoey told him, smiling as she pushed his slacks downward, letting them fall around his shoes.

		“And we’re going to take turns sucking your cock, too,” Stephanie added, dealing with his boxers.

		“Ooh, he’s not quite hard yet!” Zoey said, looking over at her cohort, feigning disappointment.

		“We can easily fix that, girlfriend,” the dark-haired girl assured her, going down onto her knees and helping the stunned Dan out of his socks, shoes, and slacks.

		“You see, darling,” Zoey told him as she led the now naked man over to the bed, with her on one side and Stephanie keeping pace on his other side, “you and I have been lying to each other ever since we first met. Steph tells me that you are a naughty, naughty boy when you’re with her, while you’re always careful to be a perfect gentleman when you’re in bed with me.”

		Stephanie sat him down on the edge of the mattress and went down on her knees on his right side. Zoey went down onto her knees on his left, and took his semi-limp cock in her fist.

		“And your hot wife is hardly the innocent little flower you think she is, are you, sweetie?” Stephanie asked Zoey.

		“Definitely not,” Zoey agreed, stroking her husband’s rapidly stiffening prick as she leaned over his lap, her lips meeting Stephanie’s right above her man’s dick.

		“Holy Jesus,” Dan gasped as he saw his wife and his paid lover’s tongues dueling in front of him, their big breasts rubbing up against his nearly erect cock while they soul kissed and Zoey continued to jack him up and down in her fist.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Wildest Dreams Realized

		

		Slowly, the two women’s heads dipped lower, their tongues still caressing one another as they kissed. Zoey eased Dan’s now very hard cock head up into the hot, wet cavern formed by her and Steph’s joined lips, their tongues suddenly all over it as they continued to wildly french each other.

		“Oh, oh, holy fuck,” Dan moaned as the twin tongues swiped and lapped at his stiff prick tip, “I can’t believe what I’m seeing…what I’m feeling!”

		“Ummmmmm, do you like it, baby?” Zoey whispered up at him, pulling her mouth free for a moment and staring up at her shocked hubby, a seductive, playful look on her face as Steph took over lone cocksucking duties. “Do you like the way your wife and your cute little mistress suck your beautiful prick together for you, darling?”

		She looked down at Stephanie and smiled benignly as the younger girl went crazy on Dan’s fat cock, moving her lips up and down on it as she licked and sucked at it. Zoey reached down and caressed Dan’s balls with her fingertips as Steph started to deep throat his whole cock.

		“Just look at her go,” Zoey sighed, as she watched approvingly. “She’s almost as good at sucking cock as I am.”

		After another full minute of merely observing the torrid blowjob her husband was receiving, Zoey gently moved Steph’s mouth off of the towering hard on and bent lower to engulf every last inch of it in her own sucking mouth. She ate him slow and easy, her tongue gliding all around on his thick prong. Zoey took him all and then stuck her tongue out and licked at both of his balls as he was nestled deep inside her throat.

		“Ooooh, nice move,” Stephanie complimented her girlfriend; clearly impressed, “I love that. Not every girl can take a big boy like that and a lick guy’s nuts at the same time—you are good, sweetie!”

		Zoey came back up off the throbbing shaft and leaned into Stephanie, smiling triumphantly, saying, “Thank you, darling, you are, too!”

		The two gorgeous women kissed again, their large breasts coming together with Dan’s saliva-gleaming erection trapped in between them. He moaned as they slid their firm, supple tits all over his cock while the two of them made out some more.

		“Jesus, Jesus, I can’t believe you two!” He sighed, watching them suck tongue and tease his prick with their lush breasts.

		Zoey broke off the kiss after another minute or so and stared up at her man, a provocative smile on her face as she whispered, “I’m going to sixty-nine with Steph now, and you get to watch us lick pussies together, you lucky bad boy, you!”

		“He doesn’t have to just watch,” Steph purred as she got onto her feet and then up onto the bed behind Dan, who had remained seated on the edge of the mattress, “He can use the lube I brought along…”

		She reached under a pillow and brought out a big tube of Astroglide and tossed it over next to him, going on to say, “He can grease up my bottom and his cock with this stuff; and then he can fuck me in the ass while you’re eating me, babydoll. How does that sound?”

		“That sounds wonderful,” Zoey agreed, getting to her feet as well and joining her girlfriend on the bed. “But he should lube up my backdoor up, too, while he’s at it.”

		She smiled over at Dan, who had turned so that he could watch them, his mouth still open in obvious shock. Zoey finished with, “Then he can fuck me up the butt, too. We can flip over, halfway through, so that he can nail both of our tight little asses while we suck pussy together, don’t you think, darling?”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that sounds cooler than cool to me,” Steph agreed eagerly, patting the mattress with her palm. “Come on; get on your back so that I can eat you, sweetheart.”

		Zoey immediately flipped over onto her back and slid closer to Stephanie, who straddled her and lined her pussy up with Zoey’s mouth while she brought her own lips downward, toward her friend’s newly-shaved slit. She turned to Dan and said, “Well, what are you waiting for? Don’t you want to fuck me in the ass?”

		Dan started, as if he’d been in some sort of trance and had just awoken. He rasped, “Do you mean it…both of you?”

		“Of course, sweetheart,” Zoey said as she reached up for Steph’s curvy little ass, to guide her pussy down onto her waiting mouth. “This is all part of your surprise…are you surprised, aren’t you?”

		“Dumbfounded is more like it!” he said, grinning and getting up onto the bed so that he could watch even more closely as his wife’s tongue slid up into Stephanie’s waxed-bare slit.

		“Oh, oh, Zoey, you eat me so great!” Steph sighed, the other woman’s tongue all over her clit and then gliding deeply up into her pussy.

		The stunning brunette dipped her head lower and Dan gasped as he watched his mistress going wild over pussy, like a confirmed little lesbian, with his wife. Steph sucked at Zoey’s clitty, batting at it with her tongue as she did so, and Dan’s dick jerked involuntarily as he watched.

		“Damn,” he muttered, opening the tube of lubricant as he stared, entranced, at what he was seeing, “that’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen in my life!”

		“Ummmmmm,” Zoey moaned, digging her fingernails into Steph’s tight ass cheeks and pulling her down closer, her tongue lapping wildly at the girl’s juicy twat.

		“Fuck, fuck, I can’t believe this!” Dan sighed, liberally coating his brick-hard cock with the shiny lube.

		“You’d better believe it,” Stephanie said in a throaty murmur, pulling her mouth from Zoey’s slit for a second and looking over at Dan. “Your wife eats pussy better than any other girl I’ve ever made it with…and that takes in a lot of girls, trust me--I’m talking clear back to middle school.”

		Stephanie then went back to gobbling pussy herself, wriggling her butt around suggestively as she did so. Dan didn’t wait for an engraved invitation; he moved over behind her and shot a big wad of lubricant into Steph’s tiny anal opening as Zoey stared up at him, watching; her tongue all over Stephanie’s pussy.

		“Fuck her asshole, baby,” she whispered encouragingly. “Fuck that hot little butt of hers while I eat her pussy!”

		Dan groaned, his cock jerking wildly. He moved in closer and set the greasy head against Stephanie’s equally slippery ass opening and pushed.

		“Uhhhhhhhhhhhh!” Steph murmured as the mushroom-shaped prick tip pierced her anus and disappeared inside.

		“God, oh, God but this is hot!” Dan panted, spearing his cock all the way into Stephanie’s tight hole while his wife watched him do it from underneath the girl. “I can’t believe I’m fucking your butt while Zoey’s down there licking your cunny!”

		His mistress didn’t bother to comment. She just worked her trim ass back to meet his thrusts, grinding her pussy downward at the same time so that Zoey could tongue her clit.

		In no time, Steph was mewling and sighing with pleasure. Zoey reached up and took one of her lover’s aroused nipples in each hand and began to twist them as she ate the younger girl’s cunt. Stephanie whimpered and Dan felt her anal sheath grab at him as he banged it relentlessly.

		“Oh, oh, you two are so frigging hot together!” he sighed. “I can’t believe we’re doing this!”

		Zoey looked up at him, her tongue all over Steph’s little clit. The girl whimpered and moaned down into the cavern of Zoey’s pussy, her slit suddenly clasping shut in conjunction with her asshole around Dan’s driving cock.

		She’s coming! Zoey realized. My Dan’s hot ass-fucking and my pussy licking have got her going off hard already!

		“Ummmmmmmmm!” Stephanie murmured ecstatically just then, as if confirming Zoey’s thoughts, her sleek body shivering with the power of her release.

		“That’s it, come!” Dan gasped, yanking his entrapped dick nearly all the way out of her and then ramming it back in. “Come hard on my big cock, you sweet bitch!”

		Steph whimpered and licked at Zoey’s pussy hungrily, her whole body vibrating with the power of her climax. Zoey sucked at the girl’s clit and laved it with her tongue, her own cunt very close to orgasm as well as she held onto Stephanie’s tits and watched Dan ream out the girl’s clasping butt.

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, so gooooooood,” Steph managed to gasp after another few seconds of the intense orgasm, “Oh, God, your guy fucks my ass so sweet, Zoey!”

		Extremely turned on and desperate for an orgasm as hot as the one Steph had just experienced, Zoey patted the girl on her side with the flat of her hand. Stephanie knew immediately what she wanted and pulled forward, freeing Dan’s cock from her bunghole as she rolled over onto her side.

		Dan moved around behind his wife, who was now the top girl in the torrid sixty-nine when Steph rolled all the way over onto her back. He gently pushed a wad of lube up Zoey’s anus and whispered, “Are you sure about this, kitten?”

		“Are you kidding?” Zoey said, turning her head and grinning back at him. “Fuck me in the ass, darling. I want it so bad that I can hardly stand it!”

		Grinning broadly in return, clearly not quite believing what he was seeing with this brand new, wild-woman version of his wife, Dan nevertheless went ahead and fit his cock against Zoey’s hitherto forbidden opening and pushed gently. She sighed with pleasure and opened her anus to him.

		I’m actually glad now that those two idiots fucked me up the butt with their big cocks so recently, Zoey thought. After getting my ass drilled by those huge dicks a few times in the last week, my sweet Dan’s big cock feels so good back there!

		“Ohhhhhhhh, yeaahhhhhhhhhhhhh,” Zoey let out an excited breath as Dan’s prick filled her back hole for the first time ever. “Oh, darling, it feels so wonderful in there. Fuck me; fuck me hard, just like you did Steph!”

		Dan started slowly, plainly still not convinced about Zoey’s ability to take a big dick up her ass. When she merely mewled with pleasure and drove her trim butt back eagerly against his tentative strokes, he began to relax.

		He slipped his hand under her and began to tease her clit as he fucked her, but then Stephanie gently pushed his fingers away and began to lick Zoey’s clit again instead as he fucked his wife’s tight little butt. Dan groaned at the sight of Steph’s pretty face mashed up against Zoey’s juicy quim and began to drill his cock in and out of her perfect ass moons faster and faster.

		“Yessssssssssssssss,” Zoey hissed joyously, taking a second off from licking Steph’s clit. “Oh, God, yes, really give it to me, darling!”

		Dan sucked in a deep breath and started to nail his wife’s cute ass hard. His cock slammed into her as deep as it would go with each lunge, and his strokes became quicker as well.

		“Sweet little ass,” Dan huffed, banging it with all-out abandon; “I can’t believe I’m finally fucking this sweet little butt I’ve dreamed about so often!”

		Zoey mewled happily and licked at Steph’s clit as though she couldn’t get enough of it. This was a dream come true for her, as well as for Dan, she realized. From now on, sex between the two of them wouldn’t just be good, as it had been in the past—it would be sensational!

		“So tight,” Dan sighed, “your ass is as tight as Steph’s!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was Zoey’s only reply, as she twisted her butt back to meet each stroke, her own clit throbbing wildly under Stephanie’s expert licking.

		I’m gonna’ come, she thought, as she felt the spasms start in her tightening tummy muscles, the way they always did when she was going to orgasm especially hard. My sweet Dan is going to get me off so great…along with my darling Steph!

		Stephanie seemed to sense that Zoey’s climax was just seconds away. She sucked her lover’s clit in between her lips and beat at it with her lively little tongue.

		She’s right there again, too! Zoey knew it instinctively, from the way Steph was sucking at her clitty and moaning beneath Zoey’s tongue-caress. God, I think all three of us are going to go off together—how totally cool is that?

		The dark-haired coed shivered and burbled out that she was coming, up into Zoey’s pussy, just as everything went slightly red in Zoey’s vision and she felt her own searing orgasm grip her body.

		The two women moaned and shook and clung tightly together as their shared climax reached its peak. Dan gasped loudly and Zoey felt his cock buck inside her ass tunnel, and then it was shooting rope after rope of hot, slick spunk deep into her bowels.

		A fresh wave of orgasmic fury radiated from Zoey’s anus right to her clit as she felt her husband coming inside her rear hole for the very first time. She clawed at Steph’s ass moons with her nails, digging them into the tight flesh as she came and came on Dan’s spurting prick!

		

		****

		

		“I bet he’s got a lot more come left in these big nuts,” Stephanie observed teasingly, running her tongue up and down the hairy sac as Dan lay sprawled between the two of them at the head of the bed. “What do you think?”

		Zoey let her husband’s once more very rigid cock slip from her sucking lips for a moment to smile down at her colleague. The three of them had just finished a long, playful shower together, during which the two women had taken turns soaping up Dan’s prick and balls, getting him nice and clean for round two of tonight’s bedroom fun.

		“Oh, I think you can count on that, darling,” she told Steph.

		Looking up at Dan, she went on to say, “My baby always has oodles of come for me, as I’m sure he does for you. Don’t you, sweetie?”

		Dan looked slightly panicked for a moment and Zoey could tell he was debating the wisdom of admitting to his wife that he always had plenty of jizz for his pay-to-play girlfriend. But, in the end, the easy camaraderie that had developed between the three of them during the last hour won out and he said, “You’d better believe I do, girls. And I think you two are just the little sluts to drain every drop of it out of my balls by morning.”

		The three of them shared a chuckle over that, and then Zoey said, “Trust me, darling, you won’t have even a dribble left after Steph and I are through with you.”

		With that, she eased his cock back into her mouth and began to suck lustily on it while Stephanie popped his left ball into hers and started to hum a little tune. Dan moaned and closed his eyes, a huge smile of utter contentment on his face.

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Truth Telling

		

		“So, what part did you like the best about last night?” Zoey asked her husband. “And tell me the truth. I don’t want any more lies between us, darling.”

		Dan, who was snuggled next to her at the top of the bed, looked deeply into her emerald eyes, smiling as he did so, taking his time about answering. After long moments of contemplation, he said, “Every last second of it was so incredible, it’s hard to pick just one thing.”

		After another few seconds, he went on to add, “Seeing you and Stephanie making love was one of the most erotic, sensual, fantastic experiences in my entire life. My cock got so hard it felt like a length of iron pipe.”

		Zoey giggled and nodded her head. “I know. I had that iron pipe inside me for half the night, remember? Whenever it wasn’t inside Steph, that is; you really gave it to her a few times as well.”

		Dan looked slightly uncomfortable as she mentioned him fucking another woman so enthusiastically, so she decided to ease his conscience by adding, “That was so cool to watch. I just loved seeing you two together.”

		He shook his head. “God, but you’re something. I can’t think of too many other wives who would love watching their husbands with another woman.”

		Zoey’s face went serious. She said, “Today, I’m going to level with you about everything, and I expect the same from you. We’ve never talked about our past lives, before we met each other, much; but today we’re going to make up for that. There are things you need to know about me that will explain why I’m so comfortable with seeing you making love to Steph, and about all three of us being in bed together.”

		She took his hand and threw back the covers. “Come on, this will take some coffee and most of the morning. And some of it may be a little hard to hear, I warn you.”

		Getting out of bed and dragging him along with her, she said, “I’m just as glad that Steph declined our offer to stay for breakfast. She already knows most of what I’m about to tell you, and it will be easier saying it to you without an audience, I think.”

		

		****

		

		“…and so, that’s what my married life was life was like, before I finally got fed up with my husband being gone for days at a time, out fucking some new girl he’d met in one of his restaurants or at a bar somewhere.”

		Dan sat motionless, his coffee cup in his hand. They were seated at the kitchen table, wearing only their bathrobes, a light breakfast finished and half a pot of coffee gone.

		“I didn’t want to slip back into that swinging lifestyle again, even though I will admit to you that I enjoyed it quite a bit, at times,” Zoey went on to say, “so I was careful not to give you the impression that I was as…uh…experienced at sex as I was, and by that I mean, virtually all kinds of sex, darling.”

		“Wow,” was all Dan said for long moments.

		Then he beamed and began to laugh softly, shaking his head. After another long moment, he said, “God, it’s just so damned ironic! Here I’ve been living with the absolute woman of my dreams for the past year and didn’t even know it!”

		Zoey gave him a wry look, and he hastened to explain, “I love sex. I always have. And I’ve always fantasized about participating in some really wild, out-there sexual scenarios—just like we did last night, with Stephanie—but it’s just never worked out for me, until now.”

		He leaned forward and took her hand, which was lying on the table. Giving it a little squeeze, he blurted, “Last night was the greatest sex of my life! I’ve always wanted to experience a three way, either with another guy and a girl, or with two girls and me, but I’d never met anyone prior to this who was…I don’t know…adventurous enough to want to try something like that.”

		After a moment of considering what he’d just said, Dan told her, “I’d met several girls in the past that struck me as being sexy enough and…uh….I guess you’d have to say, open-minded enough to want to have a threesome with me and someone else. But I’ve always been wrong about that. Whenever I’d suggest something as wild as a threesome, they’d invariably chicken out, or claim they didn’t know another girl who was kinky enough to try it.”

		Zoey smiled at him. She found his innocence concerning out-of-the-ordinary sex to be so cute. Her sweetie so wanted to be a bad boy and had just never had the chance to really do that before.

		She, on the other hand, had never started out to be a bad girl, but the chances for her to do that had come along very early in her life and had never really stopped. Timmy Barlow and his pal, Taye Jackson, and her recent long afternoon of raunchy, really down-and-dirty sex with them popped into her mind.

		No, her career as a bad girl definitely hadn’t ended quite yet. That was for sure.

		“Uh, babe, I have to tell you something else,” she found herself saying, knowing she had to complete her confession; to come clean about her recent…experiences with her two unwanted lovers from her past swinger days.

		Besides, after I tell Dan, I’ll be free of them at last. They can’t blackmail me by threatening to tell my husband all about my past, and about them being in my present life—not if he already knows all about it.

		Dan seemed to sense that what was coming was at least a bad as what she’d told him so far, about her troubled teenage years, and her swinger-style marriage to Demetri Stavros. He said, “Come on; let’s go back in the bedroom. I want to hold you close while you tell me whatever it is you still have left to tell me.”

		As he got her to her feet and led her toward the bedroom, he assured her, “And don’t worry, kitten. Whatever it is, you’re my wife and I love you like crazy. It will be okay, trust me.”

		

		****

		

		“…so, I didn’t really have a choice,” Zoey whispered softly, haltingly, near tears. “He said he’d tell you what a…a…slut I’d been in L.A., and I was so scared I’d lose you, Dan!”

		“And so…” Dan’s voice trailed off.

		Taking a deep breath, Zoey said, “And so I gave in to him, right here, on this very bed. And then, once he’d fucked me every way there was to fuck me again, and made me swallow a huge load of his come, too, he took pictures of me—naked on the bed, with his cell phone—and promised to show them to you if I didn’t do what he said in the future!”

		“What…what happened then?” Dan’s voice was quiet, but there was a strange undercurrent of excitement there that Zoey picked up on immediately.

		She looked down at his crotch and saw that his big cock was half hard under his robe--he was getting excited by imagining her in bed with that rat, Timmy Barlow!

		“Timmy’s got a friend and business associate by the name of Taye Jackson,” she told her husband, carefully watching his reaction. “He’s a huge black guy, with an enormous dick. He was part of the swinger club in L.A., too, so I’d fucked him a bunch of times before, just like I had Timmy. He was at the motel when Timmy made me meet him there for our second time together, just a few days ago.”

		Dan’s cock twitched under his robe, growing fuller as she watched it. Suppressing a knowing smirk at his reaction, Zoey went on to say, “I was there for almost four hours. They did everything you could imagine to me, Dan. They did me both at once; one up my ass and the other in my pussy. And they jacked off all over my face and made me lick up their come and eat it.”

		Her husband moaned and his prick jerked hard under the robe. Zoey laughed softly, shaking her head, and reached over and opened the robe, revealing his huge hard on.

		“You big pervert!” She said, still laughing, taking his cock in her fist. “You’re getting off on thinking about those two apes fucking me with those gigantic dicks of theirs, aren’t you?”

		Dan turned red. His prick jumped in her grasp.

		“I…I told you how much the thought of wild, out-of-the-ordinary sex turned me on,” Dan said, attempting to defend his lewd reaction to her confession.

		Zoey laughed again, her laughter light and happy-sounding amid the quiet of the bedroom. She leaned close to Dan and whispered, “Shall I tell you just what they did to me with those huge dicks of theirs, darling? Do you want details…while I play with your sweet cock, baby?”

		She opened her own robe and removed it, and then threw a leg over his crotch, lowering her very wet pussy down onto his up-thrust hard on. He groaned as she came to rest on him, her juicy warmth surrounding his engorged flesh.

		“Shall I?”

		“Yessssssssssssssss,” Dan hissed, putting his arms around her naked body, crushing her big tits down onto his chest as his robe came all the way open. “Tell me. Tell me everything they made you do with them, please!”

		Zoey began to ride him slowly, leaning in to kiss his earlobe, and then lick it. He shivered under her and she whispered, “Well, your cock is much bigger than most guys’, darling, but Taye’s and Timmy’s are even bigger than yours.”

		Dan moaned and she felt his dick jerk inside her as she moved her pussy up and down on it. She smiled and murmured, “Taye is as big around as my wrist, and at least eleven inches long. It pried my poor little twat open so wide, honey! And it was so hard! It felt like a piece of carved black stone up inside me.”

		“God, oh, God,” Dan wheezed, clearly seeing that in his mind’s eye.

		Zoey kissed him on the mouth and then said, “And when he was up my ass with that monster, and Timmy was fucking my pussy with that ten-incher of his at the same time? My God, but I was stretched open, darling—you should have seen it!”

		Dan groaned and tightened his grip on his wife, mashing her very erect nipples against his pecs. He panted, “What did it feel like?”

		Zoey stared at him with those luminous emerald eyes of hers and whispered, “It felt like pure heaven, honey, getting rag-dolled between those two big studs like that--if you want the truth.”

		Her husband gasped and she could see he was fighting to keep from coming so quickly inside gliding pussy sheath. She just smiled again and said softly, “But doing this…riding your big, fat cock, while I tell you all about it? This is pretty fucking fantastic, too, babe!”

		Dan shivered with pure lust under her and kissed her. She stuck her tongue in his mouth and rode him harder, her pussy grabbing at this length.

		After just a few more seconds, he pulled back and demanded--his eyes bright with lust, “Did they come hard in you, Zoey? Did…did you come for them?”

		She closed her eyes and nodded affirmatively, whispering, “They flooded me with those huge balls of theirs, darling…and I came like crazy—every time they fucked me that day!”

		Dan made a sound that Zoey quickly read as a whimper of pure excitement and began to spunk her pussy. His hot come against her clit—plus the sordid, forbidden, but oh, so hot memory of the two big men creaming her over and over again that afternoon—sent a flurry of come sensation through her, and she found herself coming right along with her cuckolded husband.

		

		****

		

		“One of the many things I’m relieved about, finally getting everything out in the open between us, is that now I’m free of those two goons,” Zoey whispered, her head on her husband’s chest as they cuddled together after that last round of revelation-filled sex. “They can’t blackmail me into fucking them anymore.”

		Dan was silent for a moment, and then he said, “We are being totally honest with each other from here on out, right?”

		Zoey looked at him quizzically before saying, “You bet we are.”

		He grinned and said, “Well, from what you said, you hated being forced into doing what you did with those two. But it sure didn’t sound as if you hated it once it was happening.”

		She started to protest, but then realized that her little trick of turning Dan on by telling him about her session with Taye and Timmy had backfired on her. In teasing and tantalizing him with the details of her last tryst with those two, she’d as much as admitted that she’d reveled in the actual sex, once it had started.

		“Nonsense,” she said, attempting to bluff her way through, “I’m glad I don’t have to have sex with them anymore. Taye’s alright, in his own way, but Timmy is just a bad guy, Dan. He’s a creep.”

		“That may be, but he’s apparently still quite the cocksman, from what you said about him,” Dan insisted.

		Zoey felt her face coloring. She admitted, unable to meet her husband’s eyes, “Okay, he may be a good fuck, but he’s still bully and a brute.”

		The silence which followed that pronouncement was long and weighty. At last Dan said, “Could you see yourself fucking him again if you didn’t have to do it; if he wasn’t forcing you, like you apparently used to do at those swinger parties back in LA?”

		Zoey took a moment before saying, “That was different. He was just another nice looking guy with a great cock back then, who asked me to fuck. There were dozens of guys like that at those parties, and I might have gone to bed with any of them on a given night…that is just the way that stuff worked, Dan.”

		Something dawned on her and she looked over at him. “You’re still intrigued by the idea of me fucking those two, aren’t you?”

		Dan started, looking away. At last, he admitted, “I am. I’ll own up to it—it just seems so incredibly hot to think about, you with other men, being crazy and sexy with them, while your first husband watched.”

		Zoey shook her head and gave him a small, somewhat rueful smile. “I guess I really started something when I invited Steph over last night, didn’t I? Now you want to see me with other men, too, huh?”

		“No, of course not,” Dan stammered.

		Then after thinking about it a moment, he said, “Or at least I don’t think I do.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Decisions, Decisions

		

		The next three days proved to be a very weird but very wonderful time for the Langs. Dan went to work as usual, but when he returned home, their nights together were much different than they had been.

		Zoey fixed him elaborate, fancy dinners, complete with candlelight, in the dining room. She dressed for him, in her nicest designer outfits and jewelry, and he kept his business suit and tie on until they had dined, almost as if they were meeting at some elegant restaurant for dinner. They had cocktails before their meal and wine along with it.

		Then, they eschewed television and went directly to the bedroom together. Once there, the loving couple engaged in even more kissing and fondling than there had been on their honeymoon in Maui, as they slowly stripped each other’s clothes off and got into bed together.

		When the lights were very low, or had been turned off completely, Zoey would whisper, “And just what naughty things do you want to hear about tonight, darling?”

		And then Dan would pick a subject, such as what really went on in an orgy room at a big swinger party. Or what it had been like to fuck her junior high school teacher for a better grade. Or what her first time with another girl had been like.

		After that, or sometimes during his sexy wife’s lurid, breathy, very explicit revelations about her past life, the sex would start. And it was wild, crazy, incredible sex, with Zoey proudly showing Dan all of the little tricks she’d picked up over the years, with all of the many different boys and men she’d bedded before him.

		He’d gotten sex that was so hot he couldn’t believe that this was the same woman he’d been married to for a whole year now, and blowjobs that curled his toes back when he came. Not to mention anal sex of the sort he’d only dreamed about until now—Zoey proved to be as good as Stephanie when it came to butt-fucking; maybe even better!

		And then, on Wednesday night, when he’d come home, he’d found Zoey seated on the couch in the recreation room, nursing a glass of Tennessee Honey on the rocks. She looked uneasy and slightly upset.

		“You may be getting a visit from Timmy pretty soon,” she said without preamble. “He called today and wanted me to meet him at the motel this afternoon for sex, and I told him to fuck off. He threatened that if I didn’t come through, he’d be in touch with my husband.”

		She finished the drink and said proudly, “I didn’t come through.”

		Dan came over and sat down next to her and took her in his arms. He said softly, “That’s okay, honey. I can deal with him if he really does have the nerve to contact me. He might not, you know. Once he’s blown the whistle on you with me, you’d have no reason to give in to his demands anymore, anyway; no leverage left, if you see what I mean. So he might not even bother.”

		Zoey gave him a sad smile and said, “Oh, I bet he will. Timmy’s a snake. He’d do it just for meanness; just to screw my life up for not doing what he wanted.”

		“Well, we’ll be fine. He can’t tell me anything I don’t already know, right?”

		Her smile turned happier as she said, “No, he can’t, now can he? Not anymore; everything is out in the open between us now.”

		They just sat for long moments after that, holding each other, reveling in the closeness they now felt between them. Zoey was as happy as she’d ever been in her entire life. She wasn’t living a lie anymore, wondering if Dan would someday find out about her. He already knew everything there was to know and, miracle of miracles, he was fine with it!

		Something else that she’d been meaning to talk to him about popped into her head at that happy moment and she resolved to get that cleared up now, too. She said, “I’ve been thinking about Stephanie.”

		Dan got up and went over to the bar to make a martini for him, taking her empty glass with him. As he slipped behind the bar, he asked, “Oh, what about her?”

		“You’ve got to keep seeing her twice a month, just like before.”

		“What?” Her husband’s voice was incredulous.

		“It’s simple. Steph and I talked all day and into the late afternoon, during that first time we were together at the hotel, in between pussy licking. I learned she only has a few select clients that she sees regularly. At her rates, she doesn’t need to work every night, plus, she couldn’t even if she wanted to; pharmacy is a hard subject; she’s got to have lots of study time to get straight ‘A’s’. And that’s what she’s been getting so far.”

		Dan made the drinks, listening. Zoey said, “You represent three grand a month to her, a big chunk of her total earnings. She can’t afford to lose that. And I don’t want to see her hustling up new clientele to replace you. That’s always dangerous, meeting new johns; what if one of them turns out to be a creep and hurts her or something?”

		She cringed at that thought and finished with, “I’d feel terrible if something like that happened, wouldn’t you?”

		Finishing the drinks, Dan brought them back over and sat down with his wife again.

		“You wouldn’t want that on your conscience, now would you?” Zoey asked him again, accepting her fresh drink. “Besides, it’s only for the rest of this school year. She graduates in June. And we can easily afford it.”

		Zoey beamed at her bemused husband and toasted him with her glass. “And really, you wouldn’t want to miss out on that pussy twice a month, now would you, especially since you have my blessing to be with her?”

		Dan grinned back at her and began to laugh. At last, he said, “You’re incredible! Imagine a wife urging her husband not to stop seeing an escort, just so the girl won’t lose any money!”

		Zoey laughed along with him and then said, “Well, there’s the sex aspect, too. Just imagine our nights in bed together, with you telling me all about what you and Steph did earlier in the evening! You love hearing about all of my past sexual history; so turn about is fair play.”

		Dan chuckled and gave in, saying, “Okay, I’ll call Steph for a date in a little while, just as if nothing had changed. But I don’t know what she’ll say.”

		Zoey looked at him. “Why would she say anything except ‘yes’?”

		“Well, she wouldn’t take a dime for the other night, here in our bedroom, when you wanted to pay her, right before she left for home.”

		His wife sighed. “She’d already told me she wouldn’t—that Saturday night represented three friends having fun together; nothing professional. But I still thought I should offer. She does have school to pay for, and she does usually get twenty-five hundred for all nighters. And that was definitely an all nighter!”

		Dan smiled wistfully, remembering that wild night. “It sure was. God, you two were incredible together!”

		Zoey grinned and held him closer. “Come on, you’ve had a few days to think about it by now. Which part of Saturday night did you like best? What, to you, was the hottest thing the three of us did together?”

		After a long pause, Dan said, “I think it was when I was on my back and Steph was sitting on my cock, riding it, and you were sitting on my mouth, facing her, while I ate your pussy. And I glanced over at the mirror on the dresser just as I was coming in Stephanie’s tight little pussy and you were coming on my tongue and she was going off around my spurting prick—our second three-way orgasm of the night!”

		He grinned at the memory and added, “You two were making out like crazy as you both came, kissing each other like mad. Man, but that was a hot thing to witness while I was going off inside her!”

		“Good choice,” Zoey said, starting to undo Dan’s beautiful silk necktie, “I loved that one, too!”

		Next, she undid the buttons on his shirt. He kept on grinning at her and asked, “What are you doing?”

		“Getting ready to suck your cock,” she said, pulling the shirt out of his suit pants.

		“Oh,” he answered with a sigh of contentment, “God, but I love living here, with the single hottest woman in the whole Bay Area!”

		Zoey just smiled back and undid his slacks, going down onto her knees in front of him. His big cock was already hard when she pulled it out and, seconds later, it was all the way in her mouth and her tongue was all over it!

		

		****

		

		The next night, Thursday, when Dan came home, Zoey greeted him at the door leading into the kitchen from the garage. She had a martini for him and a glass of Honey on ice for her.

		“Timmy called again today and said Monday’s the deadline,” she told her husband, handing him the drink. “Either I meet him and Taye at that fleabag motel on Monday and give them a few hours of all-out fucking, or he blows the whistle on me with you.”

		Dan put his briefcase down on the floor next to the kitchen table and sipped his drink thoughtfully. He looked very…troubled, somehow.

		And that gave Zoey pause. She had expected a snide remark on Dan’s part, blowing off Taye and Timmy entirely, or perhaps a hug and an assurance that he didn’t care--that Timmy could try whatever he wanted; it made no difference to him.

		“What’s wrong?”

		Dan sat down at the kitchen table, indicating that she should do the same with a small hand gesture. Once they were seated, he said, “You’re going to think this is very weird.”

		Suddenly looking as sheepish as he could possibly look, he said, “What would you say to…getting together with them one last time; only not at the motel. I’m thinking here, at the house, in our bedroom?”

		Zoey’s shock was complete. What her husband had just said refused to register in her mind for long moments; it was as if he’d just spoken to her in a foreign language that she didn’t understand.

		“What…what do you mean?” She finally managed to stammer out the words. “You actually want me to fuck those two losers again?”

		Her husband looked mortified at that question. He fidgeted around on the chair, the guilt on his face profound, like that of a sixteen year old boy’s whose mom had just opened his bedroom door unexpectedly and found him masturbating furiously over the latest issue of Playboy.

		“No, of course not…it was just a crazy thought on my part,” he finally blurted, his face going bright red. “Forget what I said!”

		Zoey just stared at him, wondering what the devil was going on. And then it dawned on her, and a tiny smile crept on to her lips.

		“You wanted to watch me with them, didn’t you, you bad boy?” She broke into a big grin as he squirmed on the chair, looking so busted! “That’s it, isn’t it? You’ve been fantasizing about me and those two big studs…about watching them…fuck me--haven’t you?”

		Dan started to deny it and then looked down at the kitchen table a chagrined expression on his face as he admitted, “Yes, God help me, I have.”

		Zoey reached over and took his left hand, which was resting atop the table and gave it a tiny squeeze. She whispered, “It’s alright, baby. We’ve been entertaining ourselves all week long with me telling you all about the various guys I’ve fucked in the past, and the girls I’ve been with. I don’t blame you for fantasizing about my two latest…uh…I don’t know what to call them; lovers sounds like too good a word for that pair, since they forced me to have sex with them.”

		Dan smiled and nodded his agreement. “Yes, lover is too nice, but rapist doesn’t sound right either, since you willingly drove over to that motel to meet them, even though they did blackmail you into it.”

		The two of them sat in silence for a moment, and then she asked, “Did you really want to see me with them?”

		He looked very chastened as he finally admitted, “It’s been on my mind constantly, to tell you the truth, darling.”

		Shaking his head, he added with a sigh, “I’m such a pervert at heart. God, imagine a man wanting to see his sweet little wife being used like…like a…whore by two goons!”

		Zoey patted his hand with hers and chuckled softly. “Oh, darling, what do you think the swinger scene is all about? And why do you suppose it is that so many couples are drawn to that sort of thing?”

		When Dan looked totally puzzled by that question, she hastened to explain, “Sure, men like getting strange pussy at those parties. But some of them are equally aroused by the sight of their wives getting handed around from man to man, watching them behave like unspeakable sluts with a bunch of strangers for the evening.”

		She paused for a moment and then added, “I never got off on watching my ex-husband ball other women in front of me. I wasn’t threatened by it or repelled by it, but it didn’t turn me on, either. It was the other guys at those parties and their big, hard cocks sliding into me that did that.”

		Zoey blushed slightly at that steamy admission and then whispered, “But seeing you with Steph the other night? That really did get me excited, I have to admit!”

		Dan looked up from the table, startled by that unexpected acknowledgement on his wife’s part. She shook her head slightly and added, “I can finally sort of understand the thrill my ex got from seeing me with other guys, after that night with you and Steph. It turned me on something fierce, watching you and her together, and I never thought it would.”

		She shrugged and admitted, “I expected that it would be great fun, doing you with her, because I knew you’d be in heaven, having two hot babes all over you all night. But, God, it really got me going…seeing you and her together; much more than anything I ever saw my ex doing with another girl at any swinger party ever did.”

		There was another long silence and then Zoey said quietly, “So, yeah, I get it, and I’m not disgusted with you for fantasizing about seeing me with those guys. For a guy with a big sex drive like yours, who has always wanted to experiment but never got the chance to do that before? I’m not surprised it turned you on, imagining me naked with two other well-hung men.”

		Dan looked very relieved. He smiled guiltily at her and said, “Thanks for being so understanding, honey. I know my wanting to watch you with them was, well…awful, but I couldn’t seem to help myself. I just kept thinking about it!”

		She gave him a wry smile and shook her head again. “What were you planning on doing, if I had agreed to do it? Were you going to hide in the bedroom closet and watch us?”

		Dan’s face colored again. He said, “No, I’d found this really neat clock radio on the website for a local spy store. It looks just like a regular radio and it even works like one—with a fully functional alarm and a radio that actually works and everything--but it also has a tiny lens hidden in the face of it that’s impossible to spot , and it can transmit what it’s filming for something like seven-hundred feet.”

		He looked down at the table again and said, “I was going to buy one and put it on the nightstand in our bedroom and watch you in action with those guys, from my little man-cave out in the garage.”

		Zoey thought about that; getting manhandled by Taye and Timmy on their big bed, fucked every way there was to get fucked…sucking those two huge cocks again…all while Dan was watching and filming every second of it!

		A huge flutter of arousal rippled through her body as she imagined doing that. She felt her nipples swell against her bra cups and she started to get wet, the more she thought about it.

		Jesus, I guess I’m just as big of a perv as Dan, she realized, somewhat disgustedly, as she recognized just how much the idea of putting on a show like that for him with those two huge cocks turned her on!

		“Show me,” she said after another moment of seeing that torrid mental image of her and the two men--with Dan watching--in her mind’s eye. “Show me that clock thing on the computer!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Show Time

		

		“Are you sure about this, honey?” Dan asked worriedly.

		It was early Saturday afternoon. Zoey was dressed, just barely, in the sexiest lingerie she owned, a black lace teddy and short-shorts outfit that was so sheer you could see right through both pieces.

		They were standing in their bedroom. Dan was ready to leave for his home office out in the three-car garage momentarily. They had checked out the new clock radio camera twice this morning, and it was working perfectly.

		Zoey smiled up at him confidently, going up onto her tiptoes and putting her arms around his neck. She whispered, “Hey, I’ve done everything it’s possible to do with these two guys a dozen times in the past. Don’t worry; I can handle whatever they might want do to me this afternoon, so just sit back and enjoy the show, okay, darling?”

		He gulped, too excited by what was about to happen to speak. Her smile deepened and Zoey murmured, “I know how much it means to you to see this, instead of just hearing me tell you about it later on, in bed tonight. And it’s fine…it really is. Just savor it as it happens.”

		Dan kissed her, hard, crushing her near naked body to him. When they finally broke apart, she said, “Go and get ready. Oh, and honey…I’m really going to be nasty for you with these two today, so don’t be shocked by what a slut you’re seeing onscreen, okay?”

		Trembling with illicit excitement, her husband grinned sheepishly and managed to croak, “God, this is hot! I don’t know how to thank you for…for humoring me like this.”

		Zoey gave him a sultry wink and said, “It’s not like I’m not going to enjoy it, too. I may not like Timmy and Taye much, as people, but I’m not going to pretend I don’t love big cocks, and playing with them. Knowing that I’m pleasing you so much while I’m doing it is going to more than make up for being fucked by these two idiots again. Now go! They’ll be here soon.”

		

		****

		

		Dan hurried out the door, through the house, and into the garage. The space where his Mercedes was usually parked was empty; they had taken the precaution of parking it two blocks away earlier that morning, just so everything would look “right” if one of Zoey’s…gentleman callers was to peek out into the garage for some reason.

		Dan had been listening when she’d called this Timmy character that morning and invited him and his huge black friend over for some bedroom fun. She had told him that her husband was going to be out playing golf this afternoon and wouldn’t return until five, at the earliest.

		Zoey had mentioned to Dan after getting off the phone that Timmy had sounded a little suspicious about her sudden capitulation to his demands, and about coming to the house today instead of meeting at the motel. So they’d emptied Dan’s parking spot, making it look as if he really was at the club playing golf.

		After unlocking the small office/man-cave he’d created for himself out of the unused third parking place in the big garage, he locked the door behind him. In addition to a desk with a computer and a big screen television, there was a small refrigerator filled with imported beer, an old couch, and a heavy punching bag suspended from the ceiling over some thick work out mats. He used the bag to practice karate, when he felt the urge to let off steam by doing some kicking and punching drills at home.

		For a few extra bucks, the guy at the spy shop had sold him the gear necessary to hook the clock radio’s camera feed up to the computer in the garage, thus enabling him to make a recording of what he was watching, as well as routing it live to the garage’s big screen TV at the same time. Hands trembling with excitement, Dan got a beer from the fridge, opened it, and sat down behind the desk, switching the feed from the small monitor over to the huge television screen.

		The king bed in the house’s master bedroom was center stage on Dan’s seventy-inch screen, but the lens was wide-angle enough so that he could see virtually all of the rest of the large room as well. He sipped his beer and glanced down at the clock at the bottom right of the monitor and saw that it was just past one in the afternoon—the time Zoey had told her two “friends” to show up.

		Not long now, he thought, nervously gulping down more beer.

		Sure enough, moments later, he saw his scantily-clad wife saunter out of the bedroom to answer the doorbell. In less than a minute, she was back on camera, two men trailing behind her into the shot.

		Timmy Barlow was about Dan’s age, he guessed, as he studied the man on the television screen. Barlow was tall and well-muscled, and was wearing a pullover knit shirt with a collar, a Polo insignia from Ralph Lauren on its left side, along with a pair of expensive-looking grey slacks.

		He was sandy haired, with ice-blue eyes that struck Dan as being cruel and nearly unblinking as the man ogled Zoey hungrily in the scanty lingerie. The blackmailer’s thin lips were split into a confident, cocky smile as he said, “So, you caved in and decided to party with us after all, hey, babe?”

		“I wasn’t going to, but my husband decided to go golfing today, leaving me all alone for the afternoon, so I thought, Why not?” Zoey lied beautifully to the two, and Dan could see that they were clearly buying it.

		“Good decision, mama, ‘cause my man here, Timmy, was going to rat you out to your husband come Monday, and that’s no shit,” the big black man, Taye Jackson, assured her in an easy ghetto drawl, grinning as he spoke, showing perfect white teeth against his ebony skin.

		Jackson was massive, at least six-three and probably two-eighty, Dan thought as he eyed him. And he didn’t look fat under his own polo shirt and slacks. He looked like he was all muscle, with bulging biceps and a flat stomach.

		“Nice outfit,” Timmy commented, still eyeing Zoey in the bare-there lace teddy and shorts.

		“Yeah, but what’s under it is even nicer,” Taye Jackson murmured, moving in behind her and reaching down for the bottom of the teddy. “Let’s get you naked, babe, so I can slip my big black log up that tight little pussy of yours again.”

		Zoey offered no resistance as he pulled the gossamer top upward, raising her hands toward the ceiling so that he could slip it up over her head and off. Now naked to the waist, she stood by docilely as the big man next flicked the short shorts down her long legs, leaving her completely nude.

		“I like the bare pussy look so much better than all of that fur,” Timmy said as he stared at her now hairless cunny like a shark might eye a chunk of meat floating in the water. “Come on, Taye; let’s fuck this little bitch until her eyes cross!”

		Dan felt his cock start to harden as the two men hurried out of their clothes. His breath caught in his throat as their cocks came into view.

		“Fuck, his dick is bigger than mine,” he gasped aloud in the silent office, mesmerized by what he was seeing on the big screen. “And that black guy’s is even bigger around and longer than that Barlow creep’s is!”

		Zoey didn’t seem a bit concerned by the outrageous size of the two half-hard pricks that had just come into view. She let their owners drag her over to the bed and toss her in the middle of it as they both clamored onto it along with her, one on either side of her as she lay spread-eagled on her back.

		“I want a taste, before we fill this little cunt with come,” Timmy said, moving over in between Zoey’s open legs on his stomach.

		“And I bet Zoey is craving some prime black cock to suck, too, while you eat her,” Taye Jackson said, beaming, as he grabbed her by the hair and turned her head toward his rapidly hardening dick.

		Zoey said nothing. She merely moaned as the man between her legs kissed and licked her wet lower lips, his tongue all over her clit.

		Taye stuffed his cock into her mouth as she sighed with pleasure at what was happening to her pussy. The huge black boner split her lips open wide, half of the enormous prick going into her mouth and down her throat with the first thrust of its owner’s hips. She closed her eyes and ran her tongue around and around the big hunk of male muscle as he fucked her mouth, and Dan could see his wife’s cheeks hollowing with suction as well.

		“Holy fuck, look at her suck that monster!” His voice, though only a breathless whisperer, still seemed loud inside the otherwise silent office.

		His eyes never leaving the screen, he reached into his desk and got out one of a handful of the Viagras a buddy of his had given him once, after a round of golf and a few martinis, saying he should try the drug some time, for a little “extra” zip in his cock. Dan swallowed the blue pill with another big mouthful of beer, his gaze still fixed on his wife’s bedroom antics.

		Zoey moaned, her hips coming up off the mattress, pressing her juicy quim into the licking Timmy Barlow’s face. His tongue was going wild on her cunt, lashing at her clit, knifing deep into her gushing lips. And he was sucking her flowing lube out hungrily and noisily swallowing it down as he ate her.

		“Ummmmmmmmm!” She murmured, sucking Taye’s thick cock just as avidly as Timmy was gobbling her pussy.

		Dan gulped down the rest of his beer and put the empty bottle on his desk. His cock was as hard as those of the two men who were currently making love to his wife; and it seemed to him that he could feel the Viagra already, coursing through his veins, making him swell even larger.

		“Jesus, but this is incredible!” He sighed, leaning back in his swivel chair and unzipping his pants.

		He got his prick out and fisted it as he watched his wife arch her back and groan onscreen. He moaned too, as he began to stroke his erection, “She’s coming already--that fucker is making her go off on his tongue!”

		Zoey whimpered as her pussy pushed out a big wave of clear, thick orgasmic spend, and her blackmailing lover gulped it down greedily. Momentarily spitting out the massive black cock, she gasped aloud, “Oh, yeah, eat it, you fucker, swallow my come!”

		“Keep suckin’, mama,” Taye whispered urgently, grabbing her by the hair again and cramming his dick back into her mouth, fucking it with sharp, needy thrusts. “Oh, that’s it! Get that nasty tongue of yours back to work on my dick head as you suck, baby!”

		Dan gripped his throbbing cock firmly, but stopped jacking off for a moment. He was so aroused by what he was seeing that he knew he’d blow his load right away if he kept stroking himself.

		“Got to have some of this primo pussy now,” Timmy Barlow grunted just then, as he straightened up between Zoey’s splayed open legs and set the head of his rigid cock against her sopping-wet lips.

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh,” she sighed around Taye’s sliding prick meat as the long, thick white cock penetrated her soupy cunt lips all the way, Timmy’s massive balls coming to rest against her ass cheeks.

		“Man, what a pussy!” Timmy gasped, starting to fuck her hard. “So tight and slick…what little ho this bitch is, once you get her going, man!”

		“That ain’t no shit, dude,” Taye murmured, almost three-quarters of his super dick now gliding in and out of Zoey’s lips. “Look at this cunt sucking my big old bone, man. Nobody blows me as sweet as this hot little mama does--nobody!”

		Dan moaned as he watched his wife eagerly suck the huge stovepipe of a cock. He began to stroke himself again, but only lightly. He had to pace himself, because he sensed that--when it came to cuckolding him--these two big studs were just getting started…

		

		****

		

		Fuck…fuck…holy fuck, look at her take that mammoth cock up her ass!

		Dan Lang looked down at the throbbing, bright-red dick he held in his hand in utter amazement. He’d never seen his own cock swollen to this size in his entire life. It looked enormous as his fisted it!

		The sight of his dear, sweet little wife, Zoey, on her hands and knees taking Taye Jackson’s huge black prick all the way up her ass, doggie-style, while Timmy Barlow stood on the bed in front of her and bent his knees slightly so that he could fuck his long, thick column of white cock in and out of her sucking lips was the hottest thing Dan had ever even imagined, let alone seen!

		“Zoey, oh, God, Zoey,” he murmured, his cock as hard as a fence post in his fist. “You’re such a fucking slut! I can’t believe I’m lucky enough to be married to someone who is as hot as you are!”

		“This little ass of hers is sweet, man,” Taye gasped, drilling it hard, his muscular loins smacking against Zoey’s butt taut cheeks again and again. “What a hot little bitch this girl is.”

		“Tell me about it--she’s practically sucking my nuts right up through my dick, dude,” Timmy sighed appreciatively, still fucking Zoey’s mouth like a slurpy, sucking pussy. “And her tongue’s all over me, too!”

		Zoey mewled out her agreement, and Dan could see her tongue circling the other man’s cock as he watched the sensational blowjob taking place on the big screen. His wife’s cheeks were hollowed with suction and he could see the bulge her tongue made against those hollows as it swirled frantically around and around Timmy Barlow’s fat cock head. It looked as if she couldn’t wait to tease the first big load of come out her blackmailer’s large nut sac and swallow it for him.

		“Suck it,” Dan murmured aloud, his hand now sawing up and down his own cock once again as he watched Zoey suck the other man off, “suck it out and swallow it…I can see that you want to…you fucking hot little cocksucker!”

		“Want to switch?” Taye’s deep voice suddenly asked, as he banged Zoey’s anus feverishly. “I’m about to pop, and I wouldn’t mind seein’ her swallow it for me, fresh from her ass, dig?”

		Timmy Barlow’s smile was cruel and gloating as he said, “Sure, why not? I don’t mind flooding her ass with jizz while you cream her mouth.”

		Dan shuddered in his chair, fighting to keep from coming at just the thought of what the two men were proposing to do to his wife. He watched in breathless anticipation as the two of them pulled their respective dicks out of her and changed places.

		Will she actually let him do that to her? Dan wondered if she would dare to get that nasty with her two blackmailers, quivering with excitement in his chair as he watched Timmy stuff his big cock up Zoey’s now vacant asshole and Taye move around in front of her.

		The huge black man didn’t bother to stand up on the mattress, as Timmy had. He knelt in front of Zoey and grabbed her by the hair, dragging her face downward to his rampant cock.

		“Suck it off, bitch,” he whispered, a huge smile on his face as he pushed her lips down onto the long black prick that had just been up her ass, “you know you want to, you red-hot slut.”

		Zoey moaned as the fat cock head pierced her lips, but she didn’t try to pull back. She just shuddered slightly as Taye began to fuck her mouth while Timmy hammered her asshole.

		Dan saw her tongue making the rounds on Taye’s cock and a huge jolt of forbidden ecstasy roared through him. She was doing it…she was willingly performing an ass-to-mouth suck-off on the black man’s mammoth dong!

		“Oh, fuck,” Dan groaned, feeling his nuts clench.

		He reached for the clean towel which sat on the corner of his desk and jacked his dick shaft even faster, knowing he had put off coming for as long as he could. This was just too much. Seeing his wife sucking that fat black cock so enthusiastically while the other man deep-fucked her asshole was more than he could take.

		Abruptly, Timmy reached down under Zoey and began to finger her clit as he powered in and out of her butt. She gurgled with pleasure as he whispered, “That’s right, come, you little cunt. Come right along with us while I spunk your butt and Taye unloads down your throat!”

		Dan sucked in his breath and held the towel under his dick, jacking it furiously. The three figures on the screen all seemed to get there simultaneously, right along with him. Taye groaned and buried his cock in Zoey’s throat, holding her head in place so that he could fuck his hot spend right out of it and into her tummy, her lips and throat playing the role of pussy. Timmy threw back his head and roared as he started to shoot his jizz deep into her bowels.

		Zoey screamed with joy--as best she could--while she climaxed furiously as she swallowed wad after wad of semen. And Dan gasped and fired a huge rope of come down onto the towel.

		“My God,” he shuddered as he came and came, “I knew this would be hot; but this is ridiculous!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Did You Like It?

		

		It was just after four-thirty in the afternoon. Timmy Barlow and Taye Jackson had just driven away.

		Dan unlocked the door to his office, went into the house and locked the front door. Then he strode into the bedroom, where his wife lay among the tangled sheets, her hair and make up a mess; a big, pearly wad of jism leaking out of her reddened pussy lips.

		She turned her body slightly on the bed and Dan saw that a second huge glob of semen was also oozing out of her violated, gaped-open anus. Zoey smiled up at him tentatively, and it was then that he noticed the line of dried spunk that ran from corner of her mouth down onto her chin.

		“So, did you like it…or are you totally disgusted with me?” She asked the question in a low, sultry, slightly-raspy voice, sounding as though the two long cocks reaming out her throat all afternoon had made it a little hoarse.

		Dan beamed down at her by way of an answer and got out of his clothes in a hurry as she watched him. When he dropped his boxer shorts, her eyes lit up as she saw that he was already nearly hard, just from looking at her naked, despoiled body.

		“I was afraid you might have jerked off too many times and wouldn’t be able to get hard for me this evening, darling,” Zoey said softly, eyeing his rigid cock with obvious delight. “I was pretty nasty for you with those two, wasn’t I?”

		He got on the bed with her and took her in his arms. His voice a husky whisper, he murmured in her ear, “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life. You were magnificent, babe. You were incredible!”

		Zoey smiled, looking very relieved that he was super-aroused by what she’d done, rather than repulsed. She said, “I was afraid I’d gone too far, but I so wanted to please you, darling. I wanted to be scorching hot for you. Knowing that you were watching me with those two guys made everything so much more…intense, I guess you’d have to say. I came like crazy all afternoon.”

		She flashed him a teasing, tiny little smile and added, “But I guess you saw that, now didn’t you?”

		“You were unbelievable,” he whispered, drawing her in even closer.

		He started to kiss her but she pulled back and turned her head to the side, saying, “Don’t, I can still taste their come in my mouth. Let me get a quick shower first.”

		“Fuck that,” Dan nearly growled out his reply, he was so turned on to be holding his cheating, cuckolding wife in his arms, still full of other men’s come. “I want you, Zoey. I want you just like those two guys had you…I want to fuck you…everywhere they did!”

		Shocked by that steamy admission, Zoey drew in a big breath as her husband crushed his lips against hers and held her tight. His tongue tapped at her lips and she moaned and let it inside, her nipples spiking against his bare chest.

		Dan shuddered as he tasted the spunk in her mouth, but he didn’t pull his lips off hers. His cock felt like an iron bar against her belly as he drew her in even tighter, making out with his slut-girl hotwife furiously; his level of passion similar to that of a teenage boy’s during his first heavy-petting session.

		Zoey sighed and he felt her big tits jerk against his chest. She was getting as turned on as he was!

		Wordlessly, still kissing Zoey frantically, Dan maneuvered her over onto her back on the bed and set the head of his steel-hard cock against her juicy lips. She moaned as he filled her slowly and he felt the unbelievable sensation of other men’s come inside her tight confines.

		Jesus, she’s completely stuffed with their cock cream, Dan marveled, his dick jerking inside her as he realized just how pumped full of her blackmailers’ semen his wife really was.

		He began to fuck her slowly, holding her tight, his tongue still all over the inside of her mouth. Zoey brought her hands up to embrace him, moving her lush hips under him as he gave it to her gently but insistently.

		Her sighs grew louder and she sucked at his tongue as his cock squished in and out of her slippery, goo-laden cunt faster and faster. She stoked his hair with one hand and ran the other up and down his back and down onto his rutting hips as he banged down into her.

		Dan pulled his mouth away, gasping for breath, he was so excited. He panted, “Babe, you’re so full of jizz—my God, those guys really unloaded in you, didn’t they?”

		Zoey looked slightly embarrassed as she nodded in agreement that they had. Still moving her hips up and down in perfect time with her husband’s eager penetrations of her super-slick cunt, she whispered, “They blasted me, Dan, darling. They couldn’t get enough of flooding your little Zoey’s pussy with their hot come!”

		Dan groaned and fucked her harder, reveling in the feel of her jizz-slick sheath around his gliding cock, the mental images he kept seeing of the two big men doing just what he was now doing to her this afternoon! She turned her head away and murmured, “Or my mouth for that matter…I must have swallowed a pint of hot spunk today, darling!”

		He gasped and struggled not to shoot off inside her at that moment, remembering all of the come he’d seen her gulping down this afternoon. Her pussy grabbed at him just then and he realized that she was seeing the same things he was, remembering sucking out all of that jism and swallowing it!

		“Oh, Zoey, you sexy bitch,” he sighed, fucking her even harder; “I can’t believe I’m married to the hottest girl in the world!”

		She closed her eyes and shuddered through a little mini-orgasm beneath him as she whispered, “Do you still love me, darling, after seeing what a bad girl I can be?”

		“God, yes,” Dan assured her, breathing hard as he rammed his cock into her gooey snatch again and again, “more than ever. Come for me, Zoey, you little ho-girl, come for me the way you did so many times for those other guys today!”

		Zoey’s pussy clamped down hard on his sliding dick, trapping it in mid-stroke as she whipped her head from side to side and trembled beneath him, shouting, “Oh, I am coming, darling—your sweet cock feels so great in me. Fuck me; fuck me hard and shoot it into me, just like those two bastards did!”

		Dan’s balls jerked together and he started to come. He threw back his head and wailed as he unloaded into his cheating wife’s pussy, “Oh, take it, baby, take my hot come just the way you took it from those other guys all day long!”

		His wife’s voice rose to join his and the two of them clung together as their mutual orgasm threatened to overwhelm them. Dan came as hard as he ever had in his life, his semen spewing out into Zoey’s welcoming pussy to join that of her two previous lovers.

		And all the while, he was replaying the images of his rivals rutting into her again and again today. Somehow--he realized with equal amounts of awe and self-loathing, seeing those guys in his mind’s eye, unloading into his precious Zoey’s depths—made the greatest orgasm of his life even better!

		

		****

		

		This Viagra stuff--plus having the hottest woman I’ve ever imagined in bed with me, after she’s just put on a spectacular fuck-show for me all afternoon—is doing wonders for my dick, Dan Lang thought as he held Zoey in his arms after that first furious, incredible go-round.

		I’m not still hard, but I’m not all shriveled up and soft, like I’d normally be after a ball-blaster of a come like that one, he thought to himself, his half-stiff cock up against his wife’s belly as he kissed her.

		Zoey seemed to notice right away, too. She pulled her mouth from his and reached down, prying his sticky, come-laded dick from her skin and fisting it as she stared into his eyes.

		“Still excited by what you saw today?” she asked him coyly, with a tiny smile.

		“You’d better believe it, lady,” he said, smiling back. “I told you it’s always been my fantasy to find a red-hot woman who wasn’t afraid to do wild stuff with me and for me; especially when it comes to being sexy with other women and other guys.”

		“Well, here she is,” Zoey whispered, swiftly jacking his cock to fullness, “ready and waiting to do anything you want. Other women, other men, while you watch…while you participate, if that’s what turns you on, lover…whatever you want, I’m your girl.”

		Dan shuddered, his cock jerking in her fist, realizing that she wasn’t kidding. His little Zoey was everything he’d ever fantasized about, and more, all right here in his arms, all in one scintillating package!

		“You’re perfect,” he told her truthfully, staring into those mesmerizing green eyes of hers.

		“Perfect for a naughty, naughty boy like my Dan,” she murmured her agreement, sliding downward, letting go of her grip on his hard on, only to replace it with her mouth.

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” he gasped as she licked all around his come-coated cock head and then sucked it into her mouth.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was her only comment as she began to fuck him with her mouth and throat, licking off the congealed jizz as she did so and swallowing it while he watched.

		“Damn, what a woman,” he breathed excitedly as Zoey gobbled him up, giving him the best head he’d ever dreamed of.

		She took him deep, her tongue coming out to lave his hairy nuts as she deep-throated all of him. He smiled at how incredible she was, basking in the glow of having the best cocksucker he’d ever imagined in bed with him and realizing that she was all his; unless he decided to share her unparalleled sexual skills with someone else.

		The power of that--of suddenly understanding that he was married to a woman who could easily make every fantasy he’d ever had come to pass, a woman who would be unfailingly true to him if that was what he wanted from her, or who would, instead, create any sort of threesome or group sex scene that he might desire—was stunning. The mere idea of it took his breath away.

		He reached down and pulled her mouth free of his now rigid manhood and gathered her into his arms. As he moved his lips toward hers, he said softly, “You’re the woman of my dreams, Zoey. I just can’t believe you’re mine!”

		She gave him a flirty little smile that made his dick jerk without her even touching it as she replied, “Well I am. I’m all yours and I’ll do whatever you want, whenever you want, with who ever you want—just to make you happy, darling!”

		Dan moaned as he remembered her doing just that, all afternoon, with the two super-hung musclemen, right here in this very bed. He replayed every thrust, every scream of pure, lust-filled pleasure from them as they came in his wife time after time, in every hole she had.

		And I loved every second of it, Dan admitted to himself, recalling all of it and how hard his dick had been as he watched Zoey being pawed at and degraded by the duo; how hard it was now, just thinking about all of that!

		“Turn over,” he commanded her, his cock jumping of its own accord again as he recalled how that huge black guy, Taye’s imposing prick had looked sliding up and down in Zoey’s stretched open asshole. “I want your ass!”

		Immediately, Zoey was on her tummy in front of him, a small wad of the other men’s jism still oozing up out of her anus. He smiled, setting the head of his engorged dick against the tiny opening and pushing, knowing he didn’t need any more lube. There was plenty of lube still in there from the other two men’s previous penetrations, plus the remainder of a couple of big loads of semen they’d left inside his wife.

		“God, what a perfect little ass you’ve got, honey,” he grunted as he slid his fat cock in all the way in one long push.

		“Ungh, oh, oh, yeah,” Zoey sighed, “that’s the way to take me, baby. Shove it right in and really give it to me, just the way those other guys did!”

		Dan snorted with out-and-out lust as his cuckolding wife reminded him of her two prior lovers this afternoon. He pulled his cock nearly out of her clasping, clingy slickness and then rammed in back in, hard!

		“Oh, oh, that’s it, Danny, my love, ream my hot asshole out with that big dick of yours,” Zoey mewled happily, working her taut buns back to meet him in a mini-twerking motion as she lay on her belly beneath him.

		“You bitch, you hot, sweet, cheating bitch,” Dan was panting almost immediately as he did just what she’d requested, really banging his cock down into her tight back opening, reveling in sloppy thirds or fourths or whatever this was, just as he had when he’d creamed her spunk-filled pussy not long ago, “take my hard cock, just like you took theirs…over and over again!”

		

		****

		

		Zoey was in heaven. Dan was giving her ass a super-fuck, just the way she’d always prayed he would, sooner or later. He’d balled her backdoor numerous times since that night with Stephanie, and she’d loved every one of them.

		But up until now, he’d always held back just a tiny bit, fearing that his delicate little wife might be hurt by an all-out assault on her petite bunghole. Not now, not after seeing Timmy and Taye passing her back and forth all afternoon long, fucking her back there as hard as they’d cared to with their enormous dicks!

		She reached under herself and got an erect nipple in each hand and began squeezing them as Dan pummeled her butt cheeks. A shudder of pure ecstasy gripped her and she tugged harder on her sensitive nubs as she moaned, “Oh, Dan, you’re fucking my ass so good. Do it hard, baby, shoot that spunk deep inside me when you come, darling!”

		Dan made a little growling sound, like a dog with a bone, and hammered her as hard as he could. She felt tiny droplets of sweat start to rain down on the naked skin of her back and shoulders as her man claimed her ass as his in no uncertain terms.

		It felt wonderful! Zoey squirmed underneath him, rolling her nipples between her fingertips, rubbing her clit against the sheets, her whole body trembling with excitement.

		This was the way she wanted her Dan to take her from now on--no more gentle sweet, vanilla sex for them!

		Well, maybe once in a while, when we’re both feeling loving and romantic, she relented, as he drove himself into her forbidden hole again and again, in a flurry of lust, when we’re both in the mood for that kind of gentle, sweet sex.

		But until then, this was how she wanted it from her husband; hard and deep and fast and furious. And he felt like he was just the man to give it to her!

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		What’s Next, Darling?

		

		“This is almost embarrassing to watch,” Zoey said, snuggling in tight against her husband’s naked chest, “but it’s so damned…hot that I can’t seem to take my eyes away from the screen.”

		She turned her head, grinning, looking both happy and ashamed of herself at the same time. She was even blushing slightly. “Does that make me the vainest bitch on the planet, or what?”

		Dan laughed softly and shook his head. “I can’t blame you, babe, just look at how gorgeous you are, how sexy, going after that big dick like that.”

		He nodded back toward the big screen television in the bedroom and both of them watched the naked Zoey in the picture’s head going up and down on Taye Jackson’s enormous black cock. She was deep-throating over two-thirds of it as Timmy Barlow’s huge white prick pierced her pussy over and over again from behind at the same time.

		“Jesus, but you’re something,” Dan murmured proudly, watching his wife being a total slut onscreen.

		“I’m a very naughty girl, aren’t I, darling?” she asked him in a teasing, little-girl voice as they both viewed her being a very naughty girl, indeed.

		“Maybe I should spank you,” Dan said, tousling her hair playfully.

		Zoey turned toward him once again, her green eyes bright with mischief. She whispered, “Ooh, that would be so great, if you did spank me, darling!”

		He laughed again and then asked her, “So now you want spanked, too…is there anything you don’t like, when it comes to sexual fun and games?”

		Zoey blushed again and shook her head negatively, beaming at him, as happy as she had ever been in her whole life. Then she said softly, teasingly, “No, not really.”

		Dan just shook his head in awe and whispered, “Lucky me.”

		She kissed him softly, her tongue seeking his. Zoey didn’t know if Dan could get it up again this evening or not, but she loved the fact that he still wanted her. Even after all of the sex they’d had yesterday afternoon and night, after the two guys had left, he’d still wanted her this morning, first thing.

		And--after a Sunday spent lounging around the house, with Dan out in his garage office, fooling with the feed from yesterday’s mini-gangbang, cutting the very best scenes together onto this DVD for them to watch together—he wanted her again right now. She could see that in his eyes, the way they constantly flicked from the screen to her face and back again, so adoringly, so rapturously.

		“You just love seeing me being bad with those two huge cocks, don’t you?” She asked him the question teasingly, knowing the answer already.

		“It’s the sexiest, hottest, most fantastic thing I’ve ever seen,” he told her truthfully. “I didn’t think I’d ever see anything wilder than you and Stephanie and I that night, but this goes way beyond even that.”

		She reached down and took his half-hard dick in her fist and began to stroke it lightly. As she gently jacked it to firmness, she whispered, “and what do you want to see your Zoey do next, you bad boy? You’ve already seen me lick pussy, and watched Steph lick me in return.”

		Dan’s prick jerked in her hand as she mentioned that. She went on to ask, “so, what’s next for us, darling? You’ve seen me getting fucked by two big dicks at once.”

		She nodded toward the screen, where Timmy and Taye were now “rag-dolling” her in between them, the white cock still in her pussy but the monster black prick now up her anus. The two large men were hammering her body in between them, and the Zoey on the screen was moaning and urging them to…”fuck me harder!”

		“Do you want to be in the next video, babe?” She asked Dan the question, her voice soft but teasing. “Is that what you want? Do you want to fuck your Zoey together with another man or other…men? Do you want me to be your gangbang girl, sweetheart, and suck and fuck a bunch of guys while you watch, and maybe even join in the fun?”

		Dan’s cock nearly jumped right out of her fist when she suggested that, it twitched so hard. His face turned an embarrassed shade of red and he stammered, “I…I don’t know. This is so wild, suddenly finding myself married to an absolute…sex goddess like you.”

		He laughed happily and whispered, “It’s like the old fairytale about finding the genie in a bottle and being granted wishes. I don’t quite know what to wish for next!”

		She smiled at his little boy-like eagerness, but then her smile turned sensual as she teased his now very hard cock just a little more with her fingertips. Zoey murmured, “Well, be careful what you wish for, darling, because this genie is for real. Now that we have no secrets from one another, I’m ready to do whatever makes you happy in bed, with you and whoever else you want to see me with—male or female.”

		She thought about that for a moment and then amended it with, “Or both at once, I don’t care; as long as it pleases my sweet Dan.”

		Her husband beamed at that happy thought, but then his elated look slowly morphed into a doubtful frown. He said, “I don’t want our marriage to end up like your first marriage did, babe. Didn’t you say that all of that wild sex you had with your first husband was why you left him?”

		Zoey shook her head adamantly that it wasn’t. “No, his ignoring me to chase other women and only being interested in me as a bartering chip, so that other swingers would let him fuck their wives and girlfriends in return for Demetri letting them fuck me—that was what really sunk that marriage.”

		She smiled warmly at Dan and added, “You’re not like that at all. I know that you and I can party together all we want and still grow even closer. I sense that you don’t want to just use me to fuck other girls; you want to share the thrill of doing wild, sexy things together, with both of us enjoying them. And that’s fine.”

		Dan brought her close and kissed her, his cock still rock-hard. When he broke off the kiss at last, he said, “To tell you the truth, I’m dying to see you with other men, and women. I won’t kid you, Zoey. It’s the most exciting thing I can think of…as long as it doesn’t screw up what we have together.”

		She lay back on the bed and turned onto her side, spooning back against him. Looking back over her shoulder, she said, “It won’t, darling. It will just increase our pleasure. Here, slip that stiff prick of yours into me while we watch me being a bad girl onscreen some more.”

		Dan got into position behind her and did just that. She sighed with bliss as he filled her juicy sheath and nodded toward the screen, saying, “I can hardly wait to fuck some guys in front of you, just like that…with you joining in.”

		“Oh, man, that would be so hot,” Dan murmured in her ear, starting to slide his cock in and out of her as he watched his beautiful wife banging the two men on the DVD. “I can’t wait. But how will we do that? You don’t mean you want the two of us to party with these two, do you?”

		Zoey shook her head, rolling her hips back in perfect time with her husband’s thrusts. “No, I’m done with those two for good. But don’t worry. I have an idea about how we can meet some cute, well-hung guys who’ll be fun to party with, and who won’t turn out to be a pair of asshole-losers like Taye and Timmy are.”

		“Oh; and just how will we do that?” Dan asked the question as his hips picked up speed, banging Zoey harder and deeper as he watched her cavort on the screen.

		She moaned, clearly getting more and more excited by the moment; by what she was doing on the big screen, by how much Dan liked watching it with her, by the thought of her husband and her openly dallying with other partners in front of each other, and by the feel of Dan’s big cock rutting deep into her.

		As her orgasm approached, she murmured, “Don’t you worry, honey. I’ll find us just the guys and girls we’re looking for, and soon, too. I promise I will. Now fuck me, baby. Fuck your Zoey hard and make her come again!”

		

		****

		

		The next day, after a very loving and satisfied-looking Dan had left for work, Zoey got on the computer, just as she and her husband had discussed her doing last night, just before falling asleep in each other’s arms. She looked up the international swingers’ club site; the club she and Demetri had been members of in southern California and found their northern California branches in the Bay Area.

		After checking them out, she settled on the one headquartered in downtown San Francisco and explored their site fully. She liked what she saw very much.

		It looks as if only hip, pretty, affluent swingers need apply, when it come to belonging to this club, she told herself as she looked over their activities schedule and a eyed a few candid shots from some of the recent get-togethers featured on the site. As with most swinger pages, there was no overt nudity, but everyone in the pictures seemed to be buffed, happy, and eager to party.

		“These look to be my kind of folks,” Zoey said aloud, seated at the desk in Dan’s study, staring at the monitor.

		She found a contact number for club information and called it. A recorded voice came on and she boldly left her name and number, saying that she and her husband were very interested in swinging and that she hoped they’d get a call back soon.

		By lunchtime that day, she had talked at length to a very vivacious, charming woman by the name of Liz Henry, who was the club secretary, and made a date to meet with her tomorrow for lunch. As she was chatting with Liz, Zoey looked the woman up on the net and discovered that Liz Henry was a successful decorator and interior design person, and that her husband, Wyatt Henry was a partner in a prominent San Francisco architectural firm. The pictures of each showed a young, very attractive couple in their early thirties.

		I’d spend the night in bed with either one of them in a blink--or with both of them at the same time, for that matter! Zoey had the thought as she stared at the hot-looking couple online. And I bet Dan would love to see me with them, too--they’re just the sort of sexy, attractive types we’re looking to party with!

		She closed out the site as she got off the phone with Liz, excited by her luncheon meeting with the woman tomorrow. Zoey had decided to go with a proven winner when it came to choosing a spot to meet for lunch: she was rendezvousing with Liz at twelve-thirty tomorrow, at Bob’s Steak and Chop House in the Omni Hotel, downtown, in the Financial District.

		Her meeting with Stephanie at the hotel had been the start of a whole new and totally wonderful chapter in her marriage. She trusted that her lunch with Liz would be just as successful!

		

		****

		

		Lunch proved to be scrumptious, and so did Liz Henry. The sexual sparks were flying between the two of them from the moment they met in the bar for a drink before lunch.

		Liz was a luscious little brunette, with short-cropped, pixie-cute hair, eyes that twinkled with fun, perky breasts that weren’t large but looked to be gorgeous and utterly suckable beneath the low-cut print sundress she was wearing. Zoey admired her taste and style, liking the simple, rust-colored blazer Liz wore over the dress and the stylish brown Jimmy Choos on her feet as well.

		“I looked up your hubby on the net, and he’s yummy-looking,” Liz said after they’d talked for a few minutes, sipping their cocktails. “He’s just the kind of guy we want in our little group.”

		She smiled provocatively at Zoey and slyly caressed her hand as it sat atop the table in the cocktail lounge, whispering softly as she did so, “And you’re just the kind of girl who will fit right in, too, darling.; so sexy and gorgeous.”

		Zoey felt her heart do a little flip as she stared across the table at Liz. She said, in a raspy, hungry growl of a whisper, “I love making it with guys…and girls, if that’s what you mean, hot stuff.”

		Liz gave a little involuntary shudder and gulped down more of her drink. Her eyes were alive with excitement as put the nearly empty cocktail glass down on the table and murmured, “I love girls, too.”

		The two of them just stared at each other for long moments, both clearly in lust with each other. Al last, Zoey cleared her throat and said softly, “I Googled your husband, too. Wyatt Henry, partner in one of the city’s most successful architectural firms, mid-thirties, active in civic affairs, and red-hot looking to boot.”

		“He also has a big cock and he really knows what to do with it, and he eats pussy like a lesbian…but I doubt they mentioned that part on Google,” Liz answered with a naughty grin.

		The two women cracked up over that, and Zoey felt she suddenly had another very good friend and confidante, in addition to Stephanie. Liz was just like her—she sensed it after spending just ten minutes with the woman—stunning and “put together” on the surface, but seething with sensuality and sexual heat just beneath that carefully-maintained facade!

		

		****

		

		“This is lab you and Dan should use,” Liz said quietly, lunch finished up, handing Zoey a business card she’d just extracted from her purse. “They’re totally discreet and they’ll give you a discount on your blood work-up, too, if you mention that you’re in the swingers club.”

		Zoey carefully put the card away in her purse. Liz smiled approvingly and said, “We active club members get tested once a month, just to be safe, and most of us don’t have unprotected sex with anyone outside the club. We’ve never had an STD reported in the three years Wyatt and I have been members.”

		“That’s cool,” Zoey said, smiling. “We did something similar in the L.A. club my first husband and I belonged to, and we never had any sexual-disease problems to speak of among that group, either.”

		“Exactly,” Liz said, “why fuck around with a bunch of suspect strangers when you’ve got a whole roster of hot, sexy club members who are not only ready and eager to have sex with you, but who are all tested and clean as well?”

		“I couldn’t agree more,” Zoey said, closing her purse.

		“So, we can expect you and your studly-looking husband at the Pre-Halloween Gala next Saturday?” Live was grinning from ear to ear as she asked that question.

		“We’ll be there, for sure,” Zoey promised, picking up the lunch tab.

		“Oh, no, let me get that,” Liz insisted.

		“No, I love to buy lunch for my friends,” Zoey said. “And I’m sure you and I are going to be the closest of friends, Liz.”

		She patted Liz’s hand and a jolt of sexual excitement shot through both of them at that light, familiar touch. Liz gave Zoey a seductive smile and purred, “Oh, I think you can pretty much count on that, darling.”

		After they had shared a small laugh over that, Liz’s pretty face went serious for a moment. She told Zoey, “Our chapter of the swingers club is a tight little group, you know. There are only about seventy people, total, in all. New members are usually only considered if they’ve been recommended by current members; it’s not like most swingers groups, where anyone who wants to swing can join.”

		“That’s why everyone on your website is so hot-looking and buffed,” Zoey answered, suddenly understanding why all of the members had looked so sexy and in shape in the pictures she’d studied online, before phoning Liz.

		“Well, there are a few of our members who are over fifty, and who could stand to lose a few more pounds,” Liz admitted, smiling, “but they make up for their little flaws by having incredible moves in bed.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that’s what I like to hear,” Zoey said.

		She started, the smile slipping from her face. Leaning closer to Liz, she asked, somewhat worriedly, “Are we going to be welcome, Saturday night? We don’t know anyone in your group. No one recommended us—can we just…join like that; will it be okay with the other members?”

		Liz Henry laughed. Then she whispered, squeezing Zoey’s hand again atop the table as she did, “Honey, when I walked in here and you were sitting at the bar and you waved to me…my pussy started to get wet immediately. I recommended you for membership on the spot!”

		Zoey grinned, her own nipples stiffening again beneath her bra and blouse as she looked at the delectable Mrs. Henry across the table. She could hardly wait for Saturday!

		“Besides, I’d already looked up your hubby on Google and discovered that he’s a cutie,” Liz said with a wink. “When I saw you, the gorgeous, sexy Langs admission to the club was a done deal, believe me.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Final Reckoning

		

		“God, this is so great,” Dan’s excited voice came over Zoey’s hands-free cell phone speaker as she drove back out of the city after finishing up her lunch with Liz Henry. “I can’t believe you really did this, but I’m so jazzed that you did! I can hardly wait to get home tonight and find out all about this club you signed us up for, babe.”

		“Well, I’m headed there now, so get out of the office early today if you can, and I’ll see you at home, with all the details about how the swingers club works and the big costume party we’re attending come Saturday night, lover.”

		“I’ll be there as soon as I can,” Dan promised, still sounding elated.

		He broke the connection and Zoey grinned. He was so excited!

		She was glad, and a little relieved. She’d gone ahead and made the swinger connection on her own, without really going over the idea in detail with Dan.

		I was pretty sure he’d be okay with it, but not totally sure, she told herself as she swung off the freeway at Hillsborough and drove home.

		Zoey was so elated at how well the lunch with Liz had gone, and at Dan’s reaction to her enrolling them in the swingers club, that she didn’t notice a thing out of place as she stepped into her kitchen from the garage, and then into the dining room. It was only from that vantage point, standing next to her dining room table--where she could see the three men seated in her living room, casually drinking cocktails—that she realized something was hugely wrong.

		“How in the fuck did you get in here?” Her voice was outraged, demanding, as she rasped out the question to her ex-husband, Demetri Stavros, who was sitting on her couch, looking as at home as if this were his house, his pals Timmy Barlow and Taye Jackson occupying the two wing chairs on either side of the couch.

		“Timmy has some…uh…talents, I guess you could say, with alarms and locks,” Demetri answered off-handedly, a smug little smile on his handsome face. “So we let ourselves in and helped ourselves to a few drinks, while we waited for you to get home, love.”

		“Get out,” she said coldly, her eyes narrowing as she glared at the trio, “you’re not welcome here, none of you.”

		“Not even us, doll?” Timmy laughed. “We were sure welcome last Saturday afternoon. We must have fucked you for three hours straight.”

		Zoey’s skin crawled at the mention of that. She could tell just from the way the three of them were looking at her that Demetri had already heard all of the details about Timmy and Taye’s last visit, and that all three of them were planning on having sex with her again now.

		“We called Dee and filled him in on how you’d taken up being a red-hot fuck slut again as a hobby,” Timmy said, laughing again at her obvious discomfort. “He decided that he wanted another little taste, too, as long as you’re back to being so free and easy with that sexy body of yours.”

		Glancing over at Demetri, who some of his friends called “Dee” occasionally, Timmy grinned and went on to add, “So he flew up this morning and Taye and I picked him up at the airport.”

		“Yeah, mama, we didn’t know you’d be getting home so late in the afternoon,” Taye Jackson said, grinning as well. “We planned on an all-afternoon fuck session, before your new hubby gets home this evening.”

		Demetri got up off the couch and finished his drink. He bent down and placed his empty glass on a coaster on the coffee table and said, “Yeah, we’d better make up for lost time. Let’s take her in the bedroom, boys, and fuck her lights out for an hour or two before that wimpy new husband of hers gets home.”

		Zoey took a step backward. She said, “Stay away from me. Last Saturday was meant as a swan song, boys. I’m not fucking either one of you two anymore, not ever.”

		She turned to her ex-husband and added, “And I’m certainly never going to have sex with you again, you asshole. Why do you think I ran away and then divorced you in the first place?”

		Demetri smiled confidently. He said, “People change their minds all the time, Zoë. And I’m sure Timmy will be happy to change yours for you, if you’re going to be that way about it.”

		He turned to Timmy Barlow and said, “Don’t mark her face; no bruises, understand? Just smack her around a little and strip her for us.”

		Timmy smiled and nodded. His face, as he quickly crossed the room toward Zoey, looked as elated as if he’d just won a brand new car in a raffle…

		

		****

		

		“That’s a good little slut,” Timmy said softly, his cock gliding in and out of a very naked Zoey’s lips. “Watch those teeth of yours, or I’ll slap you around a lot worse than I have already, bitch.”

		Zoey mewled, tears running down both cheeks. She was on her knees in the master bedroom, sucking her assailant’s cock while her ex-husband knelt behind her and claimed her lubed-up asshole with his own whopper of a dick.

		“Damn, this little hole is still tight and sweet to fuck,” Demetri panted, as he reamed out Zoey’s anus gleefully. “I’m glad you boys called to let me know that my little Zoey-whore was back in business. I’ve sure missed fucking this snug little keister of hers.”

		Zoey began to cry harder as her ex called her “Zoey-whore”. That was exactly what she felt like at that moment, a whore!

		She had enjoyed last Saturday’s debauchery with Timmy and Taye, largely because she had been the one who had initiated it and she’d known that Dan was watching it all, getting off on her being a bad girl with them. But she wasn’t enjoying this at all.

		Her life had totally changed, she realized abruptly, since that first day when Timmy had barged his way into her house and forced her into bed with him. Back then, she hadn’t been getting anywhere near the kind of hot, kinky sex she wanted from Dan; so she’d just gone along with Timmy—since he’d given her no real choice, anyway—and had secretly loved what he’d done to her and what he’d made her do with him in bed that day.

		But she didn’t love…this! She and Dan now had the perfect life, sex included; a life that was about to get even better, as they began to attend swinger parties together.

		She didn’t want this sort of thing anymore. She didn’t need it!

		And, she suddenly realized that she not only didn’t want it—she hated it!

		For the first time in her life, she found she couldn’t stand the idea of being…forced into submitting to the desires of three dominant men. She had grown beyond that now. She felt as if a part of her that had always been missing before was suddenly in place within her psyche.

		Self-esteem, perhaps, she asked herself, feeling comfortable within my own skin? Is that what my new life with Dan has given me--enough confidence in myself not to need the approval of some swaggering bully, like Demetri or Timmy Barlow; is that what being with Dan has brought me?

		Whatever it was, she knew that it was for real. She didn’t need to give in and go along with these three, to let them do whatever they wanted with her and just let go and…enjoy being used like this!

		Twisting her head, she spat Timmy’s cock out and glared up at him. She panted, “This is rape, pure and simple. I don’t want to fuck any of you, and I don’t want to suck your cock, either, you strutting punk!”

		Timmy’s face turned mean in an instant. He grabbed her by the hair and hissed, “You’ll suck it if I want you to suck it, cunt! You’ll do whatever I tell you to do, or I’ll really fuck you up, understand?”

		He closed his other hand into a fist and drew it back. Demetri, still pounding away in his ex-wife’s tight ass sheath, said, “Don’t hit her in the face, I told you; no marks.”

		“Fuck you, Dee,” Timmy snarled, opening his hand and slapping Zoey’s face with it, hard, instead. “This little bitch needs to be put in her place. She’s nothing but a groveling whore and all of us know it.”

		He drew back his hand once more, to slap her again. Zoey cringed, dreading the coming impact of his palm against her face. Timmy’s washed-out, blue-white eyes looked crazy with rage.

		And then he abruptly wasn’t standing over her anymore. There was a loud, screaming yell and a body flashed past the kneeling Zoey and crashed into Timmy Barlow, sprawling him down onto his back, onto the bedroom’s wall to wall carpet.

		Dan Lang, still dressed in a suit, tie, and white shirt, was atop Zoey’s shocked tormentor, his knees on ether side of the naked man’s torso. Dan sat back up and proceeded to pummel Timmy’s face with both fists, as fast as he could throw them, which proved to be at a blur-inducing speed.

		Each time one of those fists hit Timmy’s face, a resounding smack echoed through the bedroom. And, after the first few of the lightning-quick blows, blood flew everywhere with each new punch.

		“Dude, that’s enough. You killin’ him, man!” Taye Jackson’s deep baritone rang out, and he hurried over to pull Dan off the now unconscious Timmy.

		Dan vaulted up onto his feet before Taye could reach him and the startled black man quickly back-pedaled away from him, holding up his hands in a “calm-down” gesture, clearly not interested in receiving any of what Timmy had just gotten. In a heartbeat, Dan turned his attention to Demetri, who was still on his knees, his cock driven deep into Zoey’s ass, his face frozen in surprise.

		Whipping his body forward, Dan hit the man squarely in that startled face with his right fist, neatly breaking Demetri’s nose and driving him backward onto his butt, his hard cock jerked from Zoey’s ass and waggling around above his balls. Now free, Zoey scrambled out of the way and Dan skipped forward and kicked Demetri right in those balls, eliciting a choking gasp of pure pain from the naked, seated man.

		Dan danced backward a step and his right foot shot out again, the side of his brogue connecting with Demetri’s left temple, spilling him back onto the carpet. He lay there bleeding and moaning, holding his damaged face in one hand and his nuts in the other.

		Dropping into a martial arts stance, Dan turned and squared off in front of the massive Taye Jackson, who stood, open-mouthed, staring at the sudden carnage in the bedroom. The big man put up his fists warily, saying, “Man, you don’t have no call to whip no beat-down on my ass. I didn’t do a thing. Ask Zoey.”

		Clearly shocked to the core by what had just happened so quickly, Zoey said, in a stunned voice, “He’s telling the truth, he didn’t. He would have, eventually. I’m sure of that, but he hadn’t done anything to me yet. He was just watching.”

		Dan thought about that for long moments and then said angrily, “You’ve got five minutes to get these two assholes back into their clothes and out of here. If I ever see any of you again, I’ll kick your asses until you’ll all need wheelchairs to get around in, understand?”

		Taye nodded, his eyes wide, as he stared at the still seething-mad Dan Lang. Zoey got to her feet and slipped on a robe to cover her nakedness.

		Dan turned to her and asked, “Is that okay? Should I just let them go or do you want the cops--do you want to press charges for rape, and maybe assault and battery?”

		“God, no,” Zoey breathed out heavily, “think of that trial and what their defense attorneys would try to introduce into evidence about how many times all of them had fucked me before today. Whatever happened to them, the two of us would be ruined. We’d have to move to another state, just to get away from the scandal.”

		Dan thought about that long and hard and then nodded. He turned back to Taye Jackson and said, “Well, what are you waiting for, asshole? Your five minute clock is running.”

		

		****

		

		“I don’t think it will bruise,” Dan told his wife as he ran the cold washrag over her cheek.

		Zoey was still in her robe, lying under the covers in bed. He was sitting on the edge of the mattress, tenderly ministering to her, making sure her three unwanted lovers hadn’t seriously hurt her.

		“I’m not surprised. I think Timmy’s an expert at beating women just enough to terrify them into doing what he wants, without leaving any evidence,” Zoey said bitterly, adding in a raspy whisper, “the fucker!”

		“Well, he won’t be beating you anymore,” Dan said softly but with an underlying edge of steel in his voice. “I meant what I said. If he ever comes near you again, I’ll break him into small pieces.”

		She reached up and touched his cheek gently. “I don’t think you’ll have to worry about that. Demetri was scared shitless when he left here, and so was Taye. And under all of that bullying and brutality, I’m pretty sure Timmy Barlow is a coward, when it comes to facing someone who’s tougher than he is, like you are, darling.”

		Dan smile at her. “I’m not so tough. That’s the first time I’ve ever really used Taekwondo for anything except sport and keeping in shape. I was really scared, to tell you the truth, but I was so angry about them forcing you to have sex with them like that…”

		His voice trailed off. She smiled up at him and said, “Sex is a funny animal. This Saturday night, I bet guys will be doing exactly what Demetri and Timmy were doing to me, while you watch them doing it, and we’ll both get off on it like crazy.”

		“You still want to do this swinger thing on Saturday, even after this?”

		She grinned at him. “You bet I do. You and I were just getting to a super-great place in our sex lives. I’m not letting those three assholes ruin that for us.”

		He thought about that and then nodded his assent. Zoey whispered, “I’m finally with a man I totally love and totally respect and feel like I can be myself with. I’m not giving that up.”

		He bent and kissed her tenderly and Zoey knew she was making the right decision. Somehow, she’d at last gotten control of her inner-demons. She knew that she was through letting men she didn’t like dominate her.

		I’m still going to be as wild as I want to be, both for me and for Dan, but I’m never going back to being that pushover bitch who just knuckled under and took it whenever some prick like Timmy Barlow or Demetri came along and forced me to do things I really didn’t want to do. Not ever again!

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		New Horizons

		

		“Are you nervous?” Dan asked as they drove into the city together that Saturday night.

		“Yeah, a little, although I have been to literally dozens of these swinger affairs before, down in L.A., so I’m not too uptight. How about you, sweetie, are you nervous?”

		“I’m petrified,” Dan admitted with a tight little smile. “What if I can’t get a hard on tonight; what if I’m so nervous I can’t get it up?’

		Zoey giggled and shook her head. “That won’t happen, you silly man. You’re one of the horniest guys I’ve ever known. Once you see me naked and sucking some guy’s big old wanger for him, while some pretty little thing is sucking yours…let’s just say that I don’t think getting hard is going to be a problem for you, somehow.”

		Dan gave out with a nervous chuckle before answering, “Let’s hope you’re right.”

		She nestled in closer to him as he drove, her head on his shoulder, and said, “Just remember what I said about not coming too many times when the party is just getting started. I intend to go all out to impress our new swinger friends tonight, so I’ll probably be fucking guys well into the night. You won’t want to miss that. And you’ll no doubt enjoy it more if you haven’t already come five times and can’t get hard anymore while you’re watching me be a bad girl for you.”

		“I’ll try to remember that,” Dan said wryly. “I do have some more of that Viagra with me, so that should help.”

		Zoey reached up and kissed him on the cheek as she cautioned, “Even the best of erection enhancers can’t overcome a set of empty balls, darling. Just remember that and you should do fine, babe.”

		

		****

		

		The party was billed as a “Halloween Costumed Grand Gala” and was being held at a plush townhouse on Russian Hill in downtown San Francisco. Liz had explained to Zoey on the phone that many of the club’s members were young working couples with small children at home—like her and her husband, Wyatt—so if such a party were to be held on the actual night of Halloween, it would be sparsely attended. People would be too busy with their kids and trick-or-treating to come to an adult gathering that night.

		So tonight’s big costume bash, held in the early part of October, on a Saturday night, was the club’s answer to that problem; Liz had told Zoey that she was expecting a good-sized crowd.

		Zoey could hardly wait! As they found the right block, she put on her mask and did a final check of her make up in the car’s lighted mirror.

		After finding a parking place up the block and climbing the steps leading up to the stained-glass accented front door of the three story town home together, Dan rang the doorbell.

		It opened, and a handsome, trimly-built man in his early forties—who was dressed as a harlequin--greeted them warmly, saying, “I’m Will Leland, your host for this evening’s fun and games. You must be the Langs, right?”

		“Right,” said Dan, taking Will’s extended hand and shaking it. “I’m Dan and this is my wife, Zoey.”

		“A true vision of loveliness,” Will said, taking Zoey’s offered hand in his and gallantly kissing the back of it. “Come in and meet everyone. They’re all very excited. We don’t get new members all that often, you know, and Liz just raved about you two.”

		“How wonderful of her,” Zoey said, stepping into the foyer.

		Zoey adjusted the Venetian-style, side-feathered, jet-black ball mask she had on so that she could see through it a bit better and followed her host into the living room. In addition to the mask, she was wearing an ankle length black ball gown, slit up the right side all the way to her waist, with nothing on underneath it but her four-inch Jimmy Choo black heels. She had explained to Dan as they’d gotten dressed for the party that underwear just got in the way, when it came to gatherings like this one!

		The house was a showplace, obviously built decades ago, during opulent times. And it had been lovingly maintained.

		“This room is absolutely gorgeous,” Zoey commented as she followed their host into a large living room, which was filled with pretty, lavishly-costumed people, all of them laughing and talking and sipping cocktails.

		The big room had the raised ceilings that were common throughout the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, with crown moldings all around, and it had been furnished with oversized, antique furniture, which the large space accommodated with ease. There was an ornate, marble-trimmed fireplace, complete with a blazing fire, and a small liquor bar with six stools off in one corner of the room.

		Not a person here I wouldn’t consider hopping in bed with, male or female, Zoey thought as Will Leland introduced her and Dan to over twenty swingers. Some were in their mid-twenties, like Zoey—alive with the excitement of being young, hip, and daring--and others were in their thirties; still youthful but subtly confident and sure of themselves; while still others in the group were like Will, in their forties but trim and vital, and bursting with the self-assurance that only years of sexual experimentation and experience can bestow.

		Their host moved them into the dining room, which was also large and spacious, with an oak dining room table, laden from one end to the other with pastries, cold cuts cheeses, cubes of melon and other fresh fruit, and two large tubs filled with ice and bottles of pricey champagne. Dozens of clean champagne flutes stood ready and waiting beside the tubs.

		“The kitchen is through that door, and down that hallway you’ll find the bathroom for this floor,” Will said, pointing. “Will you have champagne or something stronger from the bar in the living room?”

		“Do you have any Jack Daniel’s Tennessee Honey?” Zoey asked her host. “It’s my very favorite drink, at least currently.”

		“We do, indeed,” Will said, offering her his arm.

		He escorted them back into the living room and over to the bar, where new-arrival Liz Henry was standing with her husband, Wyatt. He was tall and muscular, wearing a toga with gold-threaded trim and a golden laurel wreath, and his vivacious beauty of a wife was dressed as some sort of Greek courtesan, in a diaphanous, peach-colored gown that was nearly see-through, in addition to being low-cut in the bodice and very mini in length. It barely covered Liz’s waxed-bare lower lips, which were hazily visible beneath the sheer material.

		Liz squealed with excitement when she saw Zoey and ran over and threw her arms around her new friend, greeting her like a long-lost sister.

		“You did come, I’m so glad!” Liz was beaming as she stepped back, grabbed her husband by the elbow and dragged him over to meet Dan and Zoey. “This is Wyatt.”

		When everyone had shaken hands, Liz nodded to a tall, elegant-looking blonde woman who was still seated at the bar--dressed as a very sexy vampire in a gauzy black dress that was nearly as see-through as the one Liz wore--and said, “This is Carolyn, Will’s wife. You’ll love her, Zoey; she eats pussy as well as a card-carrying lesbian.”

		Looking up at Dan, favoring him with a flirty little smile, Liz added, “And she sucks cock like a pro, Dan, so you’ll love her, too.”

		Everyone laughed and Carolyn got up off her stool and draped an arm over Liz’s shoulders, chuckling as she said, “Nice introduction, Liz, you little sexpot.”

		Carolyn took out the fake vampire fangs she was wearing, leaned down, and gave Liz a long, sensuous, tongue-filled kiss. When she finally broke it off, she told the group, “What Liz said is true, of course, but she’s every bit the slut I am…worse, probably.”

		There was another round of laughter at that, and then Will slipped over to the bar and poured Zoey her drink. Dan, who was dressed in Western boots, jeans, a cowboy shirt with fancy, fake-pearl snap-buttons, and a white Stetson, asked their host for a gin martini and was soon handed a short cocktail glass filled with ice, Beefeater’s gin, a dash of vermouth, and a huge green, pimento-stuffed olive.

		“The second floor is all bedrooms and bathrooms, and the top floor holds my den and home office, another bathroom, and the orgy room,” Will Leland informed Dan and Zoey when he stepped back over to them from the bar.

		“Ooh, I just love those,” Zoey gushed, taking a big sip of her drink.

		She rushed to explain, “I went to tons of swinger parties down in L.A., before moving up here; so I know all about orgy rooms and what goes on in them.”

		Hooking her arm through Dan’s, she went on to tell Will, “My Dan is a newbie when it comes to the swinger scene, but he’s very adventurous and open to new things, sexually speaking; so we’ll definitely be checking out the orgy room before we leave tonight.”

		“Great, I’ll look forward to seeing you both there,” Will responded with a warm smile that gradually morphed into a hungry leer as his eyes became focused on Zoey’s prominently displayed breasts in the low cut black gown she’d worn tonight.

		“In the interim, what would you two say to a little six-way swing session upstairs, in the master bedroom to start the evening off right?” Will suggested the idea to Zoey with a flirty wink, finishing his own drink. “I have to mingle with my guests for another few minutes. But now that everyone has arrived, after I complete my hosting duties, how about you and Dan and Liz and Wyatt joining myself and Carolyn upstairs to sort of get the party really started?”

		Zoey felt her nipples spike as she considered the blunt invitation to go upstairs and fuck. Will was older, of course, but he was still a cutie. And she suspected from his confident, easy manner that he was a real hottie in bed.

		Glancing over at Carolyn, who was not only beautiful but tall and leggy with gorgeous blonde hair and a set of spectacular tits, Zoey imagined Dan fucking her while she watched. She also imagined Will or Wyatt or perhaps both of them banging away on her while Dan fucked Carolyn or Liz. Her hot mental picture of the six of them together on a big bed upstairs was too tempting to ignore.

		“Sure, we’d love that, wouldn’t we, darling?” She turned and looked up at Dan expectantly, who gulped nervously and then managed to croak, “Uh, sure, I guess…that is what we came here for, now isn’t it?”

		

		****

		

		Dan had another martini while they waited to go upstairs, and discretely swallowed a Viagra along with it. Zoey smiled at him and whispered, “Don’t worry so much. You’re going to be fine. That Carolyn is a little older than you but, dear God, what a body that woman’s got! And Liz is just darling.”

		She winked at her husband and said softly, “When those two get you naked and start rubbing those sweet tits of theirs against you, you’ll get plenty hard, don’t worry.”

		Dan grinned nervously and asked her, “Oh, yeah, and what will you be doing while all of that is going on?”

		“Sucking Wyatt Henry’s big cock while you watch,” Zoey murmured, enjoying teasing her man a little, “Liz says he’s really hung, just like you are, darling.”

		Dan shivered visibly at the thought of seeing Zoey sucking another guy’s huge dick from just a few feet away. He gulped down the rest of his drink and started to make himself another one.

		“Don’t,” Zoey warned him, putting her hand on his as he reached for the bottle of Beefeaters. “Those dick-enhancing drugs don’t work as well when you have a lot of booze in your bloodstream; so go easy, okay?”

		She smiled up at him encouragingly and said, “Liz whispered to me that she thinks you’re a real cutie. She’s just dying to ball you.”

		Looking over at Liz Henry, Dan grinned at the thought of that. She was pixie-cute herself and the skimpy, see-through outfit she had worn tonight showed off all of her assets beautifully.

		“Those perky boobs of hers aren’t big, but they sure are pretty,” he sighed aloud, knowing that Zoey wouldn’t be angry at his interest in sexy little Liz’s chest.

		“We’ll suck them together, before the night is over, and then take turns eating her pussy,” Zoey promised, and Dan felt his dick give a lurch inside his tight jeans at that mental image!

		Will Leland came back to the bar just then. He put an arm around Zoey’s small waist, as if he’d known her forever, instead of just having met her, and said, “Shall we? I sent Carolyn and Wyatt upstairs just now. Let’s gather up Liz and follow along.”

		“This place of yours is just fabulous,” Zoey said as the four of them began climbing the stairs a few moments later, heading for the second floor and the master bedroom. “I love the colors, and the dark-stained wood wainscoting going up the stair well, along with that terrific wallpaper. It all looks so…perfect, evoking just the right historical period; it really sets off the house.”

		“Credit it all to Liz,” Will replied, grinning happily, “Carolyn and I commissioned her to redecorate and redo the whole place, top to bottom, several years ago, and it came out perfect, just as you said.”

		“Great job,” Zoey said, turning to compliment Liz, who was casually holding Dan’s hand as the two of them climbed the stairs right behind her and Will, whose arm was still around Zoey’s waist.

		“Thank you,” Liz said modestly, “it helps when you have a great old house like this one to work with and a virtually unlimited budget, like the one Will and Carolyn gave me.”

		“I grew up in this house,” Will told them as they reached the second floor landing, “I inherited it from my parents when they were killed in an accident some years back, so I didn’t mind pulling a little money out of my equity in the place to make it look just the way Carolyn and I wanted it to look.”

		He led them over to a set of closed double doors and opened the right one, motioning for the small group to enter. Carolyn Leland and Wyatt Henry stood in the middle of the big room, making out furiously.

		They broke off the kiss and both grinned somewhat sheepishly at their new audience as Will closed the door behind him and locked it. Wyatt said, “We didn’t know how long you’d be, so we sort of started without you.”

		“That’s alright,” Will assured him with a smile. “My Carolyn is always horny, thank God, and your cock one of her absolute favorites, so I’m not surprised.”

		Will’s arm was still draped casually around Zoey’s waist. He used it to pull her to him and turned her body to face his, saying, “Let’s join them, shall we?”

		With that, the tall older man leaned down and began to kiss Zoey passionately, his tongue slipping into her mouth. Dan’s cock jerked to attention under his jeans as he watched his wife making out with another man so openly.

		Liz Henry, in turn, moved around in front of him and whispered, “Oh, Dan, you’re such a hot-looking guy! Let’s fuck, okay?”

		Dan trembled with excitement as the pretty little brunette put her arms around his neck and went up onto her tiptoes to kiss him. Her lips were soft and warm and oh, so sweet against his, and her tongue was in his mouth, toying with his, almost before he knew what was happening.

		He glanced over at Zoey, to see how she was dealing with him making out with Liz, and his wife just winked at him. Dan almost laughed, he felt so relieved.

		This swinger stuff is incredible, he thought as his hands began to roam up and down Liz’s back and she pushed her small but perfect tits against his chest while they kissed. And Zoey was so right—my cock is getting as hard as an iron pipe up against this little hottie!

		He relaxed, closed his eyes, and began kiss Liz back with the eagerness of a high school boy on his first real date, his tongue all over hers. The steamy kiss went on and on, and by the time their lips finally separated, Dan’s prick was hard enough to break rocks with.

		Opening his eyes, he was a little shocked to see that Wyatt Henry and Carolyn Leland were still making out as well, but both of them were now as naked as they could be. He looked over at his wife and Will Leland and discovered that Zoey’s dress was now down around her ankles, leaving her nude except for her shoes, since she’d elected to go braless and without panties or hose tonight as well.

		Liz Henry smiled up at him and slowly reached down to grip the bottom of her sheer, transparent gown. She pulled it up over her head and dropped the discarded garment onto the carpet, leaving her as naked as she could be. And then she ripped open the snap-buttons on the cowboy shirt Dan was wearing, all the way down to his waist.

		In moments, both of them were naked, too, except for her shoes and his boots, socks, and fallen jeans, which they eagerly bent down and rid themselves of as quickly as they could. Dan took off his Stetson and tossed it onto a nearby dresser, and then took the deliciously naked Liz back into his arms and kissed her again, his dick tight against her bare skin, throbbing with need.

		The three couples wordlessly gravitated over to the canopy-covered king bed. Dan eased onto one corner of it with Liz, while Zoey and Will stretched out near them. Wyatt and Carolyn claimed a position up near the head of the bed, still kissing like a pair of lovebirds.

		Dan glanced up and was a bit startled to realize that the canopy concealed a large mirror, obviously placed there so that the bed’s occupants could watch themselves make love. He caught Zoey’s eye in that mirror for an instant and she winked at him reassuringly again.

		Then she pushed Will onto his back and ran her tongue all around the head of his cock while Dan watched her in the mirror. He moaned as he saw that, his rigid cock jerking around involuntarily against Liz Henry’s belly as he watched Zoey open her mouth and suck Will’s prick tip into her hungry lips.

		“That looks like fun,” Liz whispered, and then he felt her slide downward until her mouth surrounded his own cock head and her tongue begin to circle it…

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		The Party Starts

		

		Zoey moaned as Will Leland’s very nice, very thick eight-inch cock slid into her wet pussy lips. Her eyes were on Dan, watching his reaction as she got fucked for the first time right in front of him—not on a television screen this time, but two feet away from him, as he was enjoying a superb blowjob from Liz Henry.

		“Oh, yeah, just like that,” Zoey whispered in Will’s ear--loud enough for Dan to hear her--as Will started to drill her, deep and hard and steady, just the way she was craving it, “right across my clit. Fuck me, Will, darling; fuck me good!”

		She saw her darling Dan’s eyes go wide as he heard her words. It looked as if he was so turned on by what he was seeing, what he was feeling—Liz was really doing a wonderful job on Dan’s cock with her sensuous, wet lips—and by Zoey’s lewd, murmured exhortation to Will to “fuck her good” , that poor Dan was poised on the brink of coming already!

		I hope my baby can last for a while, Zoey thought, moving her hips up and back in perfect coordination with Will’s lusty thrusts into her very wet quim, there’s so much prime pussy here tonight…it would be a shame if he doesn’t get to sample as much of it as he possibly can.

		Zoey sighed, her own pussy clenching around handsome Will’s gliding dick. It was so unfair: women could come all night long and just keep on fucking and getting their pussies licked and teased by knowing fingers through climax after climax, if they so desired. Men, on the other hand, had only so many erections available to them before being forced to spend the rest of the night limp and unable orgasm again.

		Another tremor of pre-come ecstasy pulsed through Zoey’s well-fucked cunny just then and she moaned and smiled up at Will, who was eagerly giving it to her like the master cocksman he obviously was. She sighed, “Oh, Will, I’m going to come for you, you sweet man—you’re fucking me so great that I’m ready to go off around your big cock!”

		He beamed down at her and increased his pace. Zoey trembled from head to toe under him and her pussy went wild around his driving prick as she began to shudder through an intense orgasm.

		She glanced over at her husband, who was about to push his own prick into Liz Henry’s very juicy-looking pussy lips and moaned to him, “Oh, baby, I’m coming! Will is making me come, darling!”

		Dan shivered as he watched his wife get off strongly around another man’s pounding cock. He closed his eyes, clearly struggling with his desire to come himself at that steamy sight, and then seemed to regain control, slowly feeding his stone-hard prick down into Liz.

		“God, what a nice one,” Liz whispered as he filled her cunny with hard dick.

		She looked over at Zoey, who was still trembling through a blazing climax as Will kept fucking her hard and deep. Liz murmured, “Thank you, darling, for sharing Dan with me…his prick is magnificent!”

		Zoey spasmed once again beneath Will’s gliding manhood; this whole scene was wonderful! Getting balled like this, with Dan watching, with Dan fucking Liz at the same time, just a foot or two away from her—this was what she had been missing.

		I told myself that I was done with swinging, that I didn’t need it anymore, she thought as her orgasm started to slowly ebb, but I was lying to myself! I love this. I just adore being a bad girl in front of Dan; being fucked by a stranger I just met an hour ago, with other strangers watching me, lusting after me, wanting to fuck me, too…this is pure heaven!

		“Oh, that’s it, baby,” Liz groaned just then, “drill me—fuck my hot pussy with that fat cock of yours!”

		Zoey opened her eyes once more and saw Dan really giving it to Liz. She smiled, watching her man please the other woman with his hot, hard fucking.

		My Dan is so handsome, so buffed, she thought proudly as she watched the other couple going at it lustily two feet away from her, and dear God can he ever fuck? Just look at him nailing cute little Liz to the mattress with that great dick of his!

		Glancing up at Will, who was still deep inside her, as hard as he could be, Zoey smiled and said, “Thank you, darling, you’re quite the stallion. I came so great.”

		Will slipped his cock out of her and then bent and gave her a sensuous, tongue-filled kiss. As he broke it off at last, he whispered, “You’re a terrific fuck, Zoey. Welcome to the club. I’ll warn you; once I tell my pals what a hot piece you are, they’re all going to want to ball you.”

		Zoey laughed softly and slid out from under him, going up onto her hands and knees. She told him saucily, “God, I hope so.”

		She sat back on her knees and patted the handsome man lightly on his cheek with her right palm and said, “And I hope all of them are as good in bed as you are, you stud.”

		Will beamed again and blushed slightly at her praise. She leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek and then went back onto her hands and knees.

		She moved over to Liz and Dan and smiled down at Liz, who was fucking Dan back furiously, her trim hips whipping up off the mattress in perfect time with Dan’s lunges down into her juicy, waxed-bare little pussy. Zoey said softly, “Hi, beautiful, is my Dan giving you just what you need?”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, he sure is,” Liz purred, smiling up at Zoey. “He’s a great fuck, and his cock is so big and hard!”

		“Enjoy,” Zoey said, leaning down to kiss Liz as Dan fucked her.

		Their lips met and Zoey’s tongue shot into Liz’s mouth. Liz whined with lust and ran her tongue all over Zoey’s as they made out.

		“Fuck, baby, her pussy just went crazy around my dick,” Dan gasped as he watched his wife frenching Liz like a confirmed lesbian.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all Zoey said in reply, taking one of Liz’s pert little tits in her right hand and squeezing it as they kissed and Dan fucked her.

		Zoey heard a squeal of ecstasy and opened her eyes to glance over at its source. Carolyn Leland had her long, gorgeous legs pointing up at the mirror above the bed, her toes curled back as she orgasmed around Wyatt Henry’s driving cock.

		“Yessssssssssssssss!” Carolyn’s breathy, drawn out “yes” was a murmur of pure joy as she came and came.

		Nice one, Zoey thought to herself as she focused once again on kissing Liz, I can’t wait to get my tongue in that tall blonde honey. I just love a girl who comes as hard as I do!

		Liz moaned up into her mouth as they kissed and that brought Zoey’s attention back to the little brunette. She stared down into Liz’s hot, hungry eyes and saw that her new friend was about to come, too.

		Breaking off the kiss, she urged Dan, “Fuck her darling; fuck her harder, our little Liz is going to come for you!”

		Dan was sitting back a little, nearly on his heels, as he banged his thick rod down into the twisting, moaning woman beneath him with everything he had. Zoey released her grip on Liz’s tit and moved her head down over the jellying mound, which was quivering atop Liz’s chest with each of Dan’s thrusts.

		Zoey looked up at Dan and whispered, “See, darling, I told you we’d take turns sucking this little jewels, and then I’d eat her while you watched!”

		With that, she took the little bead do nipple in between her lips and began to suck, her tongue swirling round and round as Dan continued to ream Liz’s pussy out with his flying cock. Liz whimpered and closed her eyes, tossing her head from side to side, crying out, “Oh, God, you two hot fuckers are driving me crazy! Fuck me, suck my hot titties—do it all to me!”

		Liz’s tit jerked under Zoey’s eager lips and the girl’s breath started to come in ragged, greedy gasps. Carol Leland came into Zoey’s peripheral vision just then, and the tall, sexy blonde murmured, “Here, darling, let me suck her other titty while your man fuck’s little Lizzie’s hot cunt right over the top!”

		She leaned in and began to suck, right next to Zoey. Liz gasped, shoved her chest up off the mattress, pushing her exploding tits deeper into the other women’s mouths as she screamed, “Oh, fuck, I’m coming—God but I’m coming hard!”

		Dan groaned and Zoey glanced over at him as she sucked tit, wondering if he was coming in Liz, who was moaning and writhing beneath his plunging cock, her cute little breasts jerking in unison as she came furiously. Her poor Dan’s handsome face was a study in contrasts: he looked horny as he could be, proud of how well he was getting Liz off, and desperate not to come so soon into the evening—all at the same time.

		Liz arched up off the bed and sighed with deep satisfaction as her orgasm peaked. She reached up and pulled Carolyn and Zoey’s mouths down tighter on her tits and moaned, “Oh, fuck, what a nice one! Your Dan is a real stud, Zoey, you lucky girl!”

		The four of them clung together for another half a minute or so, and then Dan slowly pulled his cock out of Liz’s temporarily sated pussy. Zoey was glad, and a little relieved, to see that her man’s dick was still as hard as it could be.

		He didn’t come in her! Zoey was so proud. He’s getting the hang of this swinger party stuff. My Dan is going to do just fine as my party date—all the girls are going to want to ball him, just like all the guys are going to want to fuck me, just as Will Leland said!

		After Zoey and Carolyn had straightened back up into sitting positions, back on their heels as they knelt on the mattress on either side of her, Liz sat up, too. She surprised Zoey by turning toward her and murmuring, “Did you really mean what you told Dan while he was fucking me, about eating my pussy?”

		Zoey smiled. “What a horny little girl you are, Liz! After my Dan fucked you so great and got you off so hard…now you want that insatiable little cunny of yours licked as well?”

		“You bet I do,” Liz whispered, turning to face Zoey, and then wrapping her arms around her neck. “You turn me on something fierce, darling. I’ve wanted to suck pussies with you since the very first time I spotted you at the bar, that day we first met.”

		“Well suck away, hot stuff,” Zoey said back, in a low, hungry growl of pure desire.

		Liz really turned her on as well. And the thought of making out with her and then licking each other while the rest of this hot, horny company watched, sent shivers of lust down Zoey’s spine!

		The two of them kissed, their naked breasts pressing tight against one another, and Zoey could feel the plump little nipple she’d just been sucking, and its twin, pressing into her own bigger, slightly softer tits. Their tongues were all over each other, and Zoey felt her pulse accelerate as she ran her hands all over Liz’s bare back while they made out.

		“Hey, what about me,” Carolyn Leland said, “I want in on this, too. I’m just dying to suck face with Zoey and eat that hot little cunt for her!”

		The two panting women separated and Liz whispered hotly, “Daisy chain, I’ll start out eating Zoey while she eats you, Carolyn, you hot lezbo bitch, you; and you eat me, and then, after we all come once, we’ll switch around.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, what a deliciously nasty mind you have, Liz, sweetie,” Carolyn all but purred back, moving over closer to the other two women.

		“That sounds great to me,” Zoey murmured, looking from the sexy little brunette to the tall, sensual blonde, and then back again. “I want you both!”

		“And I have a proposal that will make it even better,” Wyatt Henry said, moving down the mattress to join the others.

		They all looked at him. With a devilish little grin on his handsome face, he asked, “You like anal, right, Zoey?”

		Before she answer, Wyatt said, “I don’t even have to ask Lizzie or Carolyn; both of them are always hot for cock in every hole they’ve got.”

		The whole group snickered at that observation, Carolyn and Liz both blushing slightly but making no denials. Zoey said, “Well, it looks like we’re three of a kind, because that pretty well describes me, too!”

		“Three of a kind is a winning hand in most games,” Will observed, moving quickly to the head of the bed and reaching under a pillow, extracting a tube of Astroglide and tossing it down to his wife. “Grease ‘em up, girls, and get ready to get butt-banged while you suck pussy.”

		

		****

		

		The evening had degenerated into a white-hot blur of pounding orgasms, and juicy, sweet pussy for Zoey. She was currently lying on her right side, licking hungrily at Carolyn Leland’s delightfully pink, cute pussy, concentrating on her tiny bud of a clit.

		Behind her, Liz was doing a marvelous job on Zoey’s own cunt. The girl was an absolute wizard with her tongue and fingers! And Carolyn might have been even better as a pussy lapper than Liz was!

		The three had been trading off for what seemed like hours, but was probably more like forty-five minutes. Zoey had come repeatedly, both on the other women’s incredible tongues and fingers, and on Wyatt Henry, Will Leland, and her own sweet Dan’s driving cocks.

		God, these guys are such stud-boys tonight, Zoey thought to herself gratefully, moving around the circle, fucking each one of us in the ass like crazy men, until we come, and then moving on down the chain—it’s fantastic!

		A new cock entered her well-fucked asshole just then and Zoey sighed. It was Wyatt, she could tell. His was the longest and the thickest dick of the trio; just a hair bigger than her Dan’s.

		And, dear God, was he ever good with it? Zoey moaned into Carolyn’s pink folds as Wyatt began to fuck her in the ass for the second time tonight. Jesus, but it felt great!

		She glanced down the chain and saw her Dan really pounding into Liz’s sweet ass from in back, sweat flying off his brow as he reamed her out. Liz was mewling happily, her pert tits jiggling all over the place as Dan rutted into her while Carolyn’s tongue expertly caressed her clit.

		This is so fucking hot! Zoey was in heaven. Her pussy just kept going off. She was rapidly reaching that magical place that she had reached only a few times a parties such as this one before; the place where her clit, her nipples, her whole body became so aroused, so sensitized that she just kept coming and coming all night long—having one furious orgasm after another!

		“Oh, fuck, but your ass is sweet tonight, Carry!” Will Leland bleated out just then, fucking his wife’s butt feverishly. “It’s a little embarrassing--coming in my own wife—but, God, this is a hot session. I can’t last another stroke!”

		Will face contorted and Carolyn cried out into Liz’s pussy as she came right along with her husband. Big gouts of cock cream started to ooze out of Carolyn’s ass as Will continued to blast his seed into it.

		Seeing that, just inches from her nose, while Carolyn wriggled and pumped out hot, sweet pussy come onto Zoey’s licking tongue, proved to be the last straw for Zoey.

		She dug her fingernails into Carolyn’s plump ass cheeks as Will hammered them with his spurting cock. Zoey felt her belly tremble and then a huge spasm of ecstasy grip her own pussy as Liz lapped greedily at her clit.

		Behind her, Wyatt Henry felt Zoey’s asshole tighten in time with her clasping pussy walls. He groaned and said, “Right on, Will, I can’t last either—this little butt is pure perfection to fuck!”

		Zoey felt a huge spatter of hot come splash up into her guts, and her orgasm seemed to double in intensity. She groaned and licked and her whole body shook as she went off like crazy around Wyatt’s plunging, spurting cock.

		Dan’s voice broke through her utter reverie as he cried, “Oh, take it, Liz, you incredibly hot little bitch; take my come right up your ass!”

		Liz gurgled with pleasure and began to go off hard as Dan creamed her. The six lovers were melded together in a series of furious, mutually-shared come-pulses that seemed to vibrate up and down the chain as all of them orgasmed at once.

		This is it, Zoey thought as the top of her head seemed to blow off, this is swinging…this is what it’s all about. You can’t get sex like this anywhere else!

		

	
		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		The Orgy Room

		

		“So, my love, are you ready for your first visit to the orgy room?” Zoey asked Dan as they stood at the bar, having a restorative drink after their long session upstairs with the Henrys and the Lelands.

		“I guess so,” Dan said, still looking slightly shell-shocked from his first swinger encounter. “I still can’t get over how intense that was, upstairs with the others.”

		He looked hard at Zoey and then grinned, whispering, “I’ve always fantasized about sex like that, but I never thought I’d experience it. What a rush that was!”

		Zoey beamed back at him and said, “I was so proud of you, darling. You fucked like an old swinger hand up there…imagine, my Dan being the last guy to come in a round robin like that one! What a stud you are, sweetie.”

		Dan blushed slightly but Zoey could tell that he was as pleased as he could be with himself and his performance with the others. She was very pleased, too, not to mention relieved.

		I was pretty sure my Dan would take to swinging like a duck to water, but you never really know about something like that until it happens. Poor Dan would have been mortified if he really couldn’t get it up in front of a group; or if he’d have lasted six strokes and then shot his wad. I’m so glad he’s so okay with all of this.

		“Is the orgy room really wilder than what we did upstairs earlier?” Dan asked her. “That seems impossible.”

		Zoey flashed him a knowing smile and said, “Trust me, honey…you ain’t seen nothing yet.”

		She went up onto her tiptoes and gave him a little kiss, and then went on to whisper, “I’m feeling really crazy-sexy tonight. I barely got started upstairs with the Henrys and the Lelands, but I got nicely warmed up. When we hit the orgy room, you’re going to see a Zoey you’ve never seen before; so be ready for it, darling.”

		

		****

		

		Dan’s heart was in his throat with excitement as they climbed the stairs up to the third floor, and the orgy room, a half hour later. He really couldn’t believe that his wife was going to be even more provocative, more sensual and wild than he’d ever seen her before—after all, that DVD of her with those two big goons, not to mention her going crazy eating pussy and getting fucked and taking it up the ass over and over again tonight were all scorching hot.

		She couldn’t possibly top that, could she? He glanced over at her in her fancy feathered mask, looking like a million bucks in that beautiful ball gown and those heels. Could a woman as elegant and beautiful as her shock him still further?

		They reached the top of the stairs leading up to the third floor, and began to explore. Will’s office/den came first, then the bathroom for this floor, and then they came to another open door, this one looking into a large space that was all mirrors on the walls and ceilings, mattresses covering the entire floor area, and several antique-looking sconces spaced equidistantly around the room’s mirrored walls, lighting it dimly with electric “candle-style” light bulbs which gave the whole place a sexy, soft amber glow.

		Dan felt his dick stir in his jeans. This room definitely had an aura about it: he got the distinct feeling that anything could happen in the orgy room!

		“Come on, babe, let’s get naked and get to fucking,” Zoey’s voice had an edge to it he’d never heard before.

		He glanced over at her in the dim light and saw that her green eyes were alive with excitement underneath her feathered mask. She reached down and grabbed his hand and tugged him into the room, the mattress he stepped onto feeling unsteady and hard to walk on beneath his pointy-toed, high-heeled cowboy boots.

		Zoey unzipped her gown, let it fall to the floor and stepped out of it, kicking off her Jimmy Choos, now totally naked. She whipped off the mask and tossed it down onto her gown and then gripped his shirt front and ripped his snap buttons apart; hurrying him out of his shirt after it came open.

		Reaching up, she took his Stetson and sailed it into a corner of the room with the rest of their clothes and her shoes. Then she went after his fancy rodeo-style belt buckle and doffed both his jeans and his shorts with one insistent tug.

		“Step out of these, darling,” she whispered up at him a she went down onto her knees on the mattress and helped him out of his right boot and sock, and then his left, stripping off his pants and shorts at the same time.

		Zoey kicked the discarded costume over with the rest of their stuff with her bare foot and took him by the hand again. They tottered their way across the mattresses to the rear of the large room, where a mass of naked female and male bodies lay, intertwined, moaning, sighing, fucking and sucking each other in every way imaginable.

		“It’s that new girl and her hubby,” a woman’s voice said excitedly.

		“Liz and Carolyn said he’s a super-stud,” another woman commented anxiously.

		“And she’s fantastic, from what Wyatt and Will said,” yet another voice said, a male one this time.

		“I want some of that,” still another guy’s voice whispered urgently.

		“Get in line,” a man said, and a hand reached out and grabbed Zoey around her ankle. “We all want to fuck her; as many as she can take tonight.”

		Dan gasped as his wife was hauled down onto the mattress before his startled eyes and what seemed like a half a dozen naked bodies, both male and female, were suddenly all over her. A pretty young redheaded woman pounced on Zoey’s left nipple and began to suck and a twenty-something guy with an enormous hard on leaned over and started working on her right one.

		“Jesus,” Dan whispered, watching as a very cute blonde woman in her mid-thirties dove between Zoey’s legs and started eating her pussy frantically.

		Still another young man, probably twenty-eight or twenty-nine, who had an extremely thick cock, knelt beside his wife’s head. She turned to face him and licked all around his prick tip and then he slipped it deep into her mouth and began to fuck her face as if it was a second pussy.

		“Don’t feel left out, handsome,” a female voice purred, a feminine hand reaching up to grasp Dan’s semi-erect cock just then.

		He let her pull him down onto his knees by it, and then her mouth was on him, taking all of him in. He got a glimpse of a beautiful face engulfing his dick and then another woman got him down onto his back and threw a leg over his head, her waxed-bare, very cute pink slit coming down right onto his mouth.

		Dan sighed and started to lick, the other woman proving to be incredibly skilled with her mouth and tongue on his now very stiff prick. He heard Zoey moan loudly and knew that she was coming already.

		She was right, he thought to himself; this orgy room stuff is totally wild, completely off the charts!

		“Kiss me, you hot bitch, Cindy,” Dan heard the woman who had been sucking him to fullness whisper urgently as she got up onto her knees and sat down on the cock she had just fellated so wonderfully.

		Dan sighed as her warm, wet pussy took him all the way in and she began to move up and down on him in a corkscrewing motion. The other girl that he was eating leaned forward and he could tell somehow that the two women were making out together as one rode his tongue and the other rode his dick.

		“We’ll switch after I come on this fat big boy of his,” the girl hunching her way to an orgasm over his groin murmured, “and then he can eat me while you take your turn on this beautiful cock of his.”

		A minute or two went by, and then Dan heard Zoey coming again. The girl who was frantically bouncing up and down on his dick joined her voice with Zoey’s. “Oh, oh, fuck, I’m coming already. You’ve got to let him fuck you, Cindy. His prick is as nice as Wyatt Henry’s!”

		After another few seconds, the women began to switch. Dan got out from under them and said, “You, lie on the mattress in front of me on your back, off to one side, and I’ll eat you while I’m fucking Cindy, here. I want to watch my wife in action, too.”

		Cindy, who proved to be a raven-haired little sex goddess with a perfect body and pixie-cut hair, that reminded him a little of Liz Henry’s, smiled cattily at him and complied, saying, as she did so, “Yeah, she’s something to watch alright…she’s the hottest pussy I’ve ever seen at one of these parties!”

		Dan glanced over and saw what Cindy was referring to. Zoey was riding two cocks at once now, one huge dick up her ass, the other up her pussy. And her head was turned, so that she could suck a third cock as she rode.

		Two very attractive women knelt of either side of her, twisting her nipples and squeezing her big breasts as she went after the three pricks at once. Just then, the guy with his dick in Zoey’s mouth moaned and began to unload between her sucking lips.

		Never missing a stroke, Zoey swallowed. The guy up her ass threw back his head and wailed out his pleasure as he came in her as well. Zoey shuddered and started climaxing fiercely, as the man fucking her pussy gasped and started to come, too.

		Holy fuck, Dan thought in stunned amazement, watching his wife, how many orgasms is that for her tonight…seven, eight?

		As she swallowed the last of the jism being pumped into her very willing lips, another man with a huge hard on stepped up to replace the man who had just come in Zoey’s mouth. She smiled up at him and nodded and he began to fuck her lips eagerly.

		Another man with an equally impressive cock slid in below her, as her recent lover slid out, and she soon had a fresh prick deep in her pussy as she sucked cock. The guy who had creamed her ass, pulled free and young man who couldn’t have been a day over twenty-one scrambled into place and stuffed his sizable erection all the way up her butt in one greedy lunge.

		Zoey groaned and began to move her hips again, fucking them both easily as she licked and sucked at the new cock in her mouth. Dan shook his head in wonder.

		She said she was going to get really wild tonight, he thought as he turned his attention to the girl lying on her back near him, leaned over and began to lick her clit as he slid his still hard cock into cute young Cindy tight little pussy.

		

		****

		

		Sweet Jesus, where does she get the energy? Dan had the thought a long while later, as he watched in awe as his wife finished up her fourth set of triple-penetrations.

		The girls who had been teasing his wife’s nipples as she fucked pushed the spent men out of the way and proceeded to attack Zoey’s pussy and gaped open anus with their lips and tongues. Zoey just sighed and laid back and began to work her hips onto their delving tongues, smiling benignly as they cleaned all of the spunk out of her from four sets of cocks.

		Dan groaned, watching her. His dick was in a cute little redhead named Donna, who had perky tits, very white skin with a dusting of freckles, big brown eyes, and a set of killer legs.

		“Oh, man, what a nice cock you’ve got,” Donna sighed as he gave it to her. “And that wife of yours is incredible. I can’t wait to get a turn with her.”

		He nodded, thinking, well, you no doubt will. She hasn’t turned anyone down yet, male or female all night long. God, what an incredible appetite my little Zoey has.

		Right now, yet another man was busily mounting up on Zoey’s recently licked-clean cunny. He was a huge black guy with a ten inch stovepipe of a dick.

		Look at her go, Dan thought as he watched his wife fuck the newcomer perfectly, enthusiastically, her hips coming up off the mattress in time with his thrusts down into her.

		“Oh, Dan, I’m gonna’ come,” the petite redhead beneath him moaned just then, imploring him “fuck me, fuck me hard, baby!”

		Dan obliged, amazed at his staying power. He’d come hard, but just once so far tonight, in Liz Henry’s unbelievably cute little ass.

		Donna was the seventh woman he’d fucked since then, and he’d made each and every one of them orgasm. He loved this; so many beautiful, red-hot women, all wanting his cock; plus, he got the added thrill of watching Zoey as he did them!

		Donna went crazy under him just then and he felt her tight little sheath grabbing frantically at his gliding cock. He looked up and saw Zoey coming yet again under the rutting black guy, his head thrown back in ecstasy as he flooded her with his come.

		What the fuck? Dan told himself, firing a big wad of jism into pretty little Donna. This little bitch is super-hot and watching Zoey get spunked yet again is always inspiring!

		

		****

		

		Zoey was in the zone. Her whole body felt as if it was now just one big, throbbing sexual nerve ending.

		Man after man covered her, fucked her furiously, came in her, and was rapidly replaced by yet another man. She just kept on coming beneath them, pulling the train, letting them gangbang her through orgasm after orgasm.

		In between, some of the most luscious girls she’d ever set eyes on were all over her, sucking the come out of her pussy, kissing her, toying with her tits, getting her even more excited and ready for the next onslaught of cock

		And then, suddenly, Dan was there. She blinked up at him and smiled, almost shyly.

		“Hi, baby,” she whispered, feeling her face color in the darkened room, “I’ve been super-bad, haven’t I? Did I shock you?”

		Dan grinned and reached down and took his jizz-filled wife in his arms, “Yes, you were absolutely sensational. I don’t know how many guys have stopped to tell me how hot you are, and to thank me for joining this club. Everybody says you’re the hottest piece of ass they’ve ever seen.”

		Zoey blushed full out. At last, she whispered, “And how do you feel about that? Are you ashamed of me? Do you want a divorce?

		Dan laughed and helped her sit up. “No, on the contrary, I want to take you home, clean you all up and cuddle with you for what’s left of tonight, and for the rest of my life.”

		His eyes were full of love as he said, “You’re the girl of my dreams, kid. I can’t believe I’m lucky enough to be married to you.”

		Zoey’s eyes began to tear up. She’d definitely found her soul mate. Her sweet Dan wasn’t disgusted with her for her utterly shameless behavior tonight—he was proud of her!

		She let him help her up off the mattress. She was more than ready to go home now, because she could see endless, magical nights like this one stretching out ahead of the two them.

		This was the best swinger party she’d ever been to, bar none. And the very best thing about it was…it was just the start for her and Dan!

		

		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, hotels, and other San Francisco 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.

		Some of my more faithful readers will recognize some of the members of the fictional San Francisco’s swinger club portrayed in this book. If you wish to read more about them, and their wild parties, pick up a copy of my earlier book, “Swingers: The Satyr And The Unicorn”.

		Like this book? Hate It? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I'd love to hear from you, either way.
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