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Prologue
 
   Casey never meant to go this far. Two months ago, she would have sworn up and down that something like this—something so illicit, so obscene; something as sordid as cheating on her husband with her boss--could never happen to her.
 
   After all, she was a good girl…a good woman really; she always had been! When Casey had gone steady with a boy back in high school, during the last two years before she’d graduated—for as long as the two of them had stayed a couple--she’d never even looked at another guy. The same thing had held true with the two young men she’d had as boyfriends during her undergraduate years in college.
 
   And she’d been married to her dear, sweet, oh, so studly husband, Adam Wozniak, called “Woz” by everyone who knew him, by the time she’d been in graduate school, earning her MBA; so the idea of taking up with another man during that period in her life would have been totally foreign to her as well. She loved Woz and their life together and would have never done anything to jeopardize it.
 
   So, if all of that is true--she now castigated herself mentally as she stood in front of the bar in her boss, Nick Daily’s, huge living room--what are you doing here tonight, pacing up and down, nursing a gin and tonic to help bolster your courage, while waiting for him to…?
 
   It was only Casey Wozniak’s carefully-nurtured mental toughness that allowed her to follow through and finish that particularly lurid thought; while waiting for him to come in and…fuck you? 
 
   There, she’d said it, at least in her mind. She gulped down more of her drink and then murmured aloud, under her breath, “Yes, fuck me…because that’s exactly what he’s going to do!”
 
   He’s going to come down that hallway any second now, flash that hot, “I’m-so-sexy”, confident, little grin of his, and then we’ll be on our way into his bedroom, Casey finished her drink and her thought at the same time, and soon after that, he’ll be fucking me!  
 
   She went over to the bar and made herself another, a really strong one this time, eyeing her image in the mirrored surface of the back bar as she did so. What she saw was a very uptight-looking twenty-four year old woman with long, honey-blonde hair that stopped just at her shoulders. The carefully coiffed hairdo served as a frame for her strikingly pretty face, which featured a cute little up-turned nose and a pair of lush, sensual lips; blowjob lips, a somewhat drunken guy had once called them at a frat party back in college. 
 
   Casey stared into her own doe-like eyes in the mirror; the large brown eyes that looked just as incongruous as they always did, set against the whiteness of her flawless skin and that mane of golden-blonde hair. With her coloring, her eyes should have been green, or blue, or possibly grey. 
 
   But they weren’t. They were instead, a deep, lustrous shade of chocolate brown. And they somehow managed to soften the impact of, and lend an aura of innocence to, the movie star-gorgeous face she’d been born with. 
 
   How many boys and men over the years--most of whom had been attempting to strike up a conversation, with an eye toward picking her up--had told Casey that her eyes were so arresting that they were the very first thing they’d noticed about her, despite her tall, five-foot nine stature, her curvaceous build, and her long, spectacular legs? She bet well over a dozen a dozen horny young males had tried the “what unusual eyes you have” gambit on her in years past.
 
   They say the eyes are the windows into the soul; she went on to observe, still staring into the mirror as she took a big sip of her fresh cocktail. Is there any soul left behind mine to see, or have I already sold it to get to where I am…to where I’m going?
 
   For a fleeting instant, she entertained the notion of simply downing the drink in her hand, gathering up her coat and purse, and sprinting out of the house, before Nick came into the room to claim her body as his own for the first time. She could just walk down the drive, get into her ancient Nissan parked at the curb; and drive the hell away from here, away from this madness…
 
   But almost as soon as the thought struck her, she knew she wouldn’t. Tonight was too important to her career; it simply meant too much to her.
 
   Besides, Woz is okay with it. He’s expecting me to…to put out for Nick Daily tonight. My husband knows it’s going to happen.
 
   Casey felt a small flash of animosity toward Woz as she went on to add to that thought, hell, he not only knows about it, he’s all for it!
 
   She tipped back the drink and angrily drained it in three big swallows. After consuming the first gin and tonic so quickly, the effects of the alcohol in this second one seemed to hit her almost immediately. But she didn’t care; she welcomed them.
 
   Reaching for the bottle of Beefeaters once again, she poured yet another drink, leaving precious little room for the tonic this time. As she poured, she thought: let Nick fuck a sloppy drunk tonight, if he wants me so badly!
 
   “This is just awful,” she whispered to the blonde in the mirror as she stirred the short cocktail with her fingertip.
 
   Even as she voiced that thought aloud, she realized she had just told herself another lie. What was happening to her right now should have been awful.
 
   Casey knew that she should be feeling absolutely rotten about cheating on Woz with her boss. She had spent all afternoon and evening attempting to force herself into that frame of mind. After all, that was the only way any normal, decent girl who had been raised right--and who wasn’t an out and out slut--would feel in a situation like this, now wasn’t it?
 
   Then why don’t I feel that way, she asked herself? I kind of feel like that…but if I’m totally honest about it, I’m also more than a little excited about what’s going to happen between Nick and me tonight.
 
   She sipped at her drink, wondering how her life had gotten so confused, so out of control, so quickly. Really starting to feel the alcohol now, she attempted to fight past its mind-blurring effects—so welcome just moments ago—and sort out her true feelings about what was happening to her, all of her feelings.
 
   I am pissed at Woz for encouraging me to do this, she decided.
 
   But again, she had to admit that she hadn’t completely shied away from the idea of sleeping with Nick. This little game she and Woz had started to play when she’d first interviewed for the job had seemed so harmless at the time; fun, titillating, just a little something extra to spark their marital love-making sessions to new heights of shared passion. 
 
   And they had really gotten off on fantasizing together about her willingly balling another man and then rushing home to breathlessly share with Woz every little detail of her taboo trysts with Nick.
 
   What had made their fantasy-play even more intense was the fact that it was way more than just a make-believe scenario which would never come to pass. Because Nick Daily, her boss, wanted to have sex with her; that had been on his agenda even before he’d hired her. He’d made his intentions to try and seduce her abundantly clear from the outset.
 
   As early as the third round of interviews for the position, when it had come down to just her and another girl as the two finalists, Nick had come right out and told her that if she got the prestigious, well-paying job as his personal assistant, he’d be hitting on her all the time, trying to get her into bed with him.
 
    Of course he’d also made it clear that sleeping with him wasn’t an absolute requirement of the job. That would have been illegal and made for excellent lawsuit material, and he was well aware the fact; so he had carefully explained he would never force her into having sex with him.
 
   But then he’d gone on to emphasize that the job would entail close proximity between the two of them for extended periods. And he’d made it plain that the inordinate amount of time they’d be spending together would afford countless opportunities for sex between them to happen
 
   He’d also boldly reiterated that he fully intended to make it happen. In the end, after extending the job offer, he’d admitted that his sexual attraction to her was a big part of why he had chosen her over the other finalist.
 
   She, in turn, had been equally open and honest with Woz concerning everything Nick had told her. She’d told her husband that her taking the job would mean her new boss would be constantly bugging her to join him overnight, for a “harmless” little romp in bed. 
 
   She’d also told her husband that Nick had gone on to explain that if she did a super job and, in addition, gave him what he wanted—sex with her—she’d go a lot further, a lot faster, within the diverse network of companies that made up his growing business empire. 
 
   That was just the way things had always worked at Daily Holdings, Inc. Nick had calmly admitted as much to her, as if that were the norm.
 
   Before Casey had made up her mind about whether or not to accept the position-- given the bizarre conditions attached to it--Nick had even arranged for her to talk to two women who were currently running large divisions within that empire; women who had held the job of Executive Assistant, or E.A. to Nick Daily a few years back, before going on to much bigger and better things within the company. And he’d instructed both of them to be completely candid with her in regard to their past and present sexual connections with him. 
 
   The two female executives had been in town for a big manager’s meeting, and Nick had arranged for an hour of their time to be set aside for Casey. 
 
   She’d met with them separately, and they had been more than forthcoming. Both had proven to be powerful, confident types, who were in their late thirties to early forties, and who were clearly their own women. 
 
   And yet each of them had readily admitted to Casey that they were still screwing Nick a few times a year even now, just for fun. They’d also added that he was awesomely endowed and was a truly memorable lover as well.
 
   And they both have husbands who know all about what they did with Nick to get where they are today—what they’re still doing with Nick, when the spirit moves them, Casey thought, recalling the details of those two meetings as she stood in Nick’s plush living room, drinking her third gin and tonic.
 
   The second woman, Carol Crenshaw, had gone so far as to posit that Nick Daily’s unique “business arrangement” with his E. A.’s, and some of his more attractive senior managers, such as her, was why he had never bothered to get married again after his first brief, unhappy marriage and subsequent bitter divorce. Nick was the kind of man, she’d explained to Casey, that would quickly grow bored with bedding the same piece of ass all of the time, even if the piece of ass in question was stunningly pretty, great in bed, and willing to please him in any way his perverted mind could conjure up.
 
   “Nick may not fuck you more than a few times, even if you prove to be hell on wheels in bed,” Carol Crenshaw had warned a still-in-shock Casey somewhat cattily, during their meeting. “Nothing against you, it’s just that he constantly craves new sexual conquests…an endless stream of fresh pussy, if you see what I mean.”
 
   Casey hadn’t answered her, too stunned to offer a comment, at the notion of a woman being used like that—so casually--and then just set aside when Nick tired of her. Carol had gone on to add, “You’re really hot-looking, Mrs. Wozniak. If you’re any good in the sack, he may want to ball you for longer than usual, before he finally gets bored with you and moves on to someone new.”
 
   She’d tossed her long, beautiful auburn hair back over the shoulders of the very expensive grey business suit she had worn to the meeting that day and had gone on to finish with, “He made it with me steadily for well over a year and a half. That’s the record, from what I’ve been able to gather. Most E. A.’s don’t last anywhere near that long. And Nick and I still get together for a long weekend somewhere at least once a year.”
 
   Carol Crenshaw had said that last part proudly, as if she had been setting some sort of bar for sexual performance. Casey had wondered at the time if she was supposed to be jealous of the other woman’s ability to keep horndog Nick Daily interested for that long, or somehow be impressed by it?
 
   To her everlasting shock, when she’d told her husband about the two meetings with the other women, Woz still hadn’t said no to the whole scenario. Instead, he’d elected to make a game of it, teasing and tantalizing her in bed that night with how much it might turn him on to think about her with handsome libertine Nick; willingly doing whatever sexual tricks he might demand of her.
 
   And it was true that they had enjoyed quite a few bouts of insanely intense, red-hot sex as they’d fantasized about that happening. Casey had told herself at the time that it was harmless; just an innocuous little turn on between the two of them. 
 
   Because she had been confident that she, unlike Carol Crenshaw and that other slut of a division manager, Dorothy Renton, whom she’d met, would never actually do anything sexual with Nick. She just wasn’t that kind of girl!
 
   ****
 
   And yet, here I stand, she thought now, finishing her drink, the irony of the situation not lost on her.
 
   Nick Daily’s timing was perfect. He picked that exact moment to walk into the living room from his home office down the hall, his many phone calls concluded, at least for now. He grinned confidently at her as he joined her in front of the bar.
 
   “Still here, beautiful?” he asked. “I’m a little surprised.”
 
   Casey put her empty drink down on the bar top and kept her hands there, so that he wouldn’t be able to see how badly her fingers were shaking from nervousness, now that he was actually here, in the room with her. Trying to come off as calm, teasing…sexy—which was pretty much the exact opposite from the way she was really feeling right at that moment—she turned to him and asked, “Why are you surprised?”
 
   “Because you’re such a goody-goody girl at heart, Casey, deep down inside,” he grinned at her, reading her as easily as he would a newspaper, despite her best efforts to pretend she was relaxed and comfortable with what was about to happen between them. “You’re not someone who would ever cheat on her husband in a million years, under normal circumstances.”
 
   “Oh, you think you know me that well?” she challenged him right back, fighting off her rising panic, still attempting to sound provocative and flirty instead of terrified.
 
   “Sure I do. We’ve worked together for six weeks now, haven’t we; worked closely together?” 
 
   He shook his head. “You’ve got the looks, kid. You’re a knockout. And I bet you actually are red-hot…when you’re in bed with your husband.”
 
   Chuckling slightly, he finished with, “But you’re way out of your league here, babe. You’re much too nice a girl to want something like this for yourself.”
 
   “Then…then why do you keep insisting that I…?” her voice trailed off as he stepped in closer to her. She’d meant to ask him why he kept pursuing her so avidly, if he knew what she was really like, that this kind of thing ran totally against her nature. But he cut that thought off by taking her in his arms just then.
 
   “Because that only makes it better!” he whispered, his intense grey eyes cutting right through her as he pulled her tight against him. “That’s only going to make it even more exciting for me when I fuck the living daylights out of you tonight, gorgeous!”
 
   He kissed her, hard, and she felt her breasts jerk in unison against his chest, right in time with her clitty throbbing and her pussy lips involuntarily opening and closing. She knew this was all wrong, terribly wrong, but she couldn’t seem to help herself. 
 
   She’d known--deep down in her very soul--for weeks now, that this night was eventually going to happen. And now it was…
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter One
 
   “It’s a dream job!” Casey Wozniak told her husband excitedly.
 
   She’d just returned from her first interview with dynamic, hard-driving, incredibly impressive business mogul Nick Daily. Her husband, Woz, grinned back at her, as excited as she was, his eyes urging her to go on.
 
   “He owns so many different companies, and he’s acquiring more all the time. And I’d be working hand in hand with him, babe. After a year or two in this job, plus my brand new MBA, I bet I could pretty much write my own ticket, wherever I wanted to go next!”
 
   She came over to the easy chair where Woz sat, plopped herself down on his lap, and put her arms around his big neck. Casey sighed, “I’d learn so much. And Nick Daily is, like, a legend in the business world. Oh, God, I hope I get this one!”
 
   Woz nodded enthusiastically. “I hope so, too. We could really use the dough. How much did you say this will pay, if you get it?”
 
   “Oh, I don’t know,” she told him truthfully. “We’re not anywhere close to talking money yet. There’s going to be at least one more interview, possibly two, before he makes a decision as to whom he’ll be hiring. I probably won’t be negotiating a salary until the very end of the process, if I make it that far.”
 
   Seeing her handsome hubby’s disappointed reaction to that news, she grinned and added, “But it will be substantial; I can tell you that much. The Daily building is one of the primo structures in Century City—in all of southern California, for that matter--and the offices are so plush!”
 
   “So, you think you did okay today, right? He liked what he saw?”
 
   Casey’s face clouded. She thought about the interview, the questions he’d asked her, the answers she’d given.
 
   “Yeah, I think so.”
 
   Her smile returned. “In fact, I’m sure he did. Mr. Daily and I really seemed to hit it off. Plus, he liked my MBA from UCLA. He said it was an outstanding school, and he was impressed by my 4.0 grade point average, too.”
 
   Woz gave her a worried smile in return as he said, “Well, let’s hope so. It cost us enough to put you through the program. We’ll be paying off your student loans until we’re old folks, babe.
 
   “Not if I get this job, we won’t,” Casey countered. “I bet I’ll be making enough to easily pay them off over the next few years and still put some money aside for the down payment on a house.”
 
   “I sure hope you’re right,” Woz said, his smile fading as he went ahead and laid today’s bad news on her. “We had another student leave this afternoon. I don’t know how much longer Sam is going to be able to afford to carry me as his second in command. He’s getting pretty old to keep on teaching and he already has plenty of money set aside to retire on, plus his social security. If we lose too many more students, he may decide to just pull the plug on the place.”
 
    “Why did the one today leave?”
 
   “His dad got a new job, and it’s all the way across town, so they’re moving to that side of the city. It’s too far to drive three times a week to continue the lessons. They’re going to find Brad a new dojo to enroll in; something closer to where they’re going to be living now.”
 
   Casey sighed. She knew how much Woz enjoyed his job, teaching Taekwondo under the internationally renowned Sam Park. His boss and mentor, Sam, was among the highest-ranking black belts in the U.S.
 
   But Mr. Park was nearing seventy now. How much longer, realistically, could he go on, even with Woz and his small crew of instructors doing a lot of the actual work?
 
   “Man, I wish I could afford to keep the place open if Sam does decide to retire,” her husband said wistfully. “I’d kill to have my own dojo.”
 
   “I know, dear, but we’re so far in hock now, with all of our combined student loan debt, that it just doesn’t make any sense for us to take a chance on borrowing even more money to buy that business and run it. Let me get established in this new job—if I can land it—and then we’ll see, okay?”
 
   Woz reluctantly nodded his assent. They both knew that borrowing enough money for him to acquire the karate school would be an iffy proposition in the first place. The two of them already had so much student loan debt between them that most lenders would be leery of advancing them another dollar for anything. His own karate school was a dream; a dream for the future.
 
   ****
 
   “What’s wrong, didn’t you get it?” Woz asked when Casey came through the door of their apartment two weeks later, after the third and final interview.
 
   “I guess I did…if I want it,” she said, her downcast features not brightening at all as she announced that she had triumphed—that she had been offered the plum job with Daily Holdings, Inc.
 
   “What’s not to want?” her husband insisted. “Did it turn out not to pay anything, after all of that interviewing?”
 
   “Oh, that part’s fantastic,” Casey said listlessly, looking up at him. “It’s eighty grand a year to start, plus a clothing allowance—Nick Daily’s right hand girl has to look sharp, so I’d be able to buy a whole new, very expensive wardrobe on his dime, if I take the job—and there’s a very liberal bonus structure, too. I might make well over a hundred-thousand dollars the first year.”
 
   Woz looked shocked by her total lack of enthusiasm as she rattled off those unreal numbers and perks. He stared at her. 
 
   “That’s frigging sensational, babe! So, why is it that you look about as happy as if someone had just shot your favorite puppy right before your eyes? This is what we’ve been hoping for.”
He paused a minute and then amended that statement, “Hell, its way more than we’ve been hoping for, actually.”
 
   Casey trudged over to the easy chair and sat down heavily in it. She looked up at him.
 
   “There are some…uh…I guess you’d have to call them…considerations we have to discuss,” she said hesitantly.
 
   He just looked at her blankly. She bit her lower lip for a moment and then blurted, “Nick Daily is a human-dynamo; a real take-charge kind of guy. He’s the sort of man who, when sees something he wants, goes right after it.”
 
   “So what if he is?” Woz demanded. “Isn’t that one of the things you admired about him so much?”
 
   She took a deep breath and whispered, “Well, what he wants in this case…is to see me…naked and in bed with him!”
 
   Her husband looked as if someone had just sucker-punched him right in the solar plexus. She let out a big sigh and began to explain to him about Nick Daily’s sexual proclivities with certain employees, about his past Executive Assistants who were now division managers—two of whom she had met today—and about how he wouldn’t ever force her to have sex with him, but how he’d made it clear that she would be richly rewarded if she eventually gave in and…did it with him!
 
   “So,” she said in the end, after she’d laid it all out for her husband, “yes, I got the job, if I want it; if I can stand working with an ultra-horny guy who’s going to be hitting on me constantly, urging me to…to, you know…fuck him!”
 
   Adam Wozniak silently considered that over for a full minute. At last, he said, “Yeah, that’s going to take some thought, all right. I’m not sure I could live with that. I might end up punching this weasel’s lights out for him at the Christmas party or something, you know?”
 
   “That was my thought exactly,” his wife agreed glumly, “knowing you the way I do, karate-man.”
 
   ****
 
   “So, is this Nick guy good-looking, at least?”
 
   They were in bed together that night. They’d been talking over the pros and cons of her accepting the stellar-paying job all afternoon and evening.
 
   She shrugged. “He’s, like, forty-two or something and I’m just barely twenty-four. So he’s way old, as far as appealing to me, personally, goes. I’ve never had a ‘daddy-complex’ when it comes to sex. I’ve always dated guys who were my age or right around it.”
 
   Seeking to lighten the mood in the bedroom by teasing Woz a bit, she went on to add, with a naughty little twinkle in her eye, “But if you were the kind of girl who was attracted to rich older men…then yeah, he’s doable as all get out.”
 
   Woz laughed. “Oh, you mean that, for a fossil, he’s eminently fuckable, huh?”
 
   She giggled and nodded her head, “yes”. “Definitely, he is. He’s not nearly as big a man as you are; he’s about my height when I wear heels, about six, two. And he has sandy-blond hair with just a touch of grey mixed in with it—very distinguished looking, if you know what I mean?”
 
   Casey smiled along with her husband as she went on to describe her perspective new boss. “He’s quite handsome, actually, and trim. He seems to keep himself in really good shape, for an older guy.”
 
   After a moment, really starting to enjoy this mental twisting of Woz’s tail, she added, “And he dresses super sharp; nothing but custom-tailored suits and handmade shoes for handsome Nick. Oh, and that one gal that he promoted to division manager…?”
 
   She stopped talking, as if she’d just remembered something but, actually, she’d said it this way on purpose, just to further bait Woz, who was hanging on her every word, “Oh, wait, now that I think about it, not just one of them but both of the ladies who fucked their way up to Division Manager said this about him: Nick Daily is apparently hung like a frigging stallion and is really amazing in bed, too!”
 
   Woz snorted with derisive laughter. “Get the fuck out of here! You just made that up to mess with me, didn’t you, you little minx?”
 
   “No, swear to God,” Casey giggled again, really starting to enjoy herself now, “both of them said that he has, like, this…super-cock, and that he really knows how to use it!”
 
   She and Woz were both laughing easily together at that point. He pulled her into his embrace and said, still grinning, “Well, if that’s really the case, maybe you should go ahead and fuck him, babe. Just think of getting unreal sex from the boss as another little perk, like the clothing allowance. And, besides, imagine how much further you’ll go, if you go ahead and suck that big bone if his for him a little once in a while!”
 
   Casey shook her head at the cavalier nature of Woz’s reply, still chuckling. Then she stopped laughing and snuggled into her husband’s big chest a little closer.
 
   “Maybe I will at that,” she whispered provocatively; her brown eyes alive with mischief. “Maybe I’ll go down on that big horsecock of his and then--when I’ve got it all big and hard after sucking on it for a while—I’ll let him fuck the holy living hell out of me with it. What would you think of that?”
 
   To her amazement, she felt Woz’s substantial prick twitch against her bare thigh when she mention sucking Nick’s cock and fucking him; her husband was getting hard, really hard, all of a sudden. 
 
   He grinned at her and said, “Only if you agree to come right home and tell me all about it afterward. I’d want to know just what you did to him, and everything he did to you; every little naughty detail, Case.”
 
   She trembled in his arms at that steamy thought, her nipples now fully erect against the front of her flimsy tank top, which was all she’d worn to bed tonight, by way of pajamas. Her pussy was getting wet, too, just fantasizing about doing all sorts of sexy things in bed with hunky Nick Daily!
 
   How hot would that be? She asked herself as she daydreamed about it.
 
    And then coming home to share every lurid detail with Woz as we lay together in this bed, just as we are right now? That would just be icing on the cake--if Woz reacted the way he seems to think he would to blatant adultery on my part!
 
   “Do you really think you could stand that?” she whispered breathily, excitement coursing through her body in forbidden, nasty-feeling, waves of out-and-out arousal; as strong as anything she’d ever felt before.
 
   No, it was stronger, she realized abruptly. 
 
   What she was feeling right that moment--as Woz crushed her firmed-up breasts against his massive, bare chest, while he stared hungrily into her eyes and imagined her getting down to business with Nick—it was a brand new sensation. 
 
   It was utterly intoxicating. It was almost irresistible!
 
   ****
 
   “Yes, yes, yes,” Casey wailed, “oh, God, fuck me hard, just like that…just like that big-dicked boss of mine is going to give it to me!”
 
   Woz was deep inside her, on top of her, pounding his fat, eight inch erection down into her. He hadn’t fucked her like this in months!
 
   “Oh, so you’re going to let him, then?” her husband growled, pumping her juicy quim like a wild man, as turned on as she’d ever seen him in her entire life. He seemed to be even more aroused than he’d been on that night, a few years ago; when she’d first given in and let him fuck her for the very first time, back when they’d been dating for only a few weeks.
 
   “God, yes,” she gasped, eagerly playing along with the fantasy, her pussy tightening around his pistoning manhood, all but coming already, “I’m going to let him fuck me and fuck me and fuck me, just like you’re doing right now, baby boy!”
 
   Woz groaned, hammering her even harder. He demanded, “Will you suck it for him, too--will you let him come in your mouth, you little slut?”
 
   “Yessssssssssssssss,” Casey hissed, excitedly, ready explode into orgasm any second now. “And I’ll swallow every drop for him and then come home and soul-kiss you with his spunk taste still in my mouth, you fucking voyeur!”
 
   “Oh, oh, damn,” Woz moaned, clearly about to lose it as he imaged her doing just that, “you nasty little bitch, Case--you fucking ho!
 
   “That’s exactly what I am,” she all but screamed, coming furiously around his thrusting cock. “I’m your red-hot little ho-girl, baby, and I’m going to suck him and fuck him just like you want me to!”
 
   Her husband roared out his intense pleasure and began to fill her clenching pussy sheath with his hot spend. She could tell that he was seeing her in his mind’s eye with Nick as he did so, that he was imagining her doing just what she was doing right now, coming like crazy, with her new boss’s huge prick driven deep inside her, pumping her full of his steamy, forbidden come!
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Two
 
   I can do this, Casey kept telling herself as she walked down the hallway with Nick, his left arm casually draped over her shoulders; it’s going to be fine. After all, my husband knows all about it, and it’s not like I never went to bed with a guy before I met Woz.
 
   She glanced over at her boss as they approached the master bedroom. He was very nice-looking, for an older guy.
 
   They’d been working together for well over a month now, and she had to admit that she had found herself becoming more and more attracted to him as the days had gone by. She couldn’t deny it; the just-beneath-the-surface intensity of his desire for her--hidden but evident in so many way--as they interacted together at work kept things at a low… simmer between them.
 
   On more than one occasion, when she’d been sitting next to him, taking notes in a meeting, as he’d hammered out the details on a big acquisition deal, she’d found herself admiring his aura of cool authority, his complete command of every situation, his pure male, macho presence. Knowing what the two female division managers had said about him—about how big his cock was and how formidable he was with it when a had a girl in bed with him—she’d often found herself daydreaming about him getting all forceful and take-charge with her, perhaps in a hotel suite somewhere, or even in his huge, stylishly furnished office..
 
   A number of times of late, she’d imagined herself down on her knees, sucking him, and then letting him do whatever he wanted to do to her with that big cock of his, once it was hard. More than once, just last week, Casey had caught herself getting all hot and bothered when her attention had wandered off whatever they’d been involved in and she had instead found herself fantasizing about taking him up on one of the numerous sexual overtures he’d made to her since she’d come onboard with Daily Holdings, Inc.
 
   He had been as good as his word, when it came to that. Not once had he threatened her with termination, or hinted that she’d get a raise if she got a little friendlier with him.
 
   But he had suggested that she spend the night with him at least a couple of dozen times since she’d first gone to work for him, and had even invited her on a getaway weekend over on Catalina Island once, aboard his yacht. She’d demurred every time, pleading marriage.
 
   “Come on; that big hulk you’re married to more than knows the score, from what you’ve told me,” he’d answered back on several occasions when she’d politely but firmly spurned his advances. “You said when you accepted the job that you’d leveled with him about me wanting you to share my bed from time to time.” 
 
   “That may be, but despite him saying that he’d be okay with it, I don’t think he’s actually ready for me to spend a night with you yet,” she’d told him teasingly more than once. “I don’t think I’m ready for that, either!”  
 
   After a short pause, she’d further tantalized him with, “At least not quite yet.”
 
   “Then you are considering it?” He’d pressed her, a big grin on his face.
 
   To her shame, she’d admitted that she was. She and Woz kept discussing it, usually late at night, in bed.
 
   And then they’d fuck like rabbits afterward. She knew it turned Woz on something fierce, thinking of her with being naughty in bed with Nick.
 
   But, she’d always reminded herself, it was the fantasy that her handsome hubby was reveling in, not the actual fact of her going to bed with another man. Could he really handle it, she kept asking herself, if she went ahead and actually did it?
 
   Could she handle it, for that matter?
 
   Or would the stone-cold reality of feeling another man fucking her, of experiencing him shooting his hot come inside her, destroy their marriage completely? 
 
   That was the real question; because there was no going back, once the deed was done.
 
   She and Woz couldn’t just tell themselves afterward that it had been a mistake, an honest one on both their parts, and one that they simply wouldn’t ever make again. Casey knew that Woz would never be able to get the image--of her sucking another man’s cock, of her taking that cock deep inside her and feeling it spurt its hot spend into her womb--out of his mind. 
 
   There was no escape from that. Once he had mentally pictured her that way, she’d be that woman to him for the rest of their lives, not the woman he now saw when he looked at her. He’d see her in an entirely different light from then on, no matter how much the two of them tried to deny what had happened. 
 
   And they both knew it.
 
   ****
 
   “Like it?” Nick inquired as he escorted her into his huge master bedroom for the first time.
 
   “It’s wonderful, just like the rest of the house,” she told him nervously as she glanced around at the fabulous bedroom, her heart pounding, suddenly grateful once again for all of the courage-fortifying gin she’d just consumed.
 
   The house was in Beverly Hills, situated up in the actual hills. The view from the lushly-appointed bedroom’s picture window, of the city and the endless lights, was nothing short of astonishing.
 
   “So, what changed?” he asked her. “Why tonight--why did you finally say yes, after turning me down so many times before, Case?”
 
   She didn’t know what to say to that. The truth struck her as being too banal and embarrassing to admit.
 
   Last night, Sunday night, after one of their usual “should-I-fuck-him?”; “what-would-you-do-if-you-did?” back and forth fantasy sessions had culminated in a scorching-hot round of sex between her and Woz, he had looked her right in the eye and practically begged her to go ahead and fuck Nick. He’d told her--and quite truthfully, she could tell—that the idea of her with another man’s dick in her made him so hot that he could barely stand it.
 
   “I want you to do it, kitten, for real,” he’d whispered adamantly in the darkness of their bedroom. “I’m dying to hear about it. And then I’ll fuck you like a crazy man, after you share all of those intimate little details about what it was like, what it felt like to have another guy’s cock inside those sweet lips of yours, I swear to God!”
 
   He’d reached over and taken her hand and put it on his dick after he’d said that, and it had been as hard as an iron bar, even though they’d finished their recent, extremely torrid fuck session just minutes before. He’d gone on to assure her, “And I won’t be jealous, I absolutely promise that I won’t be jealous, okay?”
 
   “When should I do it?” she’d asked him, boldly calling his bluff, her heart hammering as she considered actually doing what he wanted her to do, for real, her grip tightening around his hard on.
 
   “The very next time he asks you to sleep with him,” Woz had replied.
 
   “Then you’d better not expect me home tomorrow night,” she’d answered, “because he asks me almost every day.”
 
   ****
 
   She looked over at Nick now, remembering how shocked he’d been this morning, when, as usual, he’d flirtingly invited her to stop by his house tonight--for a drink and some after hours “work”--and she hadn’t immediately turned him down, the way she always had in the past. Instead, she’d summoned up every last ounce of her courage and had managed to croak out a halting, “Okay.” 
 
   Then, later that morning, she had called Woz at the dojo, and told him that it was definitely on…for tonight!
 
   “I just decided that it was time to stop putting off the inevitable,” she murmured softly now, staring into Nick’s hungry eyes. “We both knew that I wouldn’t be able to resist you forever. You’re way too hot a guy for that. And you could feel the vibe building between the two of us just as much as I could.”
 
   He laughed. “You could have fooled me. I knew there was something between us; a mutual attraction for sure. But I never thought there was better than about a fifty/fifty chance that you’d ever let yourself act on it. As I said, Case, you’re like some sort of professional good girl. Who knew if you’d ever give in to what you felt and end up here…with me like this?”
 
   “Yeah, well I’m here now, aren’t I?” she whispered, willingly coming into his arms again.
 
   I’m going to do this, she told herself. Woz and I agreed. He’s okay with it—hell, he wants it more than I do, by far—so I’m going through with it, tonight, right now! 
 
   She decided that the best way to do this was to plunge right in and just let it happen, before she got cold feet. So, when Nick’s lips found hers again, she quit fighting him and let his tongue slip into her mouth for the first time.
 
   A huge jolt of excitement shot through her as their tongues dueled. Her nipples immediately became erect once more and began to throb against his muscular pecs. She kissed Woz like this all the time, but it had been several years since she’d soul-kissed anyone other than her husband in this sexy, sensual way, and it was exhilarating; it was absolutely breath-taking!
 
   His breathing heavy as they finally broke off the kiss, after what seemed like forever, Nick whispered, “I’ve been dying to see these since the first day you walked into my office to interview for the job.”  
 
   He slid his hands around to the back of her neck as he spoke and undid the clasp on her dress, and then unzipped the back of it. Peeling the dress off, he stepped back from her so that he could let it fall away while he undid the hooks holding her bra closed.
 
   “Jesus, they’re even prettier than I’d hoped they’d be,” he sighed as he saw her naked breasts for the first time. “God, what a nice set; what are they, thirty-six ‘C’s’?”
 
   “Thirty-four, ‘D’s’,” she corrected him, trying her best to sound blasé and matter of fact, not heart-poundingly terrified, which was the way she really felt at that moment, “and my hips are thirty-five inches, my waist twenty-four, just to complete the inventory; I know you’re a numbers man.”
 
   “You’re fucking perfect, is what you are, doll.” Nick grinned at her as he helped her completely out of the dress and bra.
 
   He hooked his thumbs into the waist of her pantyhose and her peach-colored, wispy, barely-there thong panties and slowly slid them downward and off her tight butt cheeks, baring her Brazilian-waxed pussy lips. He whistled his appreciation for what he was seeing.
 
   “Waxed, huh? I love a bald pussy. It’s so much easier to eat, with none of that annoying pubic hair to get in the way.”
 
   Casey trembled at the thought of his mouth on her down…there. She loved having her cunny licked. 
 
   Woz was very good at it, but she sensed that Nick wasn’t going to be just good. She had a hunch that he was going to sensational when it came to eating pussy; something about the way his eyes were absolutely devouring her nakedness told her that was the case. Just the thought of his mouth and tongue on her sex sent another strong blast of pre-come excitement pulsing through her naked breasts and down into her clit.
 
   “No fair, me being the only one in this bedroom without any clothes on,” she admonished Nick teasingly, reaching for the buttons on his dress shirt.
 
   He’d already shed his suit coat and tie when he’d arrived home earlier in the evening, and had rolled up the sleeves on the custom-made, Sea Island cotton dress shirt he was wearing. She now peeled that shirt off, baring his body down to his suit trousers.
 
   Nice, she thought, he’s not a real hunk, like my Woz is, but then Nick buys, sells, and runs companies for a living. He doesn’t spend most of his day working out with weights or doing karate katas to build muscle and hand-eye coordination the way my big boy does.
 
   Her fingers trembling with nervousness, she undid his belt and then unsnapped his suit pants. Easing the zipper downward, she let the trousers fall away, revealing his baggy boxers.
 
   The size of the bulge at the front of the Nick’s roomy underwear was unbelievable. It bowed the material outward as if he had a large club of some sort stowed away down there!
 
   She slipped the elastic waistband downward and her eyes went wide. Nick Daily did, indeed, have a horsecock—the thing was at least ten inches long and was about the size of her forearm in diameter!
 
   Sweet Jesus in heaven, she thought to herself, I know that Carol Crenshaw woman told me that he was hung; but this is ridiculous. I’ll never get that thing in my mouth, let alone in my pussy!
 
   Casey looked up at the gigantic cock’s owner, only to see him smiling broadly. He told her with a laugh, “All of you girls react the same way the first time you see my prick. It never fails.”
 
   She swallowed hard, glancing back down at the enormous hunk of male muscle as the boxers slid the rest of the way down his legs and to join his slacks down around his shoe tops. The thing was at least ten inches in length, now that she could see all of it, throbbing out in front of him in full erection mode, and it had a sleek, missile-shaped, pink head that was easily twice as big as her Woz’s fat cock tip.
 
   “Help me out of my shoes and socks, why don’t you, kid?” he asked.
 
   “O-okay,” Casey stammered, dropping down on to her knees in front of him on the soft carpet, after kicking out of her own pantyhose, panties, and heels.
 
   In seconds, she had him naked as well, and she was staring straight at his massive penis, which was about level with her mouth. He edged a little closer to her, the head of his cock now just an inch from her lips.
 
   Casey knew what he wanted. And she flattered herself that she knew how to suck a cock with the best of them.
 
   But could she suck this one? The biggest guy she’d ever gone down on up until now had been during her junior year in college, just before she’d met Woz.
 
   That guy, one of Woz’s fellow varsity football players at UCLA, had seemed huge to her at the time, as had his dick, the night she’d gotten drunk at a frat party and had ended up letting the football player fuck her during that little one-night-stand. She’d sucked it for him a little first, just to get him fully hard, and she’d been amazed at the way his big dick had filled her nursing mouth and throat during the brief blowjob.
 
   That guy’s cock had been nothing special, compared to this one; Casey now realized as she took Nick’s manhood tentatively in her left fist and drew the head down even with her mouth.
 
   Well, let’s see I can even get my lips around this monster, she thought as she touched the dome-like surface with just the tip of her tongue for the first time.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Three
 
   Adam “Woz” Wozniak looked up at the clock on the wall inside his small kitchen again. He took another cut out of the beer he was holding in his big right fist and began to pace back and forth across the linoleum once more.
 
   I guess she’s really doing it, he thought excitedly to himself for what seemed like the eightieth time since six o’clock, the time his lovely young wife usually managed to make it home from the office; if she wasn’t working particularly late that night. She must be going through with it—my Casey’s actually going to bed with another guy tonight!
 
   He drained the beer and tossed the empty in the sink. Immediately, he opened the refrigerator and got out another tall can of Bud.
 
   This is so cool! He assured himself, feverish with anticipation.
 
   Shoving the ring on the beer can upward, he popped the sixteen-ouncer open and gulped some of it down. He started to pace nervously up and down the kitchen once more, and then looked at the clock again.
 
   It said seven o’clock, just like it had moments ago—when he’d last looked at that damned clock--and no still call from Casey telling him that she’d only been joking this morning when she’d told him that tonight was the night; that she actually intended to follow through and let Nick Daily ball her this evening. He’d been half sure that she would call by now, telling him exactly that; this morning had been only a test, to see what his reaction would be if she suddenly agreed to fuck Nick, and that she was still at the office, working late.
 
   But there had been no such call as of yet, and it was edging well past the time when he normally would have expected to receive a call like that from her, if there was going to be one. His little Casey was completely dedicated to succeeding at her new job, and she threw herself into it full-throttle, often staying very late at the office. 
 
   That being said, however, she had always been careful to remain conscientious in her responsibilities to him as well. He knew that she’d have called by now if tonight was just about working late at the office again.
 
   “Fuck, okay…so this is a little weird,” Woz’s hesitant-sounding voice filled the empty kitchen, his tone reflecting his sudden uneasiness with the notion that he was probably being cuckolded by another man right at that very moment.
 
   You wanted this to happen, asshole, he upbraided himself mentally, angry with himself over this abrupt, unexpected onslaught of cold feet on his part.
 
    You’ve been getting off on the thought of your sweet, beautiful, faithful wife sucking another guy’s cock and then hurrying home to tell you all about it, now haven’t you? You’ve been obsessed with it, bending her ear about doing this for weeks and weeks now!
 
   “Jesus, be careful what you wish for, I guess,” he ruefully muttered aloud before chugging more of the beer.
 
   He now realized that he hadn’t given much actual thought to this part of the equation. He’d fantasized long and hard about Casey and her boss fucking, about her lips around his supposedly huge dick.
 
   And he’d gotten hard as a brick dozens of times, daydreaming about he and his wife in bed afterward; with her telling him exactly what she’d done with Nick and how she’d felt when she’d done it. How many times had he jacked off in the past few weeks, imagining the two of them together in their bed, fucking like a pair of demented sex maniacs as she whispered details in his ear about how Nick’s mammoth cock had felt when it had violated her little pussy earlier that same evening?
 
   “God help me, but that still sounds so fucking hot to me!” he wheezed, his dick stirring inside his jeans as he tried to picture what Casey might be doing now, right this very second, with her boss’s whopper of a prick.
 
   Is she sucking him? He wondered, his cock now better than half hard. Is he licking that incredibly cute, tight little pussy of hers for her? Or is he making my Casey come with that horsecock of his?
 
   “Ah, Jesus, this sucks!” Woz said, suddenly feeling as frustrated as he could possibly feel.
 
   He guzzled another few swallows of beer and then murmured, “This waiting around, not know what’s going on, is like being toasted alive over an open flame in Hell or something!”
 
   Woz reached into the fridge and got out another beer before he’d even finished the one he was drinking. As he gulped down the rest of the open can’s contents, the thought flashed through his mind, I wonder what Casey’s gulping down right about now? Is my sweet, wonderful, little wife swallowing another guy’s spunk at this very moment?
 
   A huge wave of fear and guilt washed over him as the considered that, along with—he was forced to admit—another tremor of taboo excitement at the mere thought of his Casey gulping down a big load of another man’s ball juice. 
 
   God, what the fuck is wrong with me? He demanded of himself angrily. Casey has always been so great to me, sexy and eager to please in bed, but true-blue as she could be, too; and now I’ve gone and helped turn her into a cheating slut!
 
   With great mental effort, he was able to momentarily banish the incredible, turned on feelings he invariably experienced when he imagined his wife cavorting shamelessly with another man in bed. Instead, he focused on what he’d do if she came back from this little tryst mad as hell at him for urging her to cheat on him. What if she returned home utterly humiliated from playing the whore tonight for another man, at his urging? 
 
   What if she hated being pawed at and slobbered over by Nick? What if the whole experience left her disgusted and bitter, instead of turned on and ready for more hot sex with her husband?
 
   Would she blame him for the lousy way she felt about what she’d done? Would it be the beginning of the end for their marriage; and all for a cheap thrill?
 
   “Shit, ‘what was I thinking’, as that asshole on TV, Doctor Phil, is always bleating?” Woz asked himself aloud, suddenly feeling more than a little drunk and right on the edge of panic.
 
   Another, even worse thought struck him from out of nowhere just then, like the second punch in a one-two knockout combination landing. What if, instead of hating it, she absolutely loved getting fucked by Nick Daily? What if he did things to that lush young body of hers tonight that Woz never had and never could do--what if he really rung her chimes with that huge dick of his?
 
   Jesus, the guy is a zillionaire, and he’s also a smart, tough, macho old dude who’s hung like a bull, from all reports, Woz thought despondently, as he took stock of the situation he’d unwittingly pushed his wife into.
 
    I, on the other hand, am a part-time karate instructor who may be about to lose even that low-paying gig. My future is about as bright as a burnt-out light bulb’s. What if Nick buys my wife a fucking mink coat to lounge around in, eating caviar and drinking vintage champagne in his mansion in Beverly Hills, in between bouts of unreal sex with him?
 
   He looked around their tiny apartment, furnished with mostly second-hand furniture from Goodwill and other thrift stores. The fucking clothing allowance Nick Daily had authorized for his wife represented more money than Woz had earned in the four years he’d known Casey.
 
   I’m a stone-cold loser, compared to this guy! Woz thought bleakly. Why in the fuck did I ever push so hard to get her in bed with him? What if she never comes back to me? Or—even worse--what if she does come back home, looks around this dump, and at me, and then doesn’t just walk, but turns around and runs back to Nick?
 
   He shook his head groggily and smacked himself in the forehead with his open palm. What a fucking genius he was, pushing his beloved Casey into the arms of a heavily-hung multi-millionaire who already had a big yen for her luscious body.
 
   “God, do they come stupider than you, moron?” he asked aloud.
 
   Angrily, he turned and rummaged through the kitchen cabinets, looking for something more substantial than beer. This wasn’t just bad; this was a fucking disaster in the making. 
 
   He could see that clearly now--now that it was too late to do anything to prevent it from happening. God, what a fool he’d been to encourage Casey to do this!
 
   Finding an old bottle of cheap scotch that someone had left at the apartment a year ago, after a party, Woz poured himself a water glass full of it. He forced a mouthful of the brown, furniture varnish-smelling liquid down, making a face as he swallowed it.
 
   He’d never much liked scotch, especially inexpensive, rough-tasting shit like this. The liquor burned all the way down into his stomach. But he chased it with some cold beer and then took another big hit of it anyway, seeking the solace of oblivion…
 
   ****
 
   God, this is so wrong! Casey thought, running her fingers through Nick Daily’s short-cropped, brownish-blond hair as she kissed him, lying next to him on the bed, with him holding her tight, his tongue in her mouth, her big breasts naked against the light covering of masculine fur on his bare chest. It’s so very wrong, but why does it feel so incredibly good…so sensual…so fucking taboo-sexy?
 
   Casey was as aroused as she could ever remember being in her entire life. The blood seemed to be singing through her veins. Her pussy was flooded with lubricant; she could feel it oozing out of her lower lips. And her nipples were a hard as tiny pink beads of glass as she pressed them up against Nick’s warm skin.
 
   I’m so turned on, she realized with a start, he’s such a good kisser and I’m so excited. I’m going to fuck him so great. I just know I am!
 
   She’d managed to get over half of his astonishing length into her mouth and throat when she’d been sucking him, moments ago. And he’d seemed to enjoy her oral attentions immensely.
 
   But he’d stopped her just short of sucking him off, after she’d enthusiastically nursed on his huge prick for a few minutes, teasing his large nut sac with her manicured nails as she blew him. She’d suddenly heard him gasp, “Get on the bed with me, Casey; now, please! I want to kiss you some more. I want to feel those wonderful tits of yours up against my chest before I fuck you for the first time, baby!”
 
   Now, Nick suddenly pulled his mouth from hers and whispered, pure amazement in his voice, “Jesus, Casey, was I ever wrong about you. I knew you’d be gorgeous, naked, but I had you figured as some sort of ice-queen, goody-goody girl that I’d have to spend half the night warming up enough to make love to me.”
 
   She stared at him, panting for breath herself, a wry, sexy little half-smile on her pretty face. He quickly added, “But you’re not like that at all. You’re one of the hottest women I’ve ever been to bed with—I can tell already.”
 
   Casey shivered with delight at his words. She felt herself blushing, but she had to ask, “How can you tell that? All we’ve done so far is kiss. And I sucked you a little.”
 
   He laughed softly, “A man with my experience can sense these things, kid. Trust me; it’s obvious that you’re one hell of a hot piece of ass! Who knew?”
 
   And then his lips were on hers once again and she found herself melting into him, her tongue gliding all over his, her breasts throbbing against his chest, her pussy still overflowing with slippery girl oil. She found, to her shock, that she just loved hearing sexy, oh, so experienced Nick Daily call her a “hot piece of ass”! 
 
   By now, she was more than determined to live up to his expectations of her as a red-hot lover, too. So when he stopped making out with her and instead began to slowly kiss his way down her neck and onto her upper chest, she eagerly rolled over onto her back and presented her spiky nipples to his exploring lips and tongue.
 
   “Oh, oh, fuck, but that feels nice!” she moaned as his hot mouth enveloped her left one and began a sweet, gentle, easy suction, his rough tongue running all over the sensitive little pink nubbin at the same time.
 
   “So responsive, so damned beautiful,” Nick whispered, changing over to her right breast as his hand came up to tease the saliva-gleaming left nipple that his lips had just left. “What a hottie you are, Casey. You’re fucking sensational!”
 
   Casey whimpered as he sucked her tit and toyed with her other nipple. She couldn’t help it. Her whole body was alive with arousal. Her pussy continued to pour out lube and her clit was throbbing like crazy--she absolutely adored it that Nick thought she was…a “hottie”, and “sensational”!
 
   If he touched my clitty right now, I’d come, like, instantly! She realized. Oh, God, but this guy does it for me! He sucks my titties so fine, and those talented fingers of his seem to know just how I like my nipples twisted, just hard enough, but not too hard.
 
   Nick now brought his free hand up to tease both of her spit-slick nipples at once as he slowly, sensuously kissed his way down her trembling-with-excitement tummy. He slid in between her long legs and stared down longingly at her smallish furrow of gleaming-wet, pink folds.
 
   “I think you have the prettiest little pussy I’ve ever seen, kid,” he whispered, staring at it as if mesmerized by its beauty.
 
   He bent just a little lower and kissed her glistening slit for the first time. Casey gasped and pushed her hips up off the bed, too excited to play coy at this point. Nick’s warm, sensual lips felt incredible up against her super-aroused little clit.
 
   “Oh, eat it for me!” she begged him shamelessly. “Suck it. Lick it. Oh, God, Nick, I need it so badly!”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Four
 
   Woz hit the floor in a heap, startling himself awake. He had passed out, sitting at the old kitchen table they’d bought a few years back at the local Goodwill store, the empty scotch glass still in his hand, and had gradually slid over to one side of the chair far enough to lose his balance and topple out of it and down onto the floor.
 
   “Wha’ the fuck happened?” he groaned aloud, the linoleum hard and cold under his cheek.
 
   He looked up at the clock through a pair of bleary, blood-shot eyes and saw that it was one-thirty in the morning. A jolt of realization concerning what that probably meant hit him and he set the glass on the floor and got shakily to his feet, on his way into the bedroom, to see if Casey was home yet.
 
   Woz was a very large man who normally moved with the grace and economy of motion of a big jungle cat, due to his carefully-honed physique and years of martial arts training. Right now, however, he was stumbling along like an old, arthritic senior citizen, barely able to put one foot in front of the other.
 
   “Case, are you here?” he whispered hopefully as he reached the darkened bedroom and flipped on the light.
 
   Recoiling slightly from the sudden glare of the bedroom’s bright overhead light; Woz stood staring at the empty bed for long moments. It was all he could do not to burst out crying.
 
   “She’s still with…him!” he gasped, feeling as if someone had a grip around his heart and was slowly tearing it free from his massive chest. “My sweet little Casey is spending the whole night with that old pussyhound! He’s…he’s probably fucking her over and over again!”
 
   The folly of his own role in ensuring that this nightmare had really come to pass drove him to his knees, down onto the carpet. He began to sob like a little boy who’d fallen off his bike and scraped his knee. He felt drunk, defeated…utterly desolate.
 
    He’s fucking her! He’s fucking my poor little Casey’s sweet pussy! Oh, God, this can’t be happening to me!
 
   From somewhere inside his head, he heard daytime TV’s smarmy, know-it-all doctor asking him, in that nasal, Texas-sounding voice of his, “What were you thinking? What the fuck were you thinking, Woz, you idiot?”
 
   “Get out of my head, Dr. Phil, you smug old cocksucker!” Woz shouted to the empty hallway.
 
   Still bawling like a baby, he fell forward, on his face, onto the bedroom carpet. He stirred once, rolled onto his side, and then began to snore loudly.
 
   ****
 
   “It’s so good!” Casey screamed, totally out of control and way past caring. “Oh, fuck, you’re making me come so hard, Nick!”
 
   Her long, curvy frame was arched up off the bed, her pussy pushed tightly up against Nick Daily’s eagerly ministering mouth. She was shivering as if she’d been caught outside, bare-assed, in a blizzard.
 
   I…I can barely catch my breath! She marveled. God, but this man can eat pussy!
 
   This was the third time Nick’s magical lips, tongue, and fingers had brought her to orgasm so far. She’d experienced lots of climaxes over the years, from having her cunny licked. 
 
   But not three in a row; not three screaming, soul-rending, totally mind-blowing orgasms like the ones Nick had just given her so effortlessly—this was brand new. And she loved every damned second of it!
 
   “Oh, fuck, you make it last so long!” she wailed, her large tits jerking in unison as he tugged playfully at her exploding-in-ecstasy nipples while he pummeled her poor clitty with his wriggly tongue. “And it’s so damned sweeeeeeeeeeet!”
 
   Her new lover gave her a tiny, evil-sounding little chuckle and continued to lick and suck at her tender flesh. Casey tossed her long mane of blonde hair from side to side on the bedspread and screamed again as the hot pulses of total release continued to grip her body.
 
   God, oh my God, he’s so good it’s scary! She thought as she came and came. Sweet Jesus but this is incredible—I’ve never climaxed this long or this hard in my whole life!
 
   When the fiery spasms began to abate at last, Casey sighed with pure fulfillment and eased her ass back down onto the bed. She smiled lazily down at Nick, who had just straightened up, onto his knees between her legs; his handsome face smeared with a thick sheen of her pussy oil.
 
   “God, that was amazing,” she managed to pant, still reveling in the best string of orgasms she’d ever imagined.
 
   “There’s a lot more to come,” he promised, moving up closer between her widespread legs.
He reached down and gripped his mammoth cock shaft down near his balls and then tapped lightly on her still very sensitized clit with just the massive head. Casey gasped. “Are you…are you going to…?”
 
   “You bet I am,” he assured her, rubbing the sleek tip of his fully engorged prick against her juicy lips. “You’re as wet as you can be, and that little pussy of yours is totally irresistible, Casey, you incredible beauty, you. I can’t wait even another second to fuck it.”
 
   She shivered with anticipation as he set the thick cock tip against the overflowing lips of her quim and gently pushed downward. He felt enormous. But slowly, her super-slick little opening parted and the big knob of male flesh eased its way inside and started to fill her slippery sheath.
 
   “God, I don’t think I’ve ever wanted a woman as badly as I want you right this minute,” Nick murmured as he leaned over her, gradually letting his weight down onto her as he pushed inch after inch of unbelievably hard, hot cock into her.
 
   He kissed her, as his chest came down on her erect nipples, his tongue slipping right into her mouth. She tasted her own sweet, oily juice all over his tongue and lips, but it didn’t repel her a bit.
 
   She’d tasted her own pussy fluids more that once on Woz’s mouth after he’d eaten her. She knew she was sweet and slightly spicy down there. The steamy kiss just served to turn her on even more, and his prick was stretching her wider than she’d dreamed she could go.
 
   My God, what a pussy-stuffer! She thought as he continued to glide down into her warm, almost liquid depths. I’m so fucking excited that I don’t care how big it is—I want every last inch of that huge thing, deep inside me!
 
   Casey gave out with an involuntary little grunt of discomfort as his cock head nudged up against her cervix. A second later, she felt his wiry pubic hair push up against the waxed-smooth skin surrounding her slit.
 
   All of him, she thought triumphantly. I’ve got that entire monster of a cock inside me!
 
    Nick pulled his mouth from hers and gasped with delight as he beamed down at her, saying, “Oh, oh, God, but you’re tight--Jesus, what a sweet fuck you’re going to be, my pretty Casey!”
 
   Wordlessly, she gave herself over to him totally, locking her ankles together over his ass, drawing him in even further, her arms coming up around his back to tightly embrace him. She ground her breasts upward, against his wiry chest hair and sighed with delight at how wonderful he felt inside her.
 
   He began to glide in and out, slow and easy. Casey hissed in his ear, nuzzling it with her lips as she did so, “Fuck me, baby. Do it, but let me get used to how large you are. I’ve never had one this big inside me before.”
 
   “Don’t worry, my darling girl,” Nick’s voice was soft, tender, his loins going up and down over her accepting pussy mouth just a tiny bit faster, “I’ve been fucking cute little girls like you with this big dick of mine my whole life, so I know what I’m doing. I want to give you nothing but pleasure, not discomfort. I know just what you need.”
 
   Casey relaxed a little underneath him and just let it happen. After another half a minute or so, she began to discover that Nick hadn’t been exaggerating.
 
   He seemingly did know just what she needed! His powerful but oh, so gentle thrusts down into her slid right across her aroused little pleasure pod of a clit with every single penetration. In no time, she was cooing in his ear, “Oh, God, but its good! Oh, Nick, fuck me, honey. Really give it to me; I’m ready for it now, oh, so ready!”
 
   Nick pulled back a little, so that he could watch her face as he drilled her. He murmured, “I think you’re the prettiest woman I’ve ever been in bed with, Casey. And so fucking hot--what a rare jewel you are!”
 
   Slowly, gradually, he really began to fuck her just the way she was craving it, hard and deep and fast. Now that her pussy had adjusted to his width and depth, he was beginning to feel fantastic inside her. And she was starting to realize what both of those other women had loved about being in bed with Nick Daily and his super-cock—that what they’d told her about how great it was--was as true as it could be!
 
   I’m never telling Woz how good this feels, she realized at that moment, as her whole body started to reach that wonderful, I’m-going-to-come-again state. I’m just going to tell him that it was great—I’ll never tell him just how great! I doubt he could deal with that.
 
   ****
 
   It was three in the morning when Woz started awake and dragged himself up off the carpet. He felt like hammered dog-shit.
 
   His nose was sore from his face-first plunge into the rug when he’d passed out, ranting at the TV doctor’s imaginary voice in his head. And the hangover from the mix of cheap scotch and Budweiser was starting already.
 
   He staggered into the bathroom and relieved his bladder. When he was done, he made his way back into the brightly lit bedroom and turned on a lamp beside the bed, switching off the blinding overhead light.
 
   This is rat-fucked, he told himself bleakly. My Casey is getting her pussy screwed six ways from Sunday by a zillionaire with mondo-dick and I’m left feeling like the cuckolded fool. And I think I’m going to have two black eyes from that header into the carpet earlier, to boot. Could this be any worse?
 
   Pulling off his clothes, he tossed them on the floor and got into bed wearing just his jockey shorts. He turned off the bedside light and tried not to think of Casey, and about what that miserable old lecher of a boss of hers was probably doing to her spectacular young body right at that moment.
 
   The image of her nude, in this very bed with him, sucking his cock so beautifully, popped into his head. He moaned and tried to concentrate instead on the karate studio, on all of the money Casey was making now, thanks to her new job, on moving out of this shit hole of a place in the very near future--on just about anything but what was happening right now over in Beverly Hills.
 
   My Casey is earning part of that money right this minute, the bitter thought came, unwanted, into his brain. She’s earning it with those sweet, sucking lips of hers…that hot ass…those unreal long legs…that face…that fucking beautiful…unbelievably cute face that used to be all mine—until if gave it away to that fucking Nick so that he could stick his big dick in it and blow a load down her throat!
 
   The vision of her face--with another man’s enormous hard on sliding in and out of it, while she dutifully sucked at it—crept into his mind and he couldn’t seem to shake it. He saw Casey, her head bobbing up and down over a dick that was longer and much thicker than his own. She was licking it as she sucked, and those gorgeous tits of hers were jiggling all over the place as she gave the torrid blowjob, much to the delight of the handsome older man who was the object of her oral attentions.
 
   At that exact low point of his entire life--just at that moment--Woz thoroughly, completely, and totally disgusted himself: he felt his cock getting hard under his shorts as he envisioned the slurpy, enthusiastic blowjob!
 
   He raged, mentally, oh, fuck, am I that big of a creep? Have I really sunk this low?
 
   Try as he might to push the lurid images out of his mind, he soon realized that he couldn’t. The vision in his head had only changed, not gone away. He now imagined Casey smiling coyly at the older man when he slowly pulled his prick out of her sucking lips and ordered her to get up onto her hands and knees in front of him instead.
 
   Woz felt his traitorous cock swell to full erection as he saw, in his mind’s eye, the fantastically large dick slide down into Casey’s pretty little pink slit from behind, stretching it to its absolute maximum. The thing just kept on gliding down into her as she mewled and cooed and urged her new lover onward!
 
   “God, God, is he really doing that to her right this second?” Woz’s voice gasped aloud in the darkness, as he reached down and yanked his shorts down to his knees, freeing his own fully erect prick. “And what about her--is she loving it when he does that to her; when he fucks her?”
 
   The Casey in his mind looked back over her shoulder and gave her new man a look with those huge brown eyes of hers that was hot enough to melt concrete. She whispered urgently to him, “Oh, Nick, give it to me hard and deep! It feels so good—ever so much better than my husband’s puny little runt of a cock!”
 
   “No, that can’t be happening!” Woz whined, his hand closing around his hard on.
 
   He didn’t want to, but he couldn’t seem to stop himself.
 
    He began to jack off, slowly, imagining Casey fucking the older man like the little fireball she could be when she got really excited. He’d seen her give him that same, “oh, fuck me, baby” look back over her shoulder often enough.
 
   No, no, she isn’t doing that--not my little Casey; she’s true to me, dammit!”
 
   His cock jumped in his fist as she realized that she probably was doing exactly what he’d just imagined. After all, hadn’t he told her to, a dozen times, during their fantasy sessions, in this very bed? 
 
   He remembered saying to her just last night, when he’d urged her to go ahead and fuck her boss, “I want you to be wild with him, babe. Show that old horndog what a hottie you can be when you really let yourself go!”
 
   Now, his hand flying up and down his prick, Woz mentally saw her doing just what he’d begged her to do! He saw her moaning in ecstasy and twisting that cute butt of hers back against Nick Daily’s hammering cock, giving him the screwing of a lifetime!
 
   “Aggghhhhhhhh!”  Woz bellowed as he imagined the horny old business mogul blowing an enormous load of cock cream up his wife’s slit.
 
   Thick ropes of heavy, hot semen rained down on Woz’s stomach and balls as he came furiously, visions of Casey before him, crying out in utter bliss as she willingly cheated on him, just the way he’d urged her to!
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Five
 
   “God, it goes in so deep this way!” Casey’s voice almost bleating out the word ‘deep’, such was her excitement as nick’s massive cock penetrated her willing pussy over and over again. 
 
   She was enthusiastically pushing her shapely butt back against Nick’s plunging strokes into her from behind. “But it feels so wonderful! Fuck me--Nick, really give it to me, you fucking stud!”
 
   Nick was panting. She glanced over at the mirrored closet doors across the big bedroom and watched them rutting away together.
 
   It was the hottest thing she’d ever seen in her whole life; much sexier than any porn video she’d ever watched! Nick was magnificent, his body lean and muscular, his cock incredible, his huge nut sac smacking repeatedly against her clit as he drilled her again and again from in back.
 
   And I’m pretty hot-looking, too, getting it from this stallion!  She thought proudly. 
 
   Her tits were jiggling all over the place. Her pretty face was contorted with pure, unvarnished lust.
 
   She loved what he was doing to her. Nothing had ever felt this good. This was fucking for fucking’s sake; pure animal need!
 
   “Oh, I’m gonna’ come again!” she suddenly gasped. “You’re gonna’ make me come again! Are you gonna’ cream me? Have you got another big load for my tight little pussy, Nick?”
 
   He gasped and she felt it begin to spurt into her. Another huge outpouring of hot, slippery spunk rocketed into her tight sheath, filling it instantly with come. She experienced that slight tinge of red shading that sometimes affected her vision; it happened to her when she went off really hard. 
 
   It must have been the fourth or fifth time it had happened tonight—because Nick had made her go off like a damned nymphomaniac more times than she could count!
 
   “Oh, oh, fuck!” she screamed in ecstasy. “Oh, Nick…the things you do to me!”
 
   There wasn’t sex like this anywhere else! Not that Casey knew of, anyway. She and Woz were good together…so good.
 
   But this was heaven. This was better than anything she’d ever known before, anything she’d ever dreamed of!
 
   ****
 
   Casey awoke with a start. She felt an arm draped across her nude body but, somehow, it just didn’t feel right. That was what had awoken her from a deep, dreamless sleep.
 
   She was lying on her side in bed, cuddled back against a man’s body. But it wasn’t her man’s body!
 
    Woz’s big arm weighed at least twice what the one now cradling her did. And Nick’s chest wasn’t nearly as massive as the one Casey was used to snuggling back up against at night.
 
   Oh, God, I really did it! She realized in that instant, her heart suddenly beating faster within her chest. It wasn’t just a fantasy this time…a hot, sensual dream. I really fucked him! I really did do all of those naughty, hot things with him last night!
 
   Nick stirred and she felt his huge, limp manhood against her naked butt cheeks. Even soft, it felt twice as big as the one she was used to having wedged up against her.
 
   Her mind raced back over last night’s adventure; the blowjob, those first three blisteringly hot orgasms that he’d given her with his mouth and fingers …the first time he’d fucked her, missionary style, and flooded her with all of that jizz while she’d screamed out her pleasure.
 
   And then he did me doggy-style, and blew my mind--I fucking came so hard!
 
   She blushed in the darkened bedroom, remembering how she’d come awake at about two-thirty in the morning and found his huge dick half hard against her ass, just as it was now. Feeling wilder, freer, more alive than she could ever remember feeling before in her entire life—thanks to this forbidden night in bed with Nick—she’d turned around, slid downward, and gone down on him again, sucking all of his limp but rapidly expanding cock into her mouth and throat.
 
   He’s already orgasmed a couple of times so far, Casey remembered thinking, so I should be able to handle it when he blows off in my mouth.
 
   Her body shook with silent laughter as she recalled how surprised she’d been when Nick, fully awake by then and beaming down at her as she’d sucked him, had at last unleashed that first mammoth wad of come inside her mouth. She’d gulped it down, and was startled once again by the sheer volume of the second enormous spurt of jism, and had swallowed that as well.
 
   I’m going to make sure those massive nuts of his are almost empty, the next time I blow him! Casey resolved now, as she relived that impromptu suck off session in her mind, remembering the panic she’d felt as Nick had just kept on shooting that hot, thick stuff into her sucking lips. She’d begun to wonder if he was ever going to run out of spunk for her to swallow; to wonder if was it possible for a girl to drown in semen?
 
   She realized abruptly that she had just admitted to herself that she was already thinking about sucking him off again; that, in some part of her mind, she knew she wanted to spend more nights with him, in bed, just like this! 
 
   She thought about that, about everything the two of them had done last night.
 
   It had been exquisite, far and away the most thrilling sexual experience she’d ever imagined. It had been perfect, really.
 
   But did that mean she wanted to do it all again? Wasn’t one night in Paradise enough for her?
 
   She thought about Woz, waiting for her at home, and feelings of guilt suddenly flooded through her. How was he going to take this, really? Would he be able to deal with it easily, to enjoy the reality of her affair with Nick as much as he’d gotten off on the fantasy--the way he’d assured her he would?
 
   Or would allowing his wife to spend the night in bed with another man completely unman him instead? How would things be between the two of them, when she returned home this morning?
 
   Glancing over at the clock, she saw that it was six in the morning. Should she ease her way out of bed now, get dressed, and slip out for her apartment?
 
   Nick nuzzled in closer to her just then, and she felt his cock stir against her butt cheeks. A huge flash of desire seared its way through her flesh, and she realized that she didn’t want to go home just yet, not really.
 
   Sweet God, are you really that big a slut? She asked herself.
 
   The big cock flexed again, getting even firmer. She sighed, reluctantly confessing to herself that she just loved the way that huge man-snake felt up against her skin. It was so frigging sexy…so unbelievably tempting!
 
   What was another hour or two, she asked herself? The damage was already done, as far as her marriage went. What difference did it make if she stayed out all night and came straggling home, fucked nearly senseless, at six-thirty in the morning or at eight? 
 
   “I was hoping you’d stay all night,” Nick whispered in her ear at that moment, as if he’d read her thoughts, moving the hand that was draped over her ribcage up to grasp her left breast and give it a playful little squeeze. “Morning sex is the best, sometimes.”
 
   Casey giggled, she couldn’t help herself. “Better that what we did last night?”
 
   “Of course, dear girl,” he murmured, finding her nipple and toying with it in a way that electrified her whole breast and sent pulses of pleasure rippling down her spine, right into her untouched clit, “we’ve barely begun to scratch the surface.”
 
   She shivered at that thought. With any other man, she’d have dismissed Nick’s last statement as sheer bravado.
 
   But this was Nick. He’d done things to her body--coaxed feelings out of it that had been so intense she hadn’t even suspected such pleasure existed—that had shocked her to her core. Did he really have even hotter tricks in store for her?
 
   She didn’t think that even he could surprise her with any further sexual revelations. But, in light of all that had happened last night, she had to admit she wasn’t sure about that! 
 
   ****
 
   Woz woke up alone, in bed, with a big pool of dried spunk in the middle of his stomach. It stretched downward, clear through his dark pubic patch and down onto his balls and deflated dick. He started to get up and take a shower, noticing that it was just past six in the morning, wincing as his hangover kicked in even harder when he sat up in bed.
 
   God, I’m almost glad Casey isn’t home yet, that is if she’s even coming home. If she’d come in and found me all jizzed out like this, she’d know I jacked off thinking about her getting fucked by that old goat she works for. How embarrassing would that fucking be?
 
   He got to his feet and staggered into the bathroom and a hot shower. When he was clean, he shut the water off and got out to towel off.
 
   As soon as he was dry, he cracked open the medicine cabinet, took two aspirins with a glass of tap water and got back into bed naked. He didn’t think he could sleep—where in the fuck was his wife?—but the nightmare of a night he’d suffered through, filled with anxiety and an ocean of bad booze, had hit him harder than he’d thought. Moments after his head hit the pillow, he was dead out and snoring.
 
   It wasn’t a sound sleep, however. He dreamed about Casey.
 
   She was sucking cock, someone else’s cock. And then she was on her back, her big tits jiggling wildly, a huge, very naughty grin on her beautiful face as some other guy fucked her hard and made her come like mad.
 
   Woz moaned. He didn’t wake up, but he was thrashing around in the bed, trying in vain to get to Casey, to pull the other man off her body, his cock out of her pussy, and beat the holy living shit out of the guy.  
 
   But he couldn’t seem to reach her. The best he could manage in the nightmarish dream was to fight his way to the side of the bed, where he had a front row seat for the continual ravishment of his wife!
 
   ****
 
   “Oh, oh, fuck, what are you doing to me?” Casey mewled, lost in a mindless, exquisite state of pure bliss.
 
   She couldn’t believe what was happening to her. Nick had her on her back in the early morning sunlight, and he was on his stomach between her splayed open legs, teasing her pulsing clit with just the tip of his wriggling tongue.
 
   Two of his fingers were inside her soupy-wet, jizz-filled pussy, his palm pointing upward. He’d found her g-spot with those two fingertips, about three inches up inside her pussy wall, and he was expertly toying with it as he simultaneously lapped at her enlarged clit.
 
   Casey had used a vibrator on her sensitive little bundle of nerves—the fabled      g-spot—over the years any number of times. And a guy had occasionally fucked her from in back, doggie-style, and managed to stroke it into a furious orgasm with his penetrating cock head; Woz had managed it just a week ago.
 
   But no one had ever intentionally fingered it while he ate her pussy before. And Nick seemed to be a true master of the maddeningly wonderful technique!
 
   He was running his tongue all over her clit, caressing it, her orgasm building like crazy. At the same time, his fingers never stopped their unbelievably hot stimulation of her sensitized inner come-button, her g-spot. She twisted on the bed, so overcome with the fierce twinges of gathering excitement that she couldn’t stay still.
 
   God, he’s got his tongue all over my cunny lips, and I’m still loaded up inside with his jizz. Most men wouldn’t touch a pussy with their mouths when it was so full of their own spunk!
 
   But Nick wasn’t at all like most men, she realized. He was so bold, so confident in his masculinity that a little semen on his tongue couldn’t discourage him from getting what he wanted. And what he clearly wanted right at that moment was to see Casey shudder through another searing, screaming, unmatchable orgasm!
 
   “Jesus, Jesus, I’m going to explode!” she wailed, pushing her hips up off the bed involuntarily, seeking still more of the surreal sensations coursing through her. “Oh, oh, holy fuck, Nick--the word orgasm doesn’t even come close to describing this!”
 
   A mind-rending flurry of spasms crackled through her g-spot at that second and then into her clit, both nerve centers linking up to send a jolt of come-fury through Casey’s lower body that was so overpowering it left her unable to utter a word…to even make a sound!
 
   Her long frame quivered like a tuning fork. She sucked in air frantically and grabbed at Nick’s head, urging his face harder onto her exploding pussy mouth. Casey’s head whipped from side to side, and she could feel her whole body tense with the sheer magnitude of her climax.
 
   “Ugh! Ugh! Oh, God, oh fuuuuuccckkkkk!” she finally managed to scream as the towering sensation peaked and totally overwhelmed her. 
 
   Her chest swelled as she gasped for air again, her body twitching and jerking. And then there was nothing.
 
   ****
 
   “Wha…what happened?” she asked.
 
   Nick was gently caressing her forehead with a wet washcloth. She was still naked in the middle of his bed. She realized with a start that her throat was raw from screaming.
 
   “You passed out for a minute or so,” he told her with a satisfied little smile. “It’s not that uncommon, when a woman comes as hard as you just did, my dear.”
 
   Not that uncommon, the phrase echoed through Casey’s mind.
 
   She thought to herself, not when a woman’s in bed with you, I’ll bet, you fucking stud cat daddy!
 
   She smiled shyly up at him. He was incredible. 
 
   Every fiber of her being wanted to be with him, to just luxuriate in the endless bliss that his touch, his mouth and tongue, not mention the thrills that magnificent cock of his could provide. And at the same time, she wanted to get up out of this bed and run from him.
 
   Because this unreal sleepover session with Nick scared her a little, too!
 
   How could Woz ever hope to please her fully, after this unforgettable night with her sexy boss? How could her sweet, gentle, oh, so wonderful husband compete with love-making on this grand a scale?
 
   I just won’t tell him, she resolved then and there. I know I promised to give him every tiny detail, but if I really level with him about how utterly incredible this whole night has been, he’s never going to want to make love to me again. I bet he’d be too intimidated to even get hard around me, if he knew the truth about how masterful a lover Nick is. What man wouldn’t be intimidated?
 
   After all, how many guys had a dick the size of the one that had pleased her so completely last night? And how many men had Nick’s vast experience in bed with a bevy of hot-looking women to draw from? 
 
   My Woz is only twenty-five; it’s not fair to compare him or his love-making skills to Nick’s. My sweetie’s only had, like, four or five women in bed with him prior to me in his whole life, from what he’s told me.  And half of those were high school girls who probably didn’t know zip about fucking when they were with him.
 
   “What are you thinking about, my darling Casey?” Nick asked her just then, putting the washcloth over on the nearby nightstand.
 
   Oh, no, we’re not going there! She quickly decided. Just what I’m going to tell my husband and what I’m not is my business, not yours, no matter how hot you are in the sack!
 
   “I’m thinking about taking a shower and getting home,” she lied sweetly to him, sitting up in the bed. “I don’t think I can go to work today. I’m too tired, after last night, and I have to spend some time with my husband, too. I need to see how…all of this…has affected him.”
 
   “I can see that,” Nick said magnanimously. “Take the day off. Call in and tell my secretary that you’re not feeling up to snuff. It’s okay; there’s nothing really earth-shattering going on at the office today anyway.”
 
   “Thank you,” she said, as he helped her off the bed.
 
   Leaning down, she kissed him long and hard, and then whispered, “Thanks for everything. Last night was a real eye-opener for me, and I mean that sincerely.”
 
   He held on to her hand as she started to walk into the master bathroom. As she turned to look back at him, to see what he wanted, he said simply, “I hope last night was just the start of things between us, Casey. I don’t think I could take not seeing you again…in this way. I don’t think I want to go back to just a work relationship, not after the night we just shared. You were incredible!”
 
   Casey felt her face flush. She couldn’t help it…she loved hearing “incredible”!
 
   “I’m not going to lie to you, Nick. It’s going to depend on how my husband does with this. If he’s fine with it, then…”
 
   She took a deep breath and realized that she did, indeed, want to spend the night with Nick again, probably lots and lots of nights! There’s really no point in lying to myself about that, or to him. 
 
   “Then, sure, we’ll do this again; whenever the opportunity presents itself. I had an unbelievable time last night. So thank you.”
 
   With that, she gently tugged her hand free of his and walked into the bathroom to start the shower.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Six
 
   Dear God, what’s come over me? Casey asked; now feeling totally ashamed over what had just occurred, as Nick walked her down the driveway toward her car at seven-thirty that morning. She could feel the big, very recent load of his semen squishing around inside her pussy as she walked.
 
   It had just seemed to happen.
 
   He’d been kissing her good-bye inside the front door, minutes ago, and then, suddenly, the kiss had turned into more, much more, than a good-bye kiss. His tongue had drifted into her mouth, which had opened automatically for him, seemingly of its own volition, and his grip had tightened around her body.
 
   Casey’s traitorous nipples had swollen to full erection inside her dress and bra in what had seemed like mere seconds, and she’d experienced that now familiar-feeling, massive cock start to pulse to life against her lower body as they’d made out like a pair of horny teenagers. And, precisely like that pair of overactive kids, she’d soon found herself flat on her back just inside the living room, on the soft carpet, her dress unzipped once more and pulled down off her shoulders, her panties and pantyhose hastily pulled down around her feet, and her bra undone and pushed upward, baring her breasts. Nick’s huge cock was once again sliding in and out of her more than willing pussy as they kissed and stroked each other’s skin while he fucked her!
 
   “That was an especially sweet way to say good-by…for now,” he’d remarked teasingly to her as he finally pulled out, another large wad of his spend deep in her womb, his cock now soft and satisfied. “But I’m going to want more of this incredible body of yours, and soon, my marvelous little Casey!”
 
   “We’ll see,” she had told him coyly, having enjoyed the impromptu, unexpected fuck-session that had just occurred as much as he had—orgasming furiously once more around his magical cock--but slightly embarrassed by how quickly it had happened, how easy it had been for him to get her hot enough to fuck him again like that.
 
   God, what a man—what lover! She’d thought to herself as she’d gotten to her feet and put herself together again as best she could.
 
   She had considered going back into the bathroom for another shower, but then she’d realized that, since her iron-man boss was intent on going in to work at his regular time, there was really no time for a shower. Also, she was already way later in getting back to Woz than she’d ever dreamt she’d be.
 
   The poor man waiting for her at home was probably beside himself with worry by now. She could always shower later, when she got home, since she was taking the day off anyway.
 
   ****
 
   “Holy Christ, are you serious?” Nick said as they came to her car.
 
   He looked over at her, aghast. “You can’t be seen driving this fucking relic, Casey! You’re Nick Daily’s right-hand girl. I’m getting you a lease car, today, this morning, as soon as I get to work!”
 
   An unwanted thought struck her from out of nowhere. She looked over at him, into those grey eyes that were capable of radiating such warmth, when he allowed them to, and asked softly, “This isn’t, like, some kind of a reward for giving in and having sex with you, is it?”
 
   He laughed--his face coloring slightly for the first time since she’d known him. “Well, maybe a little; after all, I feel I should do something to thank you for one of the greatest nights of my whole life. But I’m really serious about your image, too. I can’t afford to have one of my top executives driving around town in a crapper like this.”
 
   Casey shivered with pleasure, barely hearing the last part, about her image. She asked him, “Really…you’re not just saying that? Was last night really that…special to you?”
 
   By way of an answer, he swept her into his arms again and kissed her passionately. She kept his tongue out of her mouth this time—and discovered that it took a lot of willpower to do so, such was the depth of her growing attraction to sexy, oh, so fuckable Nick—not wanting to end up getting banged yet again this morning; especially on the hood of her old Nissan and on a public street in Beverly Hills at that!
 
   “Call me at the office this morning and tell me what make, model, and color of car you want, and I’ll make it happen,” he told her after he had broken off the kiss at last. “Anything except Ferraris or Porches or a Rolls Royce—my leasing you one of those for you might be a little awkward for both of us to explain around the office; I’ll be waiting for your call.”
 
   She grinned--deliriously excited in spite of herself that Nick was getting her a brand new car--and hopped into her old beater. He waved, a goofy smile on his face, and she started the engine and headed for home.
 
   ****
 
   Her joy lasted about halfway across town. Then the ever-increasing morning commute traffic, coupled with her uneasy thoughts about the up-coming scene with her husband, gradually managed to morph her happy mood into one of foreboding and dread.
 
   What if Woz wasn’t okay with what she’d done, after all? Instead of being wildly excited by last night’s naughty tryst--the way he’d insisted he would be--what if he was, instead, surly and angry with her for behaving like and out-and-out slut with Nick all night long? What then?
 
   I’d better play this by ear, she realized as she arrived back in their slightly run-down old neighborhood. He knows that something happened—a girl doesn’t stay out all night and not call if something isn’t going on—but he doesn’t know what, exactly, or just how much went on. And he for sure doesn’t know how intensely I got off on what I did with Nick, either. I can withhold nearly all of that, if I need to; if I sense that he can’t handle it.
 
   She sighed, hating to have to tread lightly with her darling Woz. This had all sounded like so much fun, back when it had still been a fantasy. Just a lark, a harmless little experiment—that’s how they’d thought of it at first.
 
   And he had been so adamant about her doing this. She never would have taken the plunge and gone through with it, had he not practically pleaded with her to do so. And he’d spent hours assuring her that he was going to be all right with it, that he wanted her to do it!
 
   She pulled up in front of their old “garden” apartment building. The bushes out front were thick hedges of some sort and the near impossibility of killing them through neglect and lack of a proper gardening crew’s attention seemed to be their main appeal for the penny-pinching landlord who owned this place.
 
   Casey got out of her Nissan and locked it up. Her high heels rang on the pavement as she walked from the curb into the courtyard, which was “garden-like” only in the sense that it had a couple of straggly palm trees with some closely-mowed brown weeds growing around them.
 
   Getting the key out of her purse, she unlocked the door and pushed it open. She had just placed her purse on the kitchen table and hung her coat over a chair when she heard Woz call out excitedly, “Babe, is that you? Oh, Jesus, I’m glad you’re home!”
 
   Drawing herself up to her full six-foot-two height in the three inch heels she was wearing, Casey put what she hoped was a happy, reassuring smile on her face and headed for the bedroom, where Woz ‘s voice had come from. She found him sitting up in bed, bare-chested, a quizzical, almost worried look on his handsome face, his longish black hair mussed and uncombed.
 
   She did a double-take, shocked by what she saw. “What’s wrong with your eyes--did you get into a fight or something--are you getting two black eyes?”
 
   He gave her a sheepish grin. “It’s nothing, believe me.”
 
   His whole face seemed to brighten as he looked up at her. Holding out both arms, he said softly, “Oh, babe, I’m so happy to see you. Come here and let me hold you!”
 
   She flew over to the bed and sat down on the mattress, her heels coming off as he grabbed her around her slender waist and drew her into his chest. And then his mouth was on hers and they were kissing, and his tongue was instantly inside her lips.
 
   Oh, my Woz, my sweet, wonderful Woz, she thought, relief flooding through her. 
 
   He wasn’t mad at her! He wasn’t pissed about her staying out all night, obviously!
 
   A full minute later, when they eventually broke apart he panted, “Babe, I’m so fucking glad you’re finally back.”
 
   He patted the mattress with his big right hand.
 
    “Get in this bed right now,” he urged her, pulling back the covers and then going after the zipper at the back of her dress. “You can be a little late to work today, can’t you?”
 
   Casey started to hop right into bed with him, just the way he wanted her to; as the dress came open and then cleared her shoulders as he tugged it down and off her body. Suddenly, she remembered that last, unexpected liaison with Nick this morning, in the living room just half an hour ago.
 
   Fuck, my pussy is still overflowing with his come! She realized in a near panic. I’ve got to go in the bathroom and clean up a little or Woz is apt to see big wads of another man’s spunk spilling out of me! Who knows how he’ll react to that?
 
   “Uh, sweetie, let me go for just a second. I’ll be right back,” she said, smiling an uneasy smile at him as she struggled to pull free of his almost frantic grip on her arms.
 
   “No, don’t go!” he all but begged her, a wild, incredibly needy look in his blue eyes. “Please, don’t leave me. Come and cuddle with me…I fucking need to feel you next to me again. I need it like crazy, babe!”
 
   She could see instinctively that something wasn’t right here. Woz usually didn’t look panicked—ever—but he did now.
 
   Wordlessly, she let him pull her into the bed with him, his fingers releasing her arms and working feverishly on her bra, and then her pantyhose and panties. She pulled the covers over her naked lower half quickly as she scooted into bed with him, wanting to block her husband’s view of her pussy mouth, just in case it was shiny with Nick’s recent load of semen.
 
   Maybe, if we fuck right away, he won’t notice how juicy I am inside, she thought desperately. Then, after he cuts loose in me, he won’t be able to tell his spunk from what was already there, I hope.
 
   “Oh, Jesus, honey, you don’t know how good it is to feel these naked beauties up against me again,” Woz sighed, clearly loving the feel of her big breasts up against his wiry chest fur.
 
   She relaxed a little. Nick had been an enthusiastic but gentle lover. When the bra had come free of her breasts just now, she’d quickly glanced down and noticed, with a tiny sigh of relief, that there were no telltale tooth marks or bruises visible on the white skin surrounding her nipples for her husband to see and be put off by.
 
   “So, you missed me, huh, handsome?” she said, staring into Woz’s eyes, daring to tease him just a little.
 
   A look that was just short of terror flashed through his eyes momentarily once again and Casey’s stomach knotted up for an instant. She wondered; what the fuck was that all about?
 
   There was a long, awkward silence. At last, he cleared his throat.
 
   “I…I…uh, got kind of…I don’t know…nervous…?” Woz stammered, clearly embarrassed. “You know, when you didn’t come home last night?”
 
   He glanced away guiltily. She whispered, “Why? Before I left work, I told you I might spend the whole night at Nick’s and be home this morning--remember?”
 
   “Yeah, I know,” he reluctantly admitted, his eyes still downcast. 
 
   He waited a few beats, the uneasy silence growing heavy between them, before he finally blurted, “I was scared, Casey! I was scared you’d like him better than me and never come home!”
 
   She smiled at him and pulled him closer. “That will never, ever happen, you big doofus! I would never have agreed to do what I did last night if I’d had even a tiny shred of doubt about the two of us as a couple, don’t you know that?”
 
   He kissed her, hard, his big, powerful arms almost squeezing the breath out of her. She’d never felt anything like this from him before--her poor baby obviously had been terrified about her leaving him for Nick!
 
   That shocked her. As much fun as she’d had last night, as wonderful a lover as Nick had turned out to be—and as much as she wanted to see him in bed again, soon—there was still no danger of her marriage to Woz suffering from it. There never would be; not from her end, anyway; no matter how many times Nick fucked her. She had to make Woz see that, somehow.
 
   “Darling, where did all of this come from?” she quizzed her suddenly clingy husband when their lips finally parted. 
 
   He gave her a contrite grin, not letting go of her even a little. “I guess talking about all of this stuff is a lot different than actually doing it. I thought I’d be fine with it, but I kind of panicked when it got late and you weren’t home yet. I imagined all sorts of awful things happening to us, as a couple…I couldn’t seem to fucking help myself, babe.”
 
   Casey laughed and kissed his ear tenderly, “I love you, darling. You’re the one I want to spend the rest of my life with. You’re the one I want to have babies with, not Nick, for Christ’s sake!”
 
   He looked over at her, properly chastised. At last, he said--as if to move things away from the embarrassing topic of how he’d failed to handle what he’d assured her he could handle, “So, you’re home…and you agreed to tell me everything, remember?”
 
   A flash of the old, confident, mischievous Woz suddenly surfaced as he demanded, “Was he good in bed? Did he have a really big dick, like those other gals told you? What did you do? Remember, you agreed to tell me all about it in detail.”
 
   Casey extricated herself from his embrace and lay down on her side, her head on the pillow, staring over at him with a shy little smile on her face. She said teasingly, “I’m not sure you can handle it. Do you promise not to go all crazy on me, if I give you an in-depth account of what happened?”
 
   “Trust me; I can deal with anything, now that you’re home with me again.”
 
   “Okay, first, I let him kiss me…”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Seven
 
   Woz’s dick was as hard as a crowbar. Casey had her slender fingers around it, stroking it slowly as she stared right into his eyes and went on with her story.
 
   “And, after he licked my clitty and made me come, he fucked me with that enormous thing of his for the first time!”
 
   Her husband moaned, his cock jerking in her fist as he thought about that, about his sweet, faithful little Casey first sucking on that huge prick and then getting her cunny licked out until she came. And, lastly, about her getting fucked with that monster dick!
 
   “How, how did it feel?” he managed to croak, his throat dry, his eyes bugged out; lust, jealousy, and curiosity all clearly fighting for supremacy amongst his raging emotions at that moment.
 
   “It really stretched me, babe,” Casey whispered, her voice soft and tantalizing, as if she were enjoying the memory of having her pussy pried open by Nick’s mammoth cock head. “Your poor little Casey’s cunny was stuffed really full of cock!”
 
   Woz groaned and reached downward instinctively to touch his wife’s pussy lips as she told him about them being stretched open with another man’s huge cock. His eyes shot open even wider as a big glob of something warm and slippery oozed out onto his fingertips and ran down into his palm.
 
   “Is that…is that his…come?” Woz gasped, staring in disbelief at the large puddle of almost clear liquid in his upturned hand.
 
   Caught by surprise by the sudden flood of male goo, Casey looked up from the telltale pool of incriminating fluid in his palm, at her husband, and then downward again. She slowly brought her eyes back up to meet his, sensing that she had to play this unwelcome revelation in just the right way, or their marriage might be as good as over.
 
   I could remind him that I wanted to go clean up in the bathroom, but that he wouldn’t let me, she thought quickly.
 
   But then she saw a tiny glint of arousal in Woz’s eyes and suddenly knew exactly how she should handle this. Smiling a wicked, naughty little smile, she whispered confidently, “Yeah, I guess it is. Why would you be surprised about me having his come inside me? He fucked me four times, counting last night and this morning. And he shoots a load like a fucking water canon going off when he spunks a girl.”
 
   Woz rocked backward, as if someone had just hit him square in the chin. His prick jumped in her fist and he hissed in amazement, “Four…you let him ball you four times?”
 
   She slithered at little closer to her husband and murmured, her eyes defiant, never leaving his, “Yeah, that’s right. And I sucked him off and swallowed it for him once, too!”
 
   “Jesus,” Woz gasped, his face now an even split between disgusted disbelief and pure arousal.
 
   “What? That is just what you begged me to do, now isn’t it, baby?” she whispered, purposely maintaining her sassy tone, slowly running her tongue across her lush lips to further egg him on. “And did he ever give me a tummy full? Man, what a load that was for me to gulp down!”
 
   Woz made a sound like a man being choked. He brought his come-filled hand up accusingly, right in front of her face, and demanded to know, “Did you like it? Did you like swallowing all of that jism for him, you hot little slut-girl?”
 
   Wordlessly, Casey let go of her husband’s hard on and instead brought her hand up to grip his wrist. She used her hold on him to slowly tip his fingers downward, letting the very thick, very heavy puddle of semen run off the tips of them—and right into her open mouth!
 
   “Oh, oh, Jesus, what hot little cunt you are, babe!” he wheezed, watching, fascinated, as his wife swallowed another man’s come and then began to lick what was left of it off his fingers and palm, her smoldering brown eyes never leaving his.
 
   “It’s yummy,” she said in a soft, teasing whisper, “and it feels so nasty, the way it slides down my throat and right on down into my stomach. But it’s not as yummy as yours is, my darling Woz.”
 
   He seemed to go slightly crazy. In seconds he had her underneath him, her legs pushed open wide and was cramming her jism-slippery cunt full of dick.
 
   Casey smiled up at him and worked her pussy off the mattress in a languid, rolling motion that met his every frantic thrust perfectly. She sighed in his ear, “That’s right, baby, fuck me. Fuck me…just like Nick did. He fucked me over and over again last night!”
 
   Woz groaned and pummeled her pussy harder than he ever had before. He seemed frantic to fill her with his seed, just as her older lover had, as if he could somehow reclaim her body as his own by planting a fresh coating of his spunk deep inside her womb.
 
   “Oh, you big sweetie,” she urged him on, licking lightly at his earlobe as he banged down into her hard and fast, “that’s right, give it to me, really ride me. Blast my naughty cunny full of your hot cream, darling…just like Nick did!”
 
   “You sexy bitch!” he panted, fucking her even faster, deeper, “You slut--you sweet little ho-girl!”
 
   “That’s right,” Casey breathed out hotly, “That’s exactly what I am, honey. I’m your little slut, ready to do whatever you want me to do!”
 
   Woz screamed as his cock began to fill her with come. She held him tight and came right along with him, ecstatic that she had read him right, knowing that he was really getting off right this second on both the fantasy, and the reality of what she had done with Nick last night.
 
   ****
 
   “So, what else did you do?” Woz asked her, his eyes bright with excitement.
 
   They were snuggled together under the covers, their heads on the pillow, inches apart. Only a few minutes had passed since their torrid fuck. Casey smiled over at her handsome hubby and wondered what else she dared share with him.
 
   So far, she’d only told him about the brief interlude when she’d sucked Nick’s cock, and about him getting her up off her knees and over onto the bed and eating her pussy until she came, just before they’d fucked for the first time.
 
   She hadn’t told him that Nick was a true virtuoso with his mouth and fingers, and that he’d given her three of the hottest oral orgasms she’d ever experienced, back to back. Woz would be intimidated by those intimate details of her night with the other man and would no doubt feel inadequate and unable to match them, if she went into depth about what had happened—as nearly any man would. So those details, she decided, were going to stay private; a secret between her and Nick.
 
   I told him that he did me a bunch of times, but I haven’t given him any particulars about anything but that first fuck, she thought. And I haven’t mentioned sucking Nick off all the way and eating his come for him, except in passing—no real details about that yet, either. I just told him that it tasted wonderful and that there was a lot of it.
 
   “What else would you like to know, darling?” she drew her words out slowly as she said them, teasing him shamelessly with them, staring into his eyes with a flirty expression on her face.
 
   “Everything, you know that!” Woz said. “God, it turns me on so much, knowing that you fucked him, baby! I can’t believe my sweet, true-blue little wife spent the night in another guy’s bed; that you actually slept with him!”
 
   Knowing instinctively that this was just the sort of thing he was craving, Casey grinned impishly at him and whispered, “Truthfully, honey? There wasn’t a lot of sleeping going on…it was mostly just sex.”
 
   Woz sucked in his breath, visibly shivering with lust as he thought about what she’d just said. He asked, “So, for an old guy, he’s got a lot of stamina, huh?”
 
   Casey really got a laugh out of that. She was still chuckling with amusement as she murmured, “The guy’s an incredible stud, Woz. He’s either a freak of nature or he eats Viagra or something like it the way that most guys chew on breath mints. It seems like that huge fire hose of a cock of his is always hard!”
 
   “And his dick really is ginormous, right?” he asked her again, as though he couldn’t quite believe that his sweet little wife had sucked and fucked a real horsecock like Nick’s with so much gusto all night long.
 
   “It’s a good two inches longer than your big prick, babe, and as wide as my forearm, and that’s no kidding.”
 
   She held up her slender arm to illustrate her point and he whistled. He murmured, “That’s a huge one, for fucking sure.”
 
   After a long pause, her husband asked, “Did he want anal?”
 
   Casey emitted an evil little giggle at that thought. She shook her head, and then added, “No, not this time, but he eventually will. You can count on that.”
 
   She gave Woz a knowing look and went on to say, “All of you guys are the same when it comes to that. A blowjob is sensational at first, but then you want to fuck. And, once you’re getting all of the pussy and head you can handle, good and steady, you want to bang a girl’s asshole, just for variety; just so you know you’ve staked your claim in every hole she’s got to stake it in.”
 
   Now it was Woz’s turn to laugh and nod his agreement. “Yeah, that sounds about right.”
 
   He thought about it a moment and then asked, “Are you going to let him do you…back there, I mean?”
 
   “That’s up to you,” she whispered back at him, her eyes dancing with mischief. “No one’s ever done that to me but you. My bottom is yours to keep private or to give up to another man’s pleasure, okay?”
 
   Casey’s heart was pounding now. She didn’t really know if she could take something as big around and as long as Nick’s mighty dong up her anus even if Woz begged her to do it.
 
   Anal wasn’t one of her favorite things in the first place, but Woz had finally talked her into trying it for the very first time just before they’d gotten married. He’d been especially keen to do it to her back there, once he’d found out that she was an anal virgin. They now did it that way about once or twice a month, on average.
 
   She still didn’t really like it all that much, but she could handle it. Casey didn’t know, however, if she could do it like that with a guy who was as well-endowed as Nick.
 
   “I’d love to see him take you back there,” Woz whispered somewhat predictably.
 
   Casey was about to reply that she bet he would when her husband blurted, “I’d love to see you fuck him in either hole, for that matter. Hearing about it is terrific, but God, I’d love to actually see it!”
 
   From out of nowhere, a huge, all-engulfing, pre-orgasmic spasm gripped Casey’s body as she thought about that: about Woz watching her fuck Nick! She looked at him hard and hissed, “That would be soooooo, hot, wouldn’t it, lover?”
 
   “Goddamn, yes!” Woz sighed, his dick jumping against her thigh, starting to get hard again as he thought about actually watching her in bed with another man.
 
   “Would you really like that, if we could figure a way for you to see him fuck me?”
 
   After just the slightest hesitation, Woz nodded enthusiastically that he would. 
 
   Casey thought about that. Could she do it? Could she fuck Nick, knowing her sweetie was watching every bit of the hot action between the two of them as it was happening?
 
   And how would it work? Would they secretly video tape it, somehow, and watch it later, together in this very bed? Or would it be possible to arrange a tryst someplace where Woz could be hidden, observing in person as she got down and dirty with her studly boss? 
 
   Another, even kinkier, even more forbidden notion suddenly crossed her mind. Nick was very secure in his sexuality. 
 
   Would he even care if Woz was there, right in the room with them, maybe even in the same bed with them, watching his wife getting fucked?
 
   Just the thought of that really got Casey’s motor running again. She looked down and saw that Woz was more than half hard.
 
   “Baby,” she asked him, “would you like to watch me and Nick in person some time. I mean, be right there in the room with us, with him knowing you were watching?”
 
   Woz’s cock gave a sudden jerk and really began to stiffen up, right before her eyes. He asked, “You mean actually be in bed with you, when he’s fucking you?”
 
   “Yeah,” Casey whispered back, reaching for his dick, “I think that would be super-hot, if you think you could handle it.”
 
   “Fuck, yes!” Woz replied eagerly. “Do you think Nick would ever go for that?”
 
   “I don’t know. Let’s let me get to know him a little better first, I mean as a lover; maybe ball him a couple of more times, and then we’ll see, okay?”
 
   “Hell, yeah, that sounds great!” 
 
   Casey smiled and reached over into the nightstand drawer for the sex lube. She was suddenly enjoying the hell out of this. 
 
   Not only had Woz just agreed to let her fuck Nick again all night long—several more times. If she was reading him right, and she was confident that she was, her sweet hubby had just gotten completely on board with the idea of her having sex with her boss pretty much whenever she felt like it. 
 
   “How about a nice ass-fuck right now, sweetie?” she asked him, handing the tube of lubricant to him and getting up onto her hands and knees in front of him. “I’m in the mood. I want you to have me that way as many times as you want, before you give Nick the right to fuck my bottom, should you decide to do that.”
 
   Woz scrambled up onto his knees. In moments, he had his big finger, along with a giant glob of slick gel, up his wife’s tight bunghole.
 
   “I think I just might,” he said as he slowly eased his cock into her now slick backdoor. “I might let him fuck you back here, as long as I get to watch. That would be so fucking hot to see, Case!”
 
   Casey moaned, her pussy juicing wildly as Woz teased her clit with his forefinger while he began to fuck her in the asshole. She had known which way he’d decide when she’d brought it up.
 
   She’d sensed that Woz couldn’t resist watching her get her shapely butt reamed out by a monster cock like Nick’s. Casey smiled and really began to get into the ass-fucking she was receiving right that moment.
 
   Was it just her imagination, or did it feel better today than it usually did? Was it more exciting, somehow, knowing that big-cocked Nick would soon be having her in this exact same manner while Woz watched?
She dug her nails into the bedcovers and pushed back against his thrusts, suddenly growing fonder by the minute of taking it up the ass!
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Eight
 
   “Hi, lover, how are you?” Casey whispered into the phone.
 
   She didn’t know why she was whispering. Woz was in the shower, washing his cock after he’d come, deep inside her ass, and she was standing in the kitchen, the door to the bedroom closed, talking to her boss on her cell phone as she waited for her turn in the shower.
 
   “Yeah, it went super, really,” she told Nick when he asked how Woz had reacted to her night away from home. “You and I are good to go again whenever we want, within reason. I mean, I’m not going to be able to spend every night at your place or anything. But once or twice a week would probably be cool with Woz, as long as I come home the next day and tell him all about it.”
 
   Nick told her that was absolutely sensational news and then asked her what kind of new car she wanted, and what color. Casey shifted her weight from foot to foot for a moment, considering that. She hadn’t had time to give it much thought before now, having been busy with Woz and making sure everything was still fine between the two of them.
 
   I don’t want to seem like a greedy little bitch or something and ask for a car that’s way expensive, she thought. But on the other hand, I don’t want another Nissan or something tiny and cheap, either.
 
   Nick wasn’t a particularly patient man. After just a few more seconds of silence, he said, “How about a big Mercedes sedan, kid? That’s what I drive. You said that husband of yours is a big man, so I imagine he’d appreciate the headroom.”
 
   Casey’s heart began to pound. A Mercedes—a for real, fucking Mercedes Benz, for her and Woz; what a rush!
 
   “Uh, yeah, that would be great, I guess,” she stammered.
 
   “What color do you want?”
 
   “I don’t know. Something classy…impressive, I guess, since I’m supposed to be representing the firm and all; maybe some shade of grey or perhaps black?”
 
   “Black is always appropriate,” Nick agreed. “I’ll tell you what. Don’t drive yourself in to work tomorrow. Have your husband drop you off instead. I’ll have the new car in your parking spot down in the garage, waiting for you, and then you can drive it home tomorrow night, okay?”
 
   “That would be terrific,” Casey said, grinning from ear to ear.
 
   Her old Nissan had over a hundred and eighty thousand miles on it and was just one cough and a sputter away from an engine overhaul. And Woz was currently driving an old Ford pick up truck that he’d bought when he was doing lawn work to help earn his way through college. A new Mercedes for them sounded like heaven on earth to her.
 
   “See you tomorrow, my dear,” Nick said just then. “We’ll discuss when we might get together for another night then, all right?”
 
   He hung up without waiting for an answer. When Casey put the phone down, she was walking on air.
 
   She pictured herself driving around in a brand new Mercedes—how cool was that?
 
   The door opened behind her. Woz, hair still damp from the shower, asked her, “So, did you call him? Did you tell him I’m cool with all of this?”
 
   She smiled at him. “Yeah, and he was jazzed about it.”
 
   “What night are you getting together with him again?”
 
   Casey shrugged. “I’m not sure. We haven’t talked about it yet. I wanted to sit down with you first and see what night is going to work best for you.”
 
   He started to say something, but she shook her head. “No, this time I want make sure that you to have something to do that night.”
 
   She came over to him, opened the door all the way and took his still partially damp, naked body in her arms.
 
    Looking up at him, she said, in a tone a mom might use to scold a six year old boy for pulling the neighbor girl’s pigtails, “No more sitting around staring at the clock, drinking. Let’s wait until there’s a good game on that you want to watch down at the sports bar or something. Or you can get a pool shooting, boy’s-night-out get together going with some of your buds, so that you’re having a good time for at least part of the night, instead of sitting around fretting about what I’m doing, okay?”
 
   He grinned at her, properly chastised and clearly appreciating her thoughtfulness, and then she added, “It’s just until Nick and I start fucking right in front of you. When we get to that point--assuming that we will--we won’t have to worry any more about keeping your mind occupied during my nights with Nick, now will we, karate-man?”
 
   “You know it, babe!” His grin went huge as he thought about that.
 
   ****
 
   “Holy God, just look at that thing, would you?” Woz whispered in awe.
 
   It was eight the next morning and they were sitting in his ancient pick up truck, staring at the sleek black Mercedes S550 sedan which was parked in the spot that read: Casey Wozniak, Executive Assistant to Mr. Daily. Woz shook his head in wonder.
 
   “That’s the big one, babe--the priciest fucking Mercedes they make!”
 
   He grinned over at his wife and said, “You must be one hell of a fuck, lady!”
 
   She giggled. When they finally stopped laughing, she said, “I am one hell of a fuck. And I give a pretty mean blowjob, too.”
 
   Casey reached over and turned off the truck motor. She said excitedly, as she opened her door, “Come on, babe; let’s check this thing out together!”
 
   Woz vaulted out of his side of the old Ford and took his wife’s hand as she came around the front of it. Together, they trotted over to peer in the windows of the gleaming black car.
 
   “Jeez, look at all that burled walnut!” Woz sighed longingly.
 
   “Yeah, and check out that rich-looking brown leather,” Casey said, a huge smile on her face. “Oh, baby, we’re going to look so hot, tooling down the street in this thing!”
 
   “Mr. and Mrs. Bigshot, that’s what we’re going to look like,” Woz said proudly. 
 
   He straightened up and grinned at his wife across the top of the low slung sedan, running his hand approvingly across the sunroof, and said softly, “You’d better ball Nick’s brains loose the next time you get together with him, honey. I don’t think we’re gonna’ want to go back to driving your old Nissan any time soon!”
 
   She nodded, breaking out into a fit of helpless laughter once again. He was so right. Her sweet Woz was so fucking right about that!
 
   ****
 
   When she breezed into her private office a few minutes later, she saw a small gift box sitting squarely in the middle of her desk blotter. It was wrapped with plain white paper and had a red bow.
 
   Lifting the top off, she saw a set of Mercedes keys. Underneath was a card that read: If you enjoy the car as much as I enjoyed Monday night, you are going to be one happy motorist! Love, Nick. Oh, and please shred this card after you’ve read it, my darling girl.
 
   Casey laughed. She picked up the keys and put them in her purse before tossing it on the credenza in back of her chair. Deciding that Nick was right about not wanting to leave any potentially embarrassing physical evidence concerning their new…relationship lying around, for curious eyes to see, she reached down and fed the card into the shredder beside her desk.
 
   Her intercom buzzed and she saw that it was The Man himself. Depressing the button, she said, “Yes?”
 
   “How did you like the car?”
 
   “Are you in your office?”
 
   “Yes, why do you ask?
 
   “Can you spare me a few minutes? There’s something I’d like to go over with you.”
 
   “Sure, come on in, kid.”
 
   Casey got up and went over to the door on the far wall of her office that led directly into Nick’s office. She went inside, carefully locking the door behind her.
 
   Nick was sitting at his desk, his reading glasses halfway down his nose, looking over a spreadsheet. Flashing him a huge smile, she went over to the other door leading into the outer office, the one his pit bull of a gatekeeper/secretary, Joanne, sat on the other side of, and locked it as well.
 
   “What’s this all about?” he asked, glancing up quizzically from the figures he had been poring over.
 
   She came over to his desk and went around it. Wordlessly, she slipped off the jacket to the new grey Giorgio Armani suit she’d worn into the office today and laid it across the top of one of his client chairs.
 
   “You can go back to your figures, if you’d like. This won’t take long.”
 
   He started to reply but stopped when she quickly undid all of the buttons down the front of her white, woven Oxford shirt and then pulled the blouse free of her suit skirt. Nick sat back in his chair and smiled as she reached behind her and removed her bra, tossing both it and the blouse on top of her discarded jacket and leaving her nude to the waist.
 
   Casey came around the desk and scooted his chair backward just slightly, so that she had room to kneel in front of him, and began undoing his suit slacks and belt. She gave him a quick, naughty grin, and then reached into his boxers and fished out his limp cock.
 
   “You can look at the spreadsheet, if you want. Nothing to see here; just a very grateful girl thanking her wonderful boss for the nice ride he got her.”
 
   Leaning forward, she licked his cock head as she eased the slit of the boxers open wider, so that she could slip his big nut sac out as well. As the mighty prick began to grow to full firmness in her fist--her tongue all over it, and her lips administering teasing little butterfly-soft kisses to the saliva-wet skin--she murmured, “You’re such as sweetie, Nick, darling, and I’m going to suck you off so beautifully…just you wait and see if I don’t!”
 
   Nick sighed with what sounded to Casey like utter contentment as she slipped the thick head of his super-cock into her lips and began to lave it with her hot spittle and her gliding, teasing tongue. She increased the suction and started to bob her head over his huge erection, taking just a little more of it on each pass, until more than half of the throbbing monster was buried in her lips and down her throat. Her tongue never stopped moving.
 
   “Oh, oh, fuck but that feels great,” Nick whispered after two minutes of the exquisite, near perfect blowjob. “Suck it, Casey, you little beauty. God, but you’re a sexy young thing, once you loosen up around a guy!”
 
   She murmured happily around his slippery cock meat and kept on sucking and licking. Nick’s big nuts started to tighten, slowly moving closer together under her eager oral assault.
 
   I told him this wouldn’t take long, she thought smugly, proud of her blowjob skills.
 
   Casey braced herself. She remembered how much jizz he’d flooded her mouth with the other night when she’d sucked him off for the first time.
 
   Nick put the spreadsheet on the desk and reached down to capture a naked tit in each hand. He kneaded her tender flesh lovingly, sending a flurry of tiny spasms down her backbone and right into her clit.
 
   He’s so fucking sexy! She thought, worshipping his huge cock with her mouth and tongue. God, I really like doing this for him…he seems to love it so much!
 
   Her boss suddenly released her tits and instead gripped the arms of his chair tightly, moaning, his prick jerking inside her mouth as she lovingly tongued it for him. An enormous wad of spunk spattered off the roof of her mouth and filled it to the brim in an instant. 
 
   Casey swallowed, knowing that more was on the way. She wasn’t wrong about that: the big hunk of muscle bucked again and another large mouthful of semen appeared.
 
   They say come is almost all protein, she thought as she gulped it down and was instantly rewarded with a fresh mouthful of the thick, slightly salty goo. I don’t think I’ll need lunch today. Blowing Nick is probably equivalent to eating two steak sandwiches!
 
   He groaned, an ecstatic look on his handsome face, and filled her mouth yet again. Casey just smiled up at him and kept on swallowing until his big nuts were empty.
 
   ****
 
   “Hey, babe, where are you?” she asked Woz when he answered his cell fifteen minutes later.
 
   She was fully dressed once more and back in her own office, looking at the stack of reports in her in-box that she needed to read this morning. But first, she wanted to do this, as a little treat for her baby boy.
 
   “I’m home. Just walked in the door a minute ago from dropping you off, why do you ask?”
 
   “Sit down in your easy chair and get your cock out, darling,” she whispered in her sexiest voice. “I’ve got a little something I want to share with you.”
 
   “Oh, and just what might that be?”
 
   “I just sucked off Nick, as a kind of thank you for the Mercedes?” she said in a soft, sultry murmur. “Do you want to hear about it?”
 
   “Oh, fuck, yes!” Woz replied.
 
   “Is your cock out?”
 
   “You bet it is, gorgeous. Tell me just what you did, you little minx!”
 
   “Well, first I made sure he was alone, in his office,” Casey said. “And then I joined him, after locking all the doors.”
 
   “Did you strip for him?” Woz’s voice suddenly sounded short of breath.
 
   In her mind’s eye, Casey could see him, leaning back in the big brown recliner, his big dick in his right hand, stroking it as he listened intently to her. She grinned and then got up and locked the door to her own office.
 
   Sitting back down in the chair, she raised the hem of the pencil skirt of her Armani suit high enough to access her panties and pantyhose. Then she rose up momentarily in her chair and dragged them down over her ass, all the way to her knees, baring her pussy.
 
   “I pulled my jacket, blouse, and bra off, so that he could see my tits and play with them as I blew him,” she confided to her husband, “and then I got his soft cock out of his boxers after I went down on my knees in front of his desk. He was still sitting in his swivel chair.”
 
   Casey slipped her middle finger into her very wet pussy and began to finger herself as she went on to report, “I started to lick his cock, until it was gleaming with my spit, before I popped it in my mouth and began to suck.”
 
   “Oh, holy fuck, babe!” Woz sighed. “What a hot little puss you are!”
 
   “Definitely,” she breathed into the phone, her finger now flying in and out of her juicy opening, her eyes half closed with rising excitement. “Oh, Woz, he got so fucking big while I sucked and licked him. And when he came in my mouth…Jeeeezus, what a wad he fed me!”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Nine
 
   “Are you mad at me for sucking Nick off at work today?” she asked him playfully, after putting her purse down on the table next to the front door when she got home that night.
 
   “Fuck, no!” Woz said, grinning up at her from his seat in the easy chair across the room. “Not after you called me and gave me that red-hot, blow-by-blow description of what you did.”
 
   She laughed and came over to sit in his lap. “Yeah, blow just about says it all, doesn’t it?
 
   He kissed her long and hard, as her arms went around his big neck, his tongue exploring her mouth, almost as if he was searching for traces of Nick’s come, even though it had been nine hours or so since she’d blown her boss. She shivered in his arms as she thought about sucking off Nick and then telling Woz all about it while she’d fingered herself and he’d jacked off right along with her.
 
   This was so fucking hot! Doing nasty, feverishly-exciting things with another super-sexy man whenever and wherever she felt like it, and then telling her sweet, voyeuristic hubby about it was pure heaven!
 
   As soon as Woz stopped kissing her, he was easing her out of her suit coat and blouse. Within a minute, she was naked and down on her knees in front of him, sucking his cock just like she had Nick’s that morning.
 
   But Woz didn’t want a blowjob. He stopped her well ahead of his orgasm and stood up, rapidly getting out of his own clothes.
 
   He took her right there, on the living room rug, in front of the recliner. Her thoughts flashed back to how Nick had balled her in just the same way a few mornings ago in the living room of his Beverly Hills mansion.
 
   My life is so incredible now! She thought as her loving man nailed her hard and deep, just the way her horny boss had on that other morning. I’m getting fucked right and left by two different, unbelievably sexy guys…and my God, is it ever wonderful?
 
   “Did he go off really hard in your mouth?” Woz panted in her ear just at that moment, fucking her furiously.
 
   Casey chuckled and licked his earlobe for a moment before whispering, “Oh, Jesus, babe, did he ever?” I didn’t have to eat lunch today; Nick filled my tummy with so much jizz!”
 
   “Fuck, fuck, what hot little slut you are, baby!” Woz gasped, ramming his cock down into her at an even faster clip.
 
   “Mmmmmmmmm, you know it,” she murmured in his ear, “I’m the hottest, darling, and I’m all yours—except when you decided to share me with Nick!”
 
   ****
 
   “I’m afraid you’re going to think I’m an even raunchier little slut than you already do, when I tell you what I’ve been thinking about, ever since that blowjob this morning,” Casey told her husband that night at dinner, her voice assuming a low, teasing tone.
 
   They were eating a meal of barbequed pork chops, rice pilaf from a box, and steamed corn. She took a sip of the excellent Chablis she’d bought to go with it.
 
   “What do you mean?” 
 
   “Well, I’m afraid that little suck off session this morning just whetted my appetite for another night of cheating on you with Nick, darling,” she said, smiling sweetly across the table at him. He burst into a huge grin.
 
   “Really, you little tramp? God, what hot-pantsed little ho you’re becoming, Case,” he said with a laugh.
 
   “I am, aren’t I?” she teased him right back, pleased with both herself and with her husband’s reaction to her news. “Are you mad at me for being so cock-crazy all of a sudden?”
He shook his head that he wasn’t. “No way in hell, babe; I wouldn’t go back to our old life for anything. What we’ve got going now is just too damned exciting to even consider giving up, don’t you think?”
 
   “My thoughts, exactly,” she quickly agreed. 
 
   Then her face suddenly went serious for a moment. She asked, her voice no longer teasing and playful, “You are totally okay with this, right, babe? I mean, this isn’t going to fuck our marriage up, is it? You’ve got to level with me; you’ve got to tell me if you ever feel threatened or bad about the naughty things I’m doing on the side with Nick.”
 
   She gave him a soft, warm smile and added, “Because the two of us being together, loving each other, being a strong couple…that’s what’s really important to me. This other stuff is super-exciting, and hot, sexy fun. But it’s you I love; you do know that, right?”
 
   “Totally,” Woz agreed, nodding his assent, “I know just where you’re coming from, Case, and I’m completely cool with it.”
 
   After a moment, the old, mischievous Woz resurfaced as he said, “Now that we’ve got that straight, when are you going to fuck him again?”
 
   Casey laughed and shook her head. “You’re incorrigible!”
 
   She reached across the small table and took his hand in hers and said, “I looked it up on the net, and there’s a really good Lakers pre-season game on TV Friday night, here in town, at the Staples Center. I thought maybe you and I could have dinner together at Sports Junction, and then I could drive over to Nick’s from there, and you could stay and take in the game, if that works for you?”
 
   “Way cool with me,” he said with another smile. “You’ll be spending the whole night again, right?”
 
   She looked down at the table briefly and then raised her eyes and said simply, “Yeah, I thought I would, if that’s okay with you, darling?”
 
   “Do you promise to tell me every little detail the next morning, when you get home?”
 
   She blushed slightly—she could feel her face getting red—but nodded and said, “You bet. That’s our deal, right?”
 
   “Then I wouldn’t have it any other way,” Woz told her, sounding totally confident and at ease with her plan. “Go ahead and ball his brains out and I’ll see you Saturday morning sometime, ready for a complete re-play of all the action, okay?”
 
   “That sounds wonderful to me, dear,” she said almost bashfully, delighted that he was all right with the arrangement, but still a little embarrassed over admitting her own eagerness to spend the night in another man’s bed to her darling Woz.
 
   ****
 
   The week seemed to fly by for Casey. Carol Crenshaw, the Northwest Division Manager, had gotten wind of a local fast food chain in Seattle that was up for sale, at what looked like a very reasonable asking price, and Nick had been intrigued by the report she’d sent him.
 
   He thought he might be able buy the company, tinker with the concept a tiny bit, and then launch it as a limited-market national chain in a number of big cities. So Casey had spent the week checking and rechecking the numbers, making sure that the upside on the little operation was as phenomenal as it had initially looked. It was challenging work, and Nick had left the whole vetting process up to her.
 
   She was scheduled to fly up to Seattle by herself next week, to personally tour a few of the chain’s locations with Carol Crenshaw. This was her first big solo assignment, and she was anxious to get everything right, so she hadn’t made it home before eight in the evening all week long.
 
   That had worked out all right. Woz had volunteered to switch schedules with another instructor at the dojo and had arrived home right about the same time as his wife every night.
 
   As keyed up as they could be about this Friday night, with her set to share Nick’s bed once more, they had gobbled a few quick take-out dinners together and then gone right into the bedroom afterward. They’d talked endlessly about what she might do with Nick and his mammoth cock come Friday, and about Woz getting to actually see her in action with her boss in the near future, if all went well.
 
   Those super-charged discussions had really gotten them going, and they’d made love every night that week, sometimes twice. Even though Casey was putting in long hours and was a little nervous about doing her absolute best on the Seattle deal; she had still found herself walking around the office with a huge smile on her face all week long. She was really looking forward to Friday night with Nick, and just the thought of how hot the sexual chemistry was between her and Woz at home these days made her smile even broader.
 
   All night in bed with Nick on Friday, she found herself musing; a chance to really shine at the office on the Seattle deal, and sweet, sweet nights in bed with my wonderful Woz all week long, plus driving to and from work every day in my incredible new Mercedes—what is there not to smile about?
 
   ****
 
   Nick unexpectedly threw her a big curveball on Friday morning, but she handled it. He called her into his office at ten-thirty and said, from out of the blue, “I think I’d like to meet your young man.”
 
   Casey just looked at him from across the desk. After a long pause, she asked, “Woz, my husband, you want to meet him—whatever for?”  
 
   “Curiosity,” he answered, “do you think that would spoil things for us--would the act of his shaking hands with me and joining me for a beer at that sports bar you mentioned spook your husband to the point where he might feel uncomfortable with the two of us being…together once more? I’d thought we might all have a drink together tonight and then you and I could take off for my place from there.”
 
   When she didn’t answer right away, Nick said dismissively, “It was just a thought. Don’t worry about it. I was curious to meet him; you know, to look him over face to face. Men are funny that way, I guess. It’s not important.”
 
   “No…he might be fine with it,” she said, after considering the idea of Woz and Nick meeting for another moment. “He’d probably like to meet you, too, come to think of it.”
 
   It might increase his pleasure; make the fantasy more real for him, if he can put a real face to the name, Casey told herself. Woz might enjoy imagining Nick fucking me even more, if he knew what Nick looked like.
 
   She realized that Woz had already Googled her boss weeks ago. But actually meeting him in person couldn’t help but make her husband’s mental images of her getting her lover’s big cock shoved up inside her all the more real and vivid for him. It would be much better than doing your fantasizing from a few old file photos found on a search engine.
 
   “Let’s ask him,” Casey finally said, reaching into her suit coat and pulling out her cell phone. 
 
   Hitting the “1”, she called Woz’s cell. He answered on the fourth ring.
 
   “Hey,” she said, smiling over at Nick as she spoke to her husband, “what ‘ya doin’, hot stuff?”
 
   She grinned. “I’ve just had an unusual proposal placed in front of me. Nick would like to have a beer with the two of us at the Sports Junction this evening, before he and I take off for his place for the night. Would you be cool with that, or would it be too uncomfortable for you, to meet him in person like that?”
 
   Listening to his reply, she raised her eyebrows in Nick’s direction, and then laughed, “Yeah, I’m pretty sure that he’d be glad to pick up the tab for the beers.
 
   “Okay, I’ll meet you at our place at six and then we’ll go and have a bite to eat at the Junction before Nick meets us there, ciao, darling.”
 
   She closed her phone. “He says he’s okay with it as long as you buy the beer.”
 
   Nick laughed. “That’s great. He sounds like he’s got quite a sense of humor. I like to see that in a man--especially if I’m fucking his wife on a regular basis and he’s big as a barn door and has a black belt in karate.”
 
   ****
 
   Dinner was two big orders of hot wings, some french fries drenched in nacho cheese sauce, with bacon bits scattered through it, two small green salads, and two beers each. Casey was glad to see that Woz was relaxed and in a good mood. He didn’t seem uptight at all about Nick meeting them here in a few minutes and having a beer with them before he took Casey back to his place for a second night of carnal adventures.
 
   She paid for dinner and the tip with a hundred dollar bill, gave Woz the change, and then slipped him another hundred as well. He raised his eyebrows questioningly at the wad of cash.
 
   “This place is sort of pricey. And I want you to have a good time tonight and not worry about a thing,” she explained, patting the back of his hand reassuringly.
 
   Then she gave him that motherly stare she sometimes used on him and added, “That doesn’t mean you have to drink up all of it, just because you have it. I don’t want to find you all grouchy and hung over tomorrow morning when I get home from Nick’s.”
 
   “Yes, Mama,” he told her, grinning good-naturedly, “I’ll be a good boy and leave my truck here in the parking lot overnight if I get too drunk to drive home. It’s only seven blocks from here back to our place. I think I could manage to walk that even if I was falling down, puking-in-the-gutter drunk, which I won’t be.”
 
   He held up his hand, indicating Scout’s honor. She laughed and he pocketed the money. The girl who was waiting on them came out to see if they wanted to order dessert or another round of drinks.
 
   Casey gave the young woman the once over again. She was about twenty-one, dressed in tight black satin short-shorts, with an equally tight-fitting black and white striped shirt—representing a referee’s jersey—along with a set of red suspenders that went over the tops of her rather substantial boobs, an outfit clearly designed to draw the male customer’s attention to her hot young body.
 
   I’m glad I trust Woz, she thought. That little bitch is as cute as the proverbial bunny and she’s given him the eye twice so far when she thought I wasn’t looking—the little slut!
 
   They ordered two more Newcastle Brown Ales and the sexy little “referee” went to fetch them. She had no sooner gone back inside the restaurant when Nick Daily strolled up to their table from the street.
 
   It was a nice October evening in Los Angeles, and they were sitting at a table just outside the restaurant, near the wrought iron fencing that encircled the outdoor dining area. Casey glanced up at her employer and smiled.
 
   “Woz, this is Nick,” she said.
 
   To Nick, she repeated, “Boss, this is my husband. His real name is Adam but everyone calls him Woz.”
 
   “You can call me Mr. Wozniak, if you’d like,” Woz bristled, standing up, extending his hand in a manner that was aggressive, and almost threatening, his face gone as hard as the top of the metal table as he stared daggers at Nick Daily.
 
   Nick recoiled a little, eyeing the towering young man uncertainly. At six-foot five in his stocking feet, Woz cut an imposing figure tonight, dressed as he was in a tight-fitting black tee shirt that said Park’s Taekwondo across the chest in white, oriental-themed letters, the shirt tucked into his tight Levi blue jeans.
 
   After another few seconds of the stony stare-down, Woz suddenly broke into a huge grin and thrust his hand out even further toward Nick. He laughed, saying, “Had you scared for a second there, didn’t I, dude?”
 
   Nick laughed as well and shook Woz’s offered hand enthusiastically. He told the younger man, “I mentioned to Casey today that you seemed to have quite a sense of humor. I see I wasn’t wrong.”
 
   The referee girl came up to them with the two cold ales just then. Woz looked over at her and said, “We’ll need a round for our friend, Nick, too, honey.”
 
   Glancing back at Nick, he asked, “What will you have?”
 
   “Hey, those Newcastle Ales look fine to me,” Nick said, sitting down across the table from Woz and Casey as the waitress hustled back inside to retrieve another bottle of ale.
 
   A moment went by and Nick said, “So, your wife tells me you work as a karate instructor and that you really enjoy it.”
 
   “Yeah, I love teaching the kids, especially,” Woz said, toasting Nick with his ale before taking a big cut out of it.
 
   “I can imagine how that might be rewarding,” Nick commented, “helping to instill confidence in young people.”
 
   “It is,” Woz agreed.
 
   After a moment, Nick leaned forward and said, “You know, I admire you, Woz. I like a man who’s got balls, who has confidence. Not every guy would be as sure of himself as you are in this situation.”
 
   He glanced over at Casey and went on to say. “You have nothing to worry about, of course, as far as your lovely wife’s…uh…arrangement with me is concerned. She’s told me a dozen times, at least, that she loves you like crazy.”
 
   Nick sat back and then added, “But still, not every man would be as comfortable in his own skin as you seem to be. I’m glad that you’re a risk taker, because being with Casey is a rare treat, indeed. She’s fantastic…but then I guess I hardly need to tell you that; now do I?”
 
   “No, you sure don’t,” Woz smiled easily and looked over at his wife. “She’s the absolute best, and I love her like crazy, too.”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Ten
 
   Nick’s ale arrived. He gave the girl his American Express card and told her to run a tab for them.
 
   “So, I understand you’re a Lakers fan and that you’re going to stay here and enjoy tonight’s game, while Casey and I are otherwise occupied?” He said to Woz.
 
   “That’s the plan.”
 
   “You know, I’m pretty sure one of the outfits I own has a skybox at the Staples Center,” Nick said cordially, drinking some more of his ale. “We should go to a game some night, once the regular season starts, just the three of us. I bet we’d have a great time.”
 
   Woz’s eyes lit up at the thought of a private box and a Lakers game, live. Tickets had gotten so expensive over the last couple of years that he only went to one or two games a year now. That had been all they could afford, until Casey’s new job had come along.
 
   Casey, clearly thinking about her and Woz and Nick in bed together—if that ever came to pass—said, smiling slyly, “Yeah, I bet the three of us could have one hell of a time together, at that, couldn’t we, Woz?”
 
   Her husband laughed; clearly picking up on her hidden meaning and nodded, “Yeah, I’ll just bet we could at that, babe.”
 
   At that moment, an absolutely huge black man came lumbering over to their table, accompanied by a thinner, shorter fellow who was also black and was dressed in a wild-looking, hip-hop themed outfit. The pair of them stopped right in front of Nick. The bigger man was smiling, but it was an evil-looking, angry smile.
 
   “Sometimes God does look with mercy upon us,” the big man said in a low, rumbling voice, now glaring down at Nick. “I never thought I’d catch you outside of that fancy office building of yours, away from your security guards, at a working class bar like this one, where I could wring your scrawny neck for you, man!”
 
   “Well, well, Honeybear Wallace, as I live and breathe,” Nick said, smiling confidently up at the towering figure and trying to sound that way, too.
 
   But Casey knew her boss well enough by now to sense that he was much taken aback at the sudden appearance of the big man. The smile on Nick’s face looked tight and somewhat forced to her, and she’d thought that she had detected a tremor of fear in his voice as well, when he’d spoken just now.  
 
   “This extremely large gentleman is Honeybear Wallace, ex-defensive end for the Eagles, the Redskins, and finally the Rams, before he retired from the league last year,” Nick told Woz.
 
   “I recognize him,” Woz answered back in a non-committal way, looking neither overly excited about meeting an ex-NFL star or unhappy to make his acquaintance. “I’m a big football fan, so I pegged him immediately.”
 
   “Fuck off, kid,” the Honeybear said, his voice almost a growl as he warned Woz away from the coming dust up. “You’d best stay out of this, if you know what’s good for you. I’m about to settle some things with this money-grubbing puke.”
 
   “There was nothing illegal or immoral about the way I assumed control of your company, Honeybear,” Nick said.
 
   “You shut the fuck up, too, old man,” the ex-football star snapped in reply, cutting Nick off. “You saw a big moneymaker in Honeybear’s Honey-Mead Marinade and you came in and grabbed it and froze me out, you motherfucker! You cheated me out of my own company, and now you’re about to pay for it!”
 
   “I’d hardly call a million dollars in cash and a percentage of the stock cheating you,” Nick insisted.
 
   “Yeah, you’ll make millions while I’ll get squat, if I’m lucky,” the big man yelled, reaching down and grabbing Nick by the coat collar as he drew back his fist.
 
   He jerked they tycoon up out of his chair and flashed his evil grin once more; his massive fist cocked back a notch further. “Get ready to lose some dental work, you lying cocksucker!”
 Woz sprang to his feet and started around the table. Honeybear glared at him and snarled, “I warned you, kid, to stay the fuck out of what don’t concern you.”
 
   With that, he tossed Nick back down into the chair and came around the table to meet Woz as if he were rushing a quarterback. The younger man might have stood six five and had a fifty-two inch chest and nineteen inch biceps, but the ex-NFL player hurtling toward the karate instructor made him look much smaller than usual. 
 
   Wallace was an even six-eight and had weighed three-eighty-five when he’d played pro football. Retirement had added another forty pounds to the Honeybear, but he could still move very quickly for a big man. His left hand shot out and grabbed Woz by the throat and began to squeeze.
 
   Woz used a karate technique to slap the ex-lineman’s hand downward, easily breaking his grip, and immediately snapped off a right-handed punch of his own that hit the bigger man in the chin and made him take a halting step backward. Honeybear Wallace grinned.
 
   “You some kind of karate geek, kid?—well, good, bring it on, cocksucker!”
 
   He started forward again and Woz spun around and launched a lightning quick reverse kick that caught the ex-lineman right where the punch had; squarely on his chin. Honeybear’s smile evaporated into a look of utter surprise as he fell back onto his ass on the cement patio.
 
   “Stay down there, I’m warning you,” Woz said coldly, an unholy fury now sparkling in his blue eyes. “If you get up, I’m really going to fuck you up, dude, and that’s a promise!”
 
   The big athlete shook his head as if to clear it and came up off the deck with murder in his eyes. He went to tackle Woz, to crush the smaller man with his enormous arms and with the momentum of his huge frame set in motion.
 
   In a flurry of movement, Woz hit him in the nose with a right, chopped his big neck hard with the flat blade of his left hand, and then brought is right knee up into the bent over, staggering man’s face. Honeybear went over again, blood from his shattered nose all over his face, and lay still this time when he hit the ground.
 
   “Try a little of this, you motherfucker!” the man who had come up to the table along with Honeybear Wallace hissed, whipping a switchblade knife out of his pants pocket and brandishing it in Woz’s direction.
 
   The karate man moved in quickly, in a sort of sliding shuffle motion and grabbed the other man’s wrist with his left hand. He snapped the hand downward, over his left knee, and the knife went clattering away across the patio concrete.
 
   “Yeah, asshole, well why don’t you try a little of this!” Woz growled, holding the struggling man easily by his wrist and then snapping his right elbow upward and across the smaller man’s face.
 
   Again, a nose was shattered and blood flew as the skinny man’s body sailed across the patio, where he landed flat on his back next to his unconscious friend. Woz watched him lying there for a second, also dead out, and then went calmly back around the table and grabbed his half empty ale.
 
   He downed it in three big swallows and set it back on the table. Flashing a little smile their way, he told his wife and Nick, “You guys have fun tonight. I think I’ll watch the game from home after all, if you don’t mind?”
 
   With that, he put his hand on the four foot high wrought iron fence and vaulted easily over the top of it. Once on the street side of the fence, he turned back in their direction for a moment and told them, “Cops are always a hassle, even if it was self defense, like this was. I’ll catch you tomorrow, honey. Tell the law you have no idea who I was, just some dude who was trying to pick up on a pretty lady, okay?”
 
   Not waiting for an answer, he turned and jogged off down the street, toward the lot where his old truck was parked. Nick, a delighted smile on his face said, “That kid of yours is fucking dynamite, honey. I definitely see now what sold you on him. Here, let’s get you another drink while we wait for the cops to show up and take our statements.”
 
   ****
 
   Casey soon found out that a prominent, super-rich businessman with tons of political clout and legendary lawyers at his beck and call didn’t have to say much to the police if he elected not to. Within an hour after the patrol car had showed up, Honeybear Wallace and his friend—who had turned out to be a local gangster/wannabe rapper named Elroy, “Slimboy” Slaughter—were cooling their heels in a jail cell, awaiting their own turn with legal counsel, while Casey and Nick were sitting at the bar in his living room, enjoying a couple of gin martinis together.
 
   “I really like your hubby, Case,” Nick told her. “He’s got a great sense of humor, he’s calm and cool as hell under pressure, and he can really handle himself in brawl, that’s for damned sure!”
 
   “Yeah, Woz is great,” she smiled back at him, toasted him with her martini, and then took a big sip of it. “Plus, he’s totally good with us spending the night together.”
 
   Nick laughed easily, “Yeah, there’s that, too, of course. All in all, he’s a terrific young man, as far as I’m concerned.”
 
   He toasted her back and joined her as she took another sip of her drink. Casey asked, “So, what was that big brouhaha about?”
 
   “Oh, it’s no big deal,” Nick answered, swirling the gin around in his glass. “It’s just a hazard of the business I’m in. Old Honeybear wanted to cash in on his football fame while everyone still remembered who he was. He had a recipe for a meat marinade that he said was an old family secret, handed down from generation to generation.”
 
   Nick drained his martini and then chewed on the olive while he fixed himself a second one. Looking over at Casey, he shrugged and added, “Turned out it was really damned good stuff, so he started a company to produce and market it, quickly ran out of money, and then issued stock, so he could raise more cash to continue operations.”
 
   He finished making the drink, added another blue-cheese stuffed green olive, and then continued the story. “Honeybear was a great defensive lineman, but he’s a lousy businessman. He got in money trouble again almost immediately. I heard about the company, tried the product, decided that it was great, and came in and acquired his operation in a hostile takeover.” 
 
   Nick shrugged again and went on to add, “I do that kind of thing all the time. But once in a while, the people involved get a little pissed off.”
 
   He gave Casey a look and then said, “Pissed off is kind of Honeybear’s middle name in the first place. He got fined a zillion dollars over the years for fights he started, both on and off the field. He didn’t take to being eased out of control of his own company very well.”
 
   “I guess not,” Casey said fervently, recalling tonight’s confrontation. “God, I thought he was going to rip your head off earlier. And that other creep with the knife…he looked positively vicious!
 
   She finished her own drink, sat it on the bar, and put her arms around Nick’s waist, looking up at him. She’d kicked her heels off when they’d arrived back at his place, so she was now three inches shorter than he was.
 
   “I’m glad they didn’t hurt you,” she whispered sincerely, “for a lot of different reasons.”
 
   “Oh, is that so? Nick asked her with a smile. “And just what might those reasons be?”
 
   “One, you’re a great boss, and I love working with you, so I’d hate to see you injured. Two, I’ve grown very fond of you, Nick Daily. And three, I really want to fuck you again tonight; and that would be hard to do if you were laid up in Intensive Care somewhere.”
 
   He gulped down his new drink and set it on the bar. His arms went around her and he drew her in for a kiss.
 
   “I’m happy to hear that, baby,” he whispered, just before their lips met, “because I like you, too, and I’m just dying to get you naked and in bed again, Casey, you fucking hottie, you!”
 
   ****
 
   “Oh, yeah, like that,” Casey sighed. “Just exactly like that, darling, oh, fuck, Nick, you’re getting me so damned hot!”
 
   So far tonight, Nick was concentrating on her nipples. They were naked in the middle of his big bed and he was feasting on her very erect little pink nubs as if he couldn’t get enough of them.
 
   Casey was lying on her back, against the pillows at the head of the bed. She looked over at her image in the mirrored closet doors and saw that she had a languid, heavy-lidded, this-feels-so-fucking-great, look on her face as Nick moved from one nipple to the other, like a bee gathering pollen, his fingertips toying with whichever saliva-gleaming bud he wasn’t busy sucking.
 
   “Jesus, you do that so beautifully,” she sighed, her ass coming up off the bed in an involuntary, rolling motion, as if her swollen clitty was seeking some attention as well. ”My nippies are positively throbbing, Nick. You’ve got ‘em so aroused!”
 
   “What about this cute little thing…is it throbbing, too?” he whispered, changing tits yet again, patting her clitty lightly, teasingly, with his palm as he did so.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Eleven
 
   “Oh, oh, damn, yes!” she whimpered, a huge pulse of pre-come excitement rippling through her at the touch of his hand against her super-sensitive clit.
 
   Nick sat back on his heels, grinning at her. “Your body is so wonderfully responsive, kitten.”
 
   He reached down and gripped his hard-as-it-could-get cock between his forefinger and thumb and waggled it at her playfully. “Do you want a little of this, sweetheart? Does that juicy little pussy of your want this big thing deep inside it tonight?”
 
   “Yessssssssssssssss!” Casey hissed, coming up off the pillows.
 
   She put her arms around his neck and kissed him, her tongue all over his. Her hands roamed through his short-cropped brownish-blond hair and her breasts jerked in unison against his chest fur as another pulse of pre-come sensation roared through her aroused body.
 
   God, this guy is hot! She thought, deliriously happy to be where she was, making out with handsome, sexy Nick, daydreaming about how hard Woz was going to fuck her tomorrow morning when she told him about this; about everything she and red-hot Nick did tonight in this bed tonight!
 
   Casey dropped her right hand downward and found Nick’s stovepipe of a cock. She wrapped her fist around it and rubbed the marble-hard, pre-come-leaking head all over her taut belly skin, as they kissed, drawing a big moan from him.
 
   “Jesus, but you’re a sexy little puss!” he gasped, when he pulled his mouth from hers. “Get on your back again, Case. I’ve just got to fuck you now!”
 
   “Mmmmmmmmm, what a good idea, darling!” she murmured, eagerly lying down beside him.
 
   He scrambled over in between her legs and took his rampant cock in his fist. Smiling down at her, he toyed with her clit with just the tip.
 
   “Naughty boy, don’t tease!” she whispered, smiling up at him. “Shove that thing in me. Fuck my hot pussy, Nick, fuck me hard and deep—I need it so bad!”
 
   He pushed forward and she sucked in her breath as the huge knob slowly parted her gushing lips and slid inside. He grinned down at her as he slipped more and more of the hot, steely-hard shaft into her.
 
   Oh, my sweet God, but that thing is big! She thought, letting out her breath slowly as it filled her completely. And, fuck, does it ever feel good inside me!
 
   Nick began to move his hips, dragging his mammoth hard on in and out slowly. Casey mewled with pure delight and rubbed her nipples up against his chest as he took her in his arms and really started to give it to her.
 
   “So good,” she murmured in his ear, bestowing a tiny lick on the lobe that sent a shiver of pleasure through him as he fucked her, “that huge thing feels so good inside me, baby! I never thought I’d like getting it from a really big one…but oh, God does it ever feel great when you do it to me!”
 
   He drew his head back so that he could watch her face as he nailed her over and over again. Shaking his head in wonder, he whispered, “You’re so fucking hot, Casey! You’re one of the prettiest women I’ve ever fucked, and you’re so damned exciting in bed!”
 
   Now it was Casey’s turn to shiver with delight, and she did. Nick was so incredibly great in the sack himself--she felt honored that he thought so highly of her as a lover!
 
   “Ooooooooh, baby, you do me so fine,” she sighed, working her hips hard, rolling them in perfect time with his thrusts down into her. “It feels so fucking good that I can barely stand it!”
 
   He merely smiled and kept on banging her. Casey felt her big breasts really start to jelly and shake atop her chest as he picked up the pace.
 
   That so felt nice. Everything felt so nice to her.
 
   Fuck nice! She thought, her tummy fluttering the way it always did when she was about to have a really big orgasm. This isn’t nice…it’s nasty and forbidden and that’s a big part of why it’s so totally fucking sensational!
 
   “Oh, Nick, I’m gonna’ come!” she whined after just another minute or two of Nick’s hot, hungry fucking, her pussy fluttering all around his driving cock. “And, baby, is it ever gonna’ be a big one?”
 
   “Come for me, Casey,” he hissed excitedly, his grey eyes sparkling with arousal, “that’s my little girl; come hard for me, sweetheart!”
 
   “Ugh, ugh, oh, oh, yeaahhhhhhhhhhhhh!” she screamed as her pussy went off, sucking at his gliding prick in much the same way her mouth did when she blew him.
 
   Casey’s butt came up off the bed, her whole long body arching upward, driving him in all the way inside her; her fluttering pussy walls milking him as he gasped and started to unload deep in her womb! The two lovers quivered together, moaning out their mutual ecstasy as Nick flooded her inner depths with his hot seed.
 
   God, oh, God, what a good one! Casey thought, coming hard. Oh, man, can this guy ever ring my chimes? 
 
   ****
 
   “Woz really gets cranked up when I tell him about all of the naughty stuff we do together,” Casey whispered in Nick’s ear.
 
   They were lying up at the head of the bed, cuddled together, talking softly after the first super-orgasm of the night they’d just shared. “He fucks my lights out, when I tell him about how hard that big dick of yours makes me go off.”
 
   Nick laughed. “I’m glad the two of you enjoy that so much, because God knows, I sure love doing the things with you, Case, that give you two something to talk about later. Your Woz is really something. Most men would be so jealous they couldn’t see straight, over losing the rights to a true beauty like you on an exclusive basis—a lot of men would go crazy over that.”
 
   “Not my Woz,” she smiled back at him, “he loves it when I tell him how I sucked you off and swallowed your load for you.”
 
   She gave out with a naughty giggle and then proceeded to tell Nick in detail about how she’d phoned Woz while she was stroking her own pussy off, the morning the car had arrived, just after she’d blown Nick in his office. He laughed and shook his head.
 
   “That is so great! So he jacked off while you told him all about blowing me, and you were fingering your own cunt off at the same time?” 
 
   She nodded and Nick shook his head in amazement once more as he said, “It’s almost as if the three of us all had sex together that morning.”
 
   Casey’s clit throbbed hard. She knew she had to pounce on this—would there ever be a better opportunity than the one at hand to broach the idea of a three-way between her and Nick and Woz? 
 
   “Would you ever consider that?” she whispered softly, using her absolute sexiest voice. “A three-way, I mean, with you and me and my husband; all of us in bed together?”
 
   “I’m afraid guys don’t do it for me, Case,” Nick said, not realizing her true meaning at first.
 
   He thought over what she’d said for another moment and then added hopefully, “But if you’re talking about both your husband and me fooling around with you at the same time, or one right after the other…like a mini-gangbang…then, yeah, sure, I could go for that.”
 
   He laughed and went on to say, “It’s been years since I last did something like that, but it wouldn’t be the first time. An old roommate of mine back in college had this girlfriend who really liked to be done by two guys at once. And I was always more than happy to be the second guy in the trio. That was some great, really fun sex, as I recall.”
 
   Casey’s heart was pounding. She said, somewhat breathlessly, “Woz is dying to do that. He told me so the other day in bed. We both thought it would be incredibly hot, if you were comfortable with it. My husband really wants to see you fuck me, Nick!”
 
   He beamed over at her. “That sounds great to me. I like Woz and--if you’re sure he wouldn’t fall off the deep end, seeing my dick in you, and karate me to death or something—then I’d love to try a three-way with you two.”
 
   Casey nodded enthusiastically. “That sounds wonderful to me, too. So, maybe the next time you and I get together for the night, I could bring Woz along?”
 
   Nick glanced past her, at the digital clock on the nightstand. He shrugged and said, “Hell, Case, it’s only eight-thirty. Why don’t we slip on a couple of robes and go have another martini at the bar? Woz could make it over here in a half an hour or so, at this time of night, if he left right away—there’s no traffic to speak of.”
 
   “Cool! Let’s take a quick shower together, so that I’ll be fresh and clean for both of you when he gets here. I’ll call him right now; he’ll be so excited!”
 
   ****
 
   “Hey, man, this is some house!” Woz said when Nick, flanked by Casey, opened the front door for him thirty-five minutes later, both of them dressed only in long white, terrycloth bathrobes.
 
   “Come on in,” Nick urged him, shutting the door behind the younger man and locking it as Woz stepped inside. “Let’s all have a drink.”
 
   “Whoa,” Woz said as he followed his wife and Nick through the large living room and over to the big bar on the far side of it, “pay close attention at the office, babe. Be sure to learn everything Nick can teach you, because I want us to have a house like this some day!”
 
   The three of them shared a laugh over that, and Nick slipped around behind the bar. He made a pair of fresh martinis for him and Casey and looked expectantly across the bar top at Woz.
 
   “What’s your pleasure, young man?”
 
   “Well, unless Casey’s been lying to me, I think most of my pleasure is going to be found down the hall in that bedroom later,” Woz joked, “but for right now, a Canadian whiskey on the rocks sounds good; Crown Royal, if you’ve got it.”
 
   Nick reached under the bar and took out a short, nearly round bottle that was half full of a liquid which featured a rich amber color. Casey read the words Crown Royal XR on the impressive-looking label.
 
   “What does X-R stand for?” She asked as Nick poured some of the whiskey into a short cocktail glass filled with ice and pushed it across the bar to Woz.
 
   “It’s an abbreviation signifying ‘extra rare’. This whiskey is from last batch of Crown Royal made at the Montreal Island LaSalle distillery that shut down back in 1993. As a result, it’s kind of pricey…but oh, man is it smooth and mellow.”
 
   He looked over at Woz and said, “Try it and see what I mean.”
 
   Woz swirled it around in the glass and then took a sip. His face broke into a huge smile, and clearly impressed, he blurted enthusiastically, “Jesus, this stuff’s incredible!”
 
   He tried another mouthful, clearly savoring it, and shook his head. “How pricey is pricey?”
 
   Nick shrugged. “I think it runs about a hundred and seventy bucks a fifth.”
 
   “Holy fuck,” Woz wheezed, “and I thought regular Crown Royal was expensive at twenty-five bucks or so a bottle!”
 
   He flashed Nick a sheepish grin and admitted, “I usually buy Black Velvet instead, because I can get it for about twelve dollars for a big jug of it at Sam’s Club.”
 
   Nick laughed and nodded his head, “Yeah, I drank a lot of that back in college, years ago. It’s the best cheap Canadian you can buy, for my money.”
 
   Casey sipped her martini and watched the two men in her life bonding over the price of inexpensive whiskey. She smiled. 
 
   This was going to work out just fine…she could sense it.
 
   ****
 
   “So, how do you want to do this?” Woz asked the two of them half an hour later, when they were all appropriately buzzed on alcohol and back in Nick’s bedroom together.
 
   “Why don’t you take your clothes off,” his wife said, shedding her robe just a little self-consciously, slightly nervous at being naked in front of both Woz and Nick together for the first time, “and then sit right there, on the edge of the bed and watch us for a while.”
 
   She smiled almost shyly at her husband and then whispered, “You can join in when the opportunity arises, and you feel comfortable with it. I think you’ll be able to sense when the time is right, babe.”
 
   He nodded, his eyes wide at the sight of her nude body, standing next to Nick, who casually opened his own robe just then and tossed it over onto a nearby chair. Woz’s eyes got even bigger as he saw Nick’s half-hard cock and very large nut sac for the first time.
 
   “Jumpin’ Jesus, maybe I’d better keep my clothes on,” he whispered, staring in near disbelief at the long, incredibly thick hunk of dangling male muscle. “I can’t compete with that, that’s for damned sure!”
 
   “It’s not about competition, my young friend,” Nick told him with a little smile. “It’s about having fun, all three of us together. You’ll do fine, just don’t worry about it.”
 
   So saying, he and Casey got on the bed together. Woz watched, fascinated, as the two of them embraced and he saw, for the very first time ever, his hot little wife sucking tongue with another man as she began to eagerly make out with Nick.
 
   “Hot damn,” Woz sighed as he quickly stripped off his tight tee shirt, his eyes never leaving Casey and the man who was about to cuckold him yet again…
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Eleven
 
   Casey wouldn’t have thought it possible, but she was even hotter than usual when Nick’s tongue slid into her mouth and she began to rub her already aroused nipples against his chest. Knowing her horny husband was right here, a scant few feet away, watching her--made it every sensation even more intense. She glanced over at Woz out of the corner of her eye and saw him take off his shirt.
 
   This is fucking incredible! She thought as a huge shiver of pure sexual excitement and out-and-out lust ran through her entire body.
 
   He’s watching me! My baby boy is watching me being naughty with my lover! God, what a rush this is!
 
   ****
 
   Woz got out of his jeans, shorts, socks and shoes in record time. His dick was nearly hard already as he watched Casey and Nick rub their naked bodies together, their tongues clearly dueling as they kissed.
 
   “Fuck, Casey, the two of you look so hot together I can barely believe it!” he sighed, fisting his cock to full hardness in just a few strokes. “This is so fucking crazy-hot to watch, just like I thought it would be, only better!”
 
   Casey pulled her lips from her lover’s and smiled up at her handsome husband. She said in a languid, very aroused-sounding voice, “Get on the bed with us, darling. I’m going to suck both of your dicks soon. Would you like that? Would you like to see me suck Nick’s cock while I play with yours at the same time?”
 
   “Fuck, yes!” Woz wheezed, his hard prick jerking in his fist.
 
   He was on the bed in an instant, lying on his side next to the couple, but not so close as to crowd them. Casey’s back was to him; she broke off the sultry tongue kiss again and turned in Nick’s arms to face Woz.
 
   “Come here, baby boy, and kiss me a little,” she whispered in a tone that was so seductive, so sensual, that his erect cock bounced upward to slap against his belly without him even touching it.
 
   Awkwardly, very aware of Nick’s eyes on him as he slid over nearer to the spooning couple, Woz leaned in and kissed his wife while another man squeezed her big tits for her from behind. A very aroused Casey’s tongue shot into his mouth and his entire body quivered as he realized that she had been kissing Nick in exactly the same way only seconds earlier.
 
   “Mmmmmmmmm,” she sighed pushing her tits against Nick’s hands as she made out with Woz, her right hand coming up to toy with his neck-length, thick black locks while her tongue glided so maddeningly over his.
 
   Fuck, fuck, fuck…this is incredible! He thought; his cock head now pressed up against his wife’s sleek belly. Nick and I are both doing her at once…sort of!
 
   Casey pulled her mouth away from his and whispered, “Take over squeezing my titties, darling, while I give Nick a little more loving, too.”
 
   She turned in the other man’s arms and Woz moved in to spoon behind her now, his hands replacing Nick’s on Casey’s tits while she kissed Nick just as she’d been kissing her husband until seconds ago.
 
   Shit, I can see her tongue making a bulge inside his cheek while she’s making out with him! Woz realized with a start.
 
   His fully engorged cock bucked against her naked ass cheeks when he saw that, and his wife made a satisfied little cooing sound as she sucked on Nick’s tongue, and pushed her tight ass mounds back against her husband’s steely hardness. Woz squeezed her tits a bit harder in his palms. He was so excited he could barley breathe!
 
   Casey made out with Nick for another minute or two, and then turned again. As smoothly as if they’d been doing it all their lives, Woz handed off his wife’s big, swollen-with-excitement knockers to the other man, and Nick moved in to press his erection against her butt while she and her husband sucked tongue together. Woz mashed his pre-come leaking cock head against her smooth belly as they kissed.
 
   This is unbelievably hot, Woz thought, amazed just how much it aroused him to double up on Casey this way, sharing her with Nick is fucking incendiary!
 
   Casey waited until she had both men panting like a pair of dogs who had just chased a rabbit across a large field. Then she slid out of their combined embrace and downward, leaving the two men facing one another, lying against the pillows at the head of the bed.
 
   “Over on your backs, boys, if you want my lips on those big, beautiful cocks of yours,” she murmured, her chocolate-brown eyes electric with excitement at the sight of the two towers of hard male flesh throbbing right next to one another.
 
   Obediently, both Nick and Woz were on their backs in an instant. Casey slid back up in between them, on her tummy. Carrying her upper body weight on her elbows, she took Nick’s cock in her left hand and Woz’s in her right and stroked them slowly, her gaze moving from one man to the other.
 
   “God, this is fun!” she whispered, licking her lips, clearly loving her control over the situation.
 
   She looked at Woz as she drew Nick’s long cock closer to her head with her fist. Her eyes on her husband’s, she hissed, “Do you want to see me suuuuuuck Nick’s huge cock, darling?”
 
   Woz’s own dick jumped in her fist as he blurted, “Shit, yes! I’m dying to see you in action, Case, you super-sexy little slut girl!”
 
   She gave him a naughty, delighted little giggle and then leaned over and ran her tongue all around the head of Nick’s mammoth prong as her husband watched. Woz felt his stomach jerk tight.
 
   She’s doing it! My hot, horny little wife is actually licking another guy’s cock right in front of me!
 
   Casey let a big wad of spittle that she had obviously been saving up slip from her lips and ooze down over Nick’s gently-throbbing monster. It flowed over the head and down the sides, soaking Casey’s gripping fist in clear saliva as well.
 
   She worked her hand up and down on it, looking over at her husband as she did so. The big cock soon glistened with a thick coating of her shiny spittle.
 
   “So big…so fucking pretty, when it’s all wet and gleaming like that, don’t you agree, honey?” she asked Woz in a taunting tone, a naughty, ‘I’m such a bad girl’ grin on her beautiful face. “It’ll slip right into my mouth now, I bet, don’t you think?”
 
   The teaser of a smile still on her face, she asked him, “Should I suck it for him while you watch, Woz-darling?”
 
   “Fuuuuuccckkkkk, yesssssssss!” he moaned, his cock giving a huge lurch in her other fist. “Suck it, baby. You know I want to see you do it!”
 
   Smiling, she dipped her head and took nearly half of Nick’s massive prick into her lips on her first pass downward. Her cheeks hollowed as she moved her lips up and down, sucking softly at the stone-hard dick, her tongue making ripples in the hollows of her cheeks as it swirled around and around the thick shaft while she sucked.
 
   Woz fought hard to keep from blowing a mighty load of cock cream straight up into the air. His wife’s mouth nursing so hungrily on Nick’s enormous prick was the sexiest thing he’d ever seen in his entire life!
 
   All of the fantasizing he’d done about her committing this very act paled in comparison to seeing the real thing. Casey—his sweet, wonderful little wife--Casey’s lips moving up and down on another man’s dick while he watched thrilled him as nothing else ever had before.
 
   He stared raptly as she slurped and licked and sucked for all she was worth, her big tits jiggling as they dangled down onto Nick’s bare thigh, dragging across his flesh with each downward stroke. Woz looked closer and saw that Casey’s nipples were as firm as two little pink beads as she sucked the fat cock!
 
   Just then, she came up off the thick hunk of muscle and turned toward him, her lips wet with saliva and no doubt with Nick’s pre-come, as well. She leaned down and kissed Woz’s cock head and then ran her tongue all over it while she continued to stroke Nick’s glistening prick with her left hand.
 
   “Oh, oh, fuck, babe,” Woz gasped, beside himself with lust. “You’re the sexiest woman alive!”
 
   “Mmmmmmmmm,” she murmured, engulfing six inches of him on her first downward pass, her tongue all over him as she began to suck.
 
   Nick sighed. Woz looked over at the older man and saw that his grey eyes were just as excited by what they were seeing as Casey’s had been.
 
   “You’re dead right about her being the sexiest woman alive,” Nick whispered, his voice sounding gruff with pure arousal as he watched Casey’s mouth going up and down on her husband’s cock shaft, “she is the sexiest woman alive, kid. You’re such a lucky man—your wife is a fucking fireball in bed!”
 
   ****
 
   Casey felt as if she was on fire! Her pussy was a lake; it was so flooded with lube. She could feel the thick oil oozing out of her pussy lips as she twisted around on the bed, sucking first one big cock and then the other, until both men were moaning and calling out to her as if they were worshippers at some ancient shrine, chanting their love goddess’s name!
 
   Fuck me, but this is hot, she thought, changing cocks yet again, they’re both so hard, so fucking excited by me sucking them. God, I bet they’re going to fuck me senseless tonight—or at least I hope they do!
 
   She took Woz’s entire prick into her mouth and throat on her next downward sweep, her tongue still all over him. After sucking Nick’s whopper a few times now, her hubby’s fat, lengthy cock seemed easy to swallow by comparison.
 
   He groaned with excitement as every last inch of it disappeared into her nursing lips. She tickled his nut sac with her fingernails and twirled her tongue around and around, the suction constant but gentle.
 
   “Oh, God, baby, has Nick been giving you cocksucking lessons or something?” Woz gasped appreciatively. “I thought you were good before you starting seeing him—but now you’re unbelievable!”
 
   Nick laughed. “That’s all Casey, kid. I had nothing to do with it. I think she’s just extremely turned on tonight. She was really going after my prick a second ago, too.”
 
   I am turned on! Casey thought. It just feels so sexy and open and hot—sucking both of these big dicks while my husband and my lover watch me do it, and knowing that they’re both going to fuck me soon!
 
   She got up onto her knees and leaned over, urging Woz, with her eyes, to scoot over closer to Nick. When he did so, she grasped both of the shiny-with-spit erections in her fists and began to beat the gleaming cock heads against her dangling breasts, using them to pummel her very aroused nipples.
 
   “Jesus, would you look at that?” Nick gasped, watching in something like awe as Casey thumped her nipples with the tip of his huge prick, the wet, smacking sound of flesh striking tender flesh clearly driving him wild with excitement.
 
   “Look how her tits shake when she beats on ‘em with our dicks!” Woz murmured, equally entranced by the spectacle of his beautiful wife popping herself in the nipples with the two hard cock heads.
 
   Casey moaned, her eyes half closed with rising lust, her big tits jiggling wildly as she drummed on them with the hard male meat. She was so aroused that her pussy was now leaking hot oil; she could feel tiny rivulets of it trailing down both thighs as she knelt over the twin hard ons.
 
   God, this is so fucking wild! Woz and Nick, both in my hands at once; Jesus, look at my titties bounce when I pound them with those fat cock heads!
 
   A huge twinge of pre-come excitement rippled from her nipples down her backbone and right into her untouched clit. She moaned again and shivered with pure need.
 
   “Oh, God, I want to come!” she sighed, feverishly rubbing the leaking cock tips all around her jutting nipples, the two men’s slick pre-come quickly coating both of her pink nubs in clear, slippery fluid.
 
   An idea struck her and her eyes popped open, her brown orbs electric with excitement. She whispered urgently to Nick, “Show Woz that little trick of yours with my g-spot and my clit, darling! Show him how to do that to me, and then I can suck your big cock some more while he gets me off!”
 
   Woz sat up straighter against the pillows, his blue eyes blazing with arousal and curiosity. “What trick?”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Twelve
 
   “Here, kid, get on your belly, in between Casey’s legs,” Nick said, gently pulling his dick free of her grip and moving onto his side and then onto his stomach.
 
   In seconds, Casey had traded places with them and was lying flat on her back in the middle of the big mattress, Nick on her right, on his stomach next to her right leg, and Woz on his belly just on the other side of that leg, in between her splayed open thighs. Nick showed Woz his right hand, palm up.
 
   “Put your two middle fingers inside her snatch and slide them up her inner wall, until you find a spot that feels rougher than the rest of that slick pussy lining; it’s around three inches up and about the size of a quarter.”
 
   Woz slid two fingers into Casey and felt around. When the pads of his fingertips touched the right spot, she sighed and nodded, “Oh, yeah, right there, baby boy! That’s it, for sure!”
 
   “Now, tease it gently,” Nick murmured, “it’s the steady pressure and a deft touch that eventually does the job.”
 
   Woz grinned, clearly delighted to be learning this new Casey-pleasing trick, and stroked her just as instructed. His wife moaned again and wriggled her lush hips against his invading fingers.
 
   I’m so fucking turned on already that this isn’t going to take long! She thought.
 
   “That’s it,” Nick said in a soft, encouraging voice as he got up onto his knees and made his way up even with Casey’s head. “Now, tease her clitty with your tongue tip while you stroke her g-spot. When she goes off, it will be a double-climax, and so intense you won’t believe it.”
 
   Woz stuck out his tongue and caressed Casey’s swollen clit with it as he continued to touch her lightly inside with his fingertips. She whimpered at how sensational that felt and pushed her hips against his tongue tip.
 
   “Oh, oh, my God but that feels wonderful,” she gasped.
 
   Nick tapped her on the cheek with is cock head and she whipped her head around to face his burgeoning hard on. “Oh, baby boy, look what your little Casey’s going to be sucking while you do me!”
 
   Woz’s eyes went huge as he watched his wife swallow half of Nick’s gigantic cock on his first gentle lunge into her more than willing lips. He gasped as he saw Casey’s tongue swirl around and around, the bulge of her tongue tip crossing her hollowed in cheeks as she sucked on Nick’s huge dong.
 
   “God, but your girl can suck a dick, Woz, you lucky bastard,” Nick sighed as he began to fuck Casey’s mouth while Woz licked and caressed her lower body.
 
   Woz, nearly beside himself with excitement as he watched his wife suck the other man’s cock again, redoubled his efforts on Casey’s pussy and interior wall. She gurgled happily around Nick’s gliding prick meat and then whined with pure joy as her sexy boss reached down and took a pointy pink nipple in each hand and began to tease them with his fingertips while Woz used his mouth and fingers on her pussy.
 
   Everywhere, Casey’s frantic mind told her, they’re touching me, licking me, teasing me…everywhere at once! My nippies, my g-spot, my clitty; oh my sweet God, what a feeling!
 
   In no time, Casey’s pussy walls began to flutter steadily. Woz felt it and ran his tongue around her clit even faster, circling and teasing, his fingers never stopping their solid, tantalizing pressure on the little bundle of nerve endings deep inside her cunny.
 
   Her mouth was busily gobbling up Nick’s thick cock head and about half of his mammoth shaft with each thrust into her lips. She was out of her mind with excitement, her tongue going wild against her boss’s hot flesh, the pressure of her suction gentle but insistent.
 
   “Oh, Jesus, baby,” he moaned just then. “What a slurpy, sexy, incredible blowjob you’re giving me!”
 
   Woz groaned as he watched the other man feed his dick relentlessly into his wife’s hungry mouth. Casey’s tummy muscles began to ripple, the way they always did when she was about to go off really hard, and her pussy lips suddenly snapped shut and then popped back open under his gliding tongue and delving fingers.
 
   “Ummmmmmmmm!” she wailed, the fiery orgasm suddenly upon her, her sleek ass coming up off the bed involuntarily.
 
    The feeling that she was about to pee quickly morphed into a furious, blisteringly hot spasm of pure ecstasy, which started in her g-spot and radiated immediately down into her clit. The tiny pink pleasure bead throbbed in perfect concert with the pulses coming from her g-spot and an overpowering wave of pleasure completely engulfed her.
 
   “Whoa!” Woz had time to burble with surprise before a jet of girl-come spattered against his tongue and lips, splashing all over his handsome, shocked face.
 
   I’m squirting! Casey’s fevered brain realized amid the incredible climax sweeping through her, her tits jerking spasmodically beneath Nick’s twisting fingertips, her pussy clenching and gripping at Woz’s fingers. I’m coming so hard that I’m squirting!
 
   She’d read about girls who pumped out pussy-come when they had a really intense orgasm. But it had never happened to her before!
 
   Another big gush of the clear, slick liquid hit Woz in the face and she watched through heavy-lidded eyes as he swallowed a big mouthful of her warm come. Nick moaned and said, “Jesus, that’s one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen!”
 
   His cock jumped in between her lips just then and a tidal wave of jism spurted into her mouth. Casey swallowed frantically, but the second stream of semen was even bigger than the first one had been, and large globs of the pearly-white goo pumped out of her closed lips and soon coated both them and her chin.
 
   “Oh, holy fuck, am I ever coming?” Nick bellowed, unleashing a third whopper of a come to splash in between her sucking lips.
 
   Casey swallowed gamely, but another wave of the thick, pudding-like goop oozed out onto her lips and chin and even onto her cheeks. There was just so much of it!
 
   God, I’m going to drown! Casey thought deliriously, still coming like crazy on Woz’s lapping tongue and gently-pressing fingertips. But I don’t care…this is so fucking hot, coming like this while Nick creams my mouth and Woz sees him doing it!
 
   Woz seemed to be of the same opinion. He pulled his lips and fingers from Casey’s spasming cunny and instead got quickly up onto his knees and jammed his hard cock into the juicing hole, burying himself balls-deep inside her with one hard thrust.
 
   “Fuck, look at all that come!” he moaned, fucking his wife frantically as he watched her mouth receive yet another big wad of cock juice from Nick’s clenching balls. “Swallow it, Casey, you sweet slut. Swallow every drop!”
 
   “Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm!” Casey mewled deliriously, gulping down the gushing come frantically and licking for more.
 
   Woz fucked her furiously, his ramming cock drawing another series of come-clenches from her spewing pussy and pumping g-spot. She sucked another jet of jizz out of Nick’s balls and downed it as her boss sighed, “Oh, fuck, Case-honey, you are one sexy little cunt! Fuck her hard, Woz, she’s still going off…this scorching-hot little slut you’re married to is still getting that sweet pussy of hers off!”
 
   With a contented sigh, Nick drew his prick from Casey’s nursing lips. He was done coming, but his cock was still very hard.
 
   Casey turned and looked at her husband, Nick’s thick wads of dick cream all over the lower half of her face and oozing down onto her neck and the tops of her big breasts. Woz moaned, “Oh, fuck, Case, you look so fucking hot…so fucking sexy, with those huge puddles of spunk all over that pretty face of yours!”
 
   “C-Can I suck yours off too, darling?” she panted, so turned on by the taboo, incredibly nasty scenario they were involved in that she was still right on the edge of yet another orgasm.
 
   “Go on,” Nick whispered just then, moving on his knees toward Woz, “let her blow you while I fuck her pussy for a while, kid.”
 
   “Jesus, yes,” Woz managed to gasp, pulling his cock out of his wife’s overflowing quim and making his way up the bed to kneel near her face on her left side.
 
   Casey turned her head toward him and Woz used his hard cock head to push some of Nick’s thick, pearlescent semen into his wife’s mouth. She swallowed it as he watched and Woz groaned with pure lust and shoved his cock head—covered with the come of another man—into her lips and began to fuck her mouth as just eagerly as he had her pussy just moments ago.
 
   At the same time, Nick fed his still very hard dick into Casey’s recently vacated cunny and began to really give it to her. She gasped with pleasure around her husband’s sliding cock meat and sucked for all she was worth as Nick fucked her hard and deep.
 
   “Oh, oh, Christ, Case, you’re the hottest little cunt on the face of the earth!” Woz sighed, watching her suck his prick voraciously while Nick hammered that monster cock of his in and out of her pussy.
 
   I am! Casey thought, coming again around Nick’s pussy-stretcher of a dick. I am the hottest cunt on earth—and I just love it!
 
   And then she couldn’t think about anything except Woz exploding into her mouth and all of the thick, creamy jism he was pumping into her lips. She gulped it down and came even harder on Nick’s driving cock.
 
   ****
 
   “Okay, I’ve got to tell you,” Nick said. “Your wife gave me some of the hottest moments I’ve ever had in bed with a woman, that first night she stayed over.”
 
   He turned toward Casey and Woz, who were leaning back against the pillows just as he was, Casey in the middle, and went on to add, “But what we did just then…? That was fucking incredible. I don’t think I’ve ever come that hard before in my whole life!”
 
   Woz grinned. “Yeah, it was pretty damn intense, wasn’t it?”
 
   Casey was blushing. She had gone into the bathroom and washed all of the spunk off her face and neck and upper breasts with some soap and a warm, wet washcloth, but she felt as if the two men were still seeing all of that thick, heavy goo all over her face and upper body every time they looked at her.
 
   Truthfully, it felt kind of hot, imagining them seeing her like that. She’d never felt the way she was feeling right now before in her whole life.
 
   She felt like a sex goddess—a porn star! She felt desired and desirable; like the hottest woman alive—and the sensation was so wonderful that she could barely believe it!
 
   I adore this feeling, she thought, I love that my two sexy, macho, utterly gorgeous men are both here in bed with me. And that I just fucked them both and sucked them off, too, and that I did a super job of it!
 
   A tiny smile appeared on her face. She glanced at herself in the mirrored closet doors and thought that the smile looked like that of a confident, utterly fulfilled young woman.
 
   She eyed Nick and then Woz before asking quietly, “So, you boys liked that little performance, did you?”
 
   “You know we did,” Nick growled, leaning down to plant a quick, light kiss on her naked right shoulder.
 
   “It was incredible, babe,” Woz agreed, bestowing a similar peck on her left.
 
   “I kind of liked it, too,” Casey admitted with a sly grin, followed by a girlish giggle, “since you guys made me orgasm like a crazy girl, over and over again!”
 
   The three of them shared a chuckle over that candid admission and then leaned back against the pillows, caught up in a sort of companionable silence as they contemplated just how great that round of sex had been. Casey found that she was experiencing a mixture of emotions concerning the wild behavior she’d just exhibited.
 
   For one thing, she was incredibly proud of herself. Her whole life, Casey had been more than a little uncomfortable within her own skin.
 
   She’d been pretty, extraordinarily pretty, since she was little. And that had set up a lot of expectations as she’d grown older.
 
   Casey had been acutely aware since her early teens that she had an exotic beauty about her—the bright blonde hair and the unexpected, spectacular brown eyes—and that her tall body was exceptionally curvy and desirable. And that had always made her just a little uneasy about herself.
 
   While she’d enjoyed a healthy sex drive from early on, she’d never really lost her fear that her various male partners would be expecting more than she could deliver, because of the way she looked. She knew she was prettier and better built than some movie stars, or porn stars, for that matter.
 
   Would she be…could she be…hot enough, in bed, to satisfy the fantasies of the men who lusted after her? She’d always been uncertain that she could.
 
   She had thought, as she had matured and gained sexual experience, that she was reasonably good in bed; that her blowjobs were above average, and that she was a good fuck. But was that enough—would some boys and, later, men be disappointed in her performance, having expected to find, given her spectacular looks, a red-hot sexbomb of a girl in bed with them? 
 
   Meeting Woz had helped her self-confidence greatly, of course; the way her extremely handsome, super-hunk of a man had fallen for her so totally and loved her so wonderfully. And then the whole thing with Nick had been terrifying for her at first as well—would he be expecting her to be a scorching-hot blonde bombshell of a woman and be disappointed to find out that she was—in reality-- just another girl, and not a terribly experienced one at that?
 
   But, of course, sex with Nick had ended up being unbelievably great and had further served to her vastly increase her confidence in bed as well.
 
   And now there was tonight.
 
   This night, so far, had been incredible, she had to admit.
 
   After tonight, for the first time ever, Casey felt completely confident about herself as a sex partner. The two gorgeous men in her life had been expecting something wild, intense, and remarkable from her this evening—and she’d been more than able to deliver! She, little Casey Connors, nee Wozniak, had been smokin’ hot in this bed tonight…and it felt…it was almost indescribable, how good it had felt, sense of accomplishment it had given her! 
 
   “What’s that big smile for?” Woz asked her just then.
 
   Casey glanced over into the mirrored closet doors and saw that she was, indeed, smiling hugely, contemplating how good she felt about herself at that moment. She winked at him and said, “I’m just happy! It turns out I just love having hot sex with two studly, great looking guys at the same time, darling.”
 
   Nick leaned in on the other side and said, “Well, I think we can help you out there, with another round, right, Woz?”
 
   “You know it, pal,” Woz said, taking Casey’s left breast in his big hand and squeezing it just the way he knew she loved it.
 
   Nick leaned down a bit further and sucked her right nipple into his mouth and began to tease it with his tongue while Woz continued to toy with her left one. Casey sighed, the wonderful sensations of having both breasts worshipped at once flowing right down into her pussy.
 
   She brought a hand up to caress each man’s head as Woz bent lower and started to nurse on her breast right next to Nick, who was still suckling her left one. 
 
   This is so perfect, she thought, so fucking hot!
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Thirteen
 
   “Ooooh, what are you naughty, naughty boys up to now?” Casey moaned minutes later.
 
   After working on her breasts until both nipples were absolutely pulsing with arousal, her two lovers had gradually, sensuously, kissed and licked their way down her body, after first stretching her out flat on her back once more on the bed. Now Nick was rolling her onto her left side, and cocking her right leg at the knee, so that he could better access her dripping-wet pussy slit with his slithery tongue.
 
   Woz, on the other hand, was behind her, nibbling maddeningly at her ass cheeks with his sharp teeth, nipping at and then laving his tongue all over, her taut butt mounds while Nick licked her clitty. Then, much to her surprise, she felt her husband’s tongue slithering lightly up and down her ass crack.
 
   “Oh, not back there,” she hissed with utter delight at the sensation of having her ass spilt licked and her bunghole tickled with the wayward tongue tip, “that’s too nasty, even for you, sweetheart!’
 
   Woz paid her no mind, slipping about an inch of tongue into her tight opening and waggling it around. Casey sucked in her breath.
 
   Nick was licking gently at her clit at the same time--her two lovers sending what felt like an electric current crackling between her anus and her clit! She moaned and twisted her body against the twin tongues.
 
   This is so wild! She thought. No one had ever licked her asshole before!
 
   It was kinky and strange and, of course, thoroughly nasty—but the very nastiness of what the men were doing to her quivering body somehow made it feel all the more wonderful!
 
   “Ummmmmmmmm, oh, oh, God, what are you doing?” she gasped as Woz began to fuck his wriggly tongue into her backside while Nick lapped hungrily at her clitty. “Oh, oh, you bad boys, why does that feel so terrific?”
 
   Nick had reached up to claim her left nipple with his fingertips, and he was tugging gently at it while he ate her. Woz had what felt like half of his tongue shoved deep into her anal opening by now and was twirling it around inside her!
 
   “Jeee…Jeeeeeezus,” she moaned her ass twisting against the invading digit, her pussy overflowing into Nick’s sucking lips, “it’s so good…because it’s so completely baaaaaaad!”
 
   Casey was beside herself with excitement. In no time, she was heartbeats away from another shattering orgasm at the hands of these two sweet lechers of hers!
 
   God, but they’re making me crazy, she thought, her blood boiling as they teased and licked and tongue-fucked her between them. I want to come. I want to come again, so bad!
 
   Nick seemed to read her thoughts. He abruptly stopped licking her cunny and instead wrapped his arms around her waist, going over onto his back and taking her with him, rolling her up on top of him.
 
   “Ride me, cowgirl,” he whispered as he reached down and set the head of his hard cock against her sopping-wet pussy lips.
 
   With a moan, Casey let her weight down onto the big cock and felt every last steely inch of it slide up into her needy cunt. Nick bent her forward and kissed her, his arms going around her back, crushing her sensitive nipples against his wiry chest hair. His tongue found its way up into her willing mouth, and she moaned and sucked hungrily at it, as if it was a tiny, wriggly pink cock, her own tongue gliding all over it.
 
   Casey felt something cool invade her anus at that moment, replacing Woz’s tongue. She knew what it was: sex lube. Woz meant to fuck her in the ass while Nick did her pussy with his gigantic prick!
 
   Double penetration, she thought, not knowing if she could handle that or not, I’ve seen girls do it in porn movies, but I’ve certainly never done it—especially not with a cock as big as Nick’s involved!
 
   “Easy, Case,” Woz’s voice was gentle and reassuring as she felt the head of his cock up against her gooey rear opening, “I’ll pull out if it’s too much for this cute little ass of yours to handle, okay?”
 
   Nick was still sucking at her tongue, so all she could do was moan out her acquiescence. She felt Woz’s big cock head ease her slippery anal entrance open and pop inside.
 
   “Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm!” she murmured as inch after inch of hot, very hard cock meat invaded her stretched open back door.
 
   It’s too big, she thought, nearly panicking as Woz bottomed out in her ass sheath, with Nick still berthed all the way up inside her pussy; it’s just too much cock!
 
   Nick reached down and began to caress her clit with the pad of his forefinger just then, nudging his massive cock around inside her as he did so. A flurry of hot little spasms engulfed her stretched open cunny, feeling wonderful, and then Woz gently began to work just an inch or two of his dick in and out of her ass at the same time.
 
   That…that doesn’t actually hurt! Casey was shocked to find. It feels odd…it feels utterly wild, having that much hard cock shoved up into me, front and rear, at the same time. But it doesn’t really hurt!
 
   The two men went slowly, letting her shivering body acclimate itself to being double-fucked for the first time ever. Nick worked his other hand under her and began to tease her nipples, going from one to the other, as he continued to push her clit against his gliding cock shaft with the forefinger of his other hand.
 
   Oh, oh, dear God, that actually feels really nice! She thought as the two cocks started to ease up and down in concert, accompanied by Nick’s expert stroking of her nipples and clit.
 
   Within just a short time, Casey was riding the two fat pricks with growing confidence, sucking at Nick’s tongue, grinding her clitty and her nipples against his heavenly fingers. She was hot, and getting hotter by the second!
 
   “Jesus, Case, your ass is so fucking tight, especially with Nick’s huge cock shoved up inside your pussy!” Woz sighed. “God, what a super-fuck this is!”
 
   Casey was too aroused to reply. She just kept working her sumptuous butt up and down, gliding it downward in a sensual, cork-screwing motion, as she sucked at Nick’s tongue and moaned out her growing excitement.
 
   “Does it feel good, baby?” Woz gasped a moment later, her ass clenching down on his cock as her pussy clamped down on Nick’s in tandem. “Does it feel good to take two big dicks at once, my hot little slut-girl?”
 
   Casey whimpered, a mammoth pre-come spasm gripping her, her tits jerking in unison as her pussy and ass clenched sharply once again. She held on and kept pumping her hips, glorying in just how good it did suddenly feel to be taking two huge cocks at once!
 
   God, I’m actually doing it! She realized. I’m getting double-fucked by both of my sexy boys, and I just love it!
 
   She pulled her mouth from Nick’s, gasping for breath, and murmured, “Oh, God, fuck me—fuck me in both holes at once, you studs!”
 
   “Holy shit, kid, she’s incredible!” Nick panted, pushing his hips up off the bed, spearing his massive dick up into Casey’s slick little pussy. “Your wife has to be the hottest woman I’ve ever fucked!”
 
   Casey nearly swooned. She was so close to coming yet again, and Woz now felt wonderful up her stretched-open ass, and Nick was making her clitty throb like crazy with his gliding monster. And, on top of all of that stimulation, Nick had just said that she was the hottest woman he’d ever fucked!
 
   “Give it to me!” she shrieked as her whole body began to shiver under the gripping, all-consuming power of her newest orgasm. “Oh, fuck, spunk me! Shoot me full of that hot stuff, you sweet fuckers!”
 
   Woz moaned loudly as he hammered his dick deep into his wife’s anal core and unloaded wave after wave of searing ball juice into her tight hole, calling her out name as he came. Nick held out for another half a minute, ramming up into her spasming pussy again and again as it sucked at his flesh, before finally unleashing a geyser of cock cream up into it.
 
   “Take it, Casey, you hot bitch!” he bellowed as he jizzed her. “Take it all, you unbelievably hot fuck!”
 
   Casey squealed with pleasure and rocked back and forth atop the spurting cocks as they filled her. Her pussy was exploding into flutter after flutter of clenches and jerks, right along with her ass!
 
   Oh, fuck; what sex this is! She thought ecstatically as she came for what seemed like forever. My sweet boys are making me come everywhere at once again--this is fantastic!
 
   ****
 
   “You do see the downside to this, don’t you?” Casey asked the two of them, her tone light-hearted and bantering.
 
   After a long, playful shower together--with Nick and Woz washing her from stem to stern, taking way too much interest in her tits and ass and pussy before gently washing her hair while they took turns kissing her beneath the spray—the three of them were back in bed together once more, Casey in the middle. Nick was sprawled back onto the pillows on her right, Woz on her left, and all of them were, of course, still naked and slightly damp from the shower.
 
   “Oh, and what downside would that be, oh, beauteous one?” Nick asked her with a devilish little smile, keeping his tone as mischievous and flirty as her own.
 
   “Well, if I come over to spend the night with you again soon, and Woz elects to go out and shoot pool with his buddies that night instead of accompanying me,” she answered him with a matching grin, “even you, the great Nick Daily, may have trouble getting me off as hard as the two of you--working as some sort of perverted tag team of sex maniacs--have so far tonight.”
 
   She turned and told Woz, “And you, my darling man, even though I love you with all my heart and think you are wonderful in bed, may not be able to please me as much as you and Nick, together, have tonight.”
 
   She flopped back against the pillows, and went on to say, “The two of you together are nothing short of phenomenal, guys. I think I may be getting spoiled.”
 
   The three of them laughed.
 
    Nick--ever the bold problem solver--after pondering what Casey had said for another minute or so, offered, “That small concern can be easily overcome--why don’t you two just move in with me for a while? That way, we can double team you every night, if you want. And you and Woz can amuse yourselves in your own bedroom on other nights, when the two of you want some privacy.”
 
   He beamed at them and then added, “I have seven bedrooms in this house, in addition to this one, you know. Just pick the one you like best and it’s yours.”
 
   Again, they shared a laugh. Casey said, “Oh, yeah, that would be the gossip bomb of the year at the office, Nick, that’s for sure, the two of us setting up house-keeping with you.”
 
   He shook his head, a smug look on his face, and went on to explain his solution further.
 
   “It wouldn’t have to be; who, besides the three of us, would ever know? All you’d have to do would be to file a simple form at the post office, forwarding your mail to this address. Then we’d have your home phone reinstalled in whatever bedroom you chose and hook your answering machine up to it. If you didn’t change the message, no one at the office would ever know you’d moved.”
 
   Casey straightened up and looked over at her boss. She began to sense that he wasn’t completely kidding about this!
 
   “Are you serious?” she demanded.
 
   Nick shrugged. “Didn’t you tell me that you and Woz live in a real dump, and that you’re torn between moving out into something nicer, now that you can afford it, and staying there a while longer, just to save money to pay off student loans and such?”
 
   “Yeah, we’ve been debating what to do,” Casey admitted. “We hate the place where we live, but it is cheap. We can pay off the loans a lot quicker and still save up some money for an eventual down payment on a house of our own, the longer we stick it out and stay there.”
 
   “Well, why not live here with me for a while, for free?” Nick asked her. “That makes the most sense of all, if you really want to save money. My place is easily big enough for the three of us, and I have a maid service, so you wouldn’t have to waste your time cleaning, allowing you more time for work…and for fun!”
 
   The two of them looked at him, and then at each other. After a long moment, Woz said, “You don’t think there’d be problems, man, with both of us fucking Casey?”
 
   Nick laughed. “Hell, no; hey, I love fucking Casey, I’ll happily admit it. And so do you. And, after tonight, I bet you’d admit that you love fucking her right along with me, too, right?”
 
   Woz didn’t say yes. But he didn’t say no, either.
 
   Looking over at Casey, Nick said, “How about you, beautiful? Wouldn’t you just adore to have two studs at your beck and call; guys who really care about you and want nothing more than to make you happy in bed?”
 
   Casey thought about that. She had to admit, having both Woz and Nick close at hand, all of the time, fucking both of them, either singly or together, did have an enormous, if somewhat kinky, appeal!
 
   “Have you considered this?” she finally asked her boss.
 
   “No, not really; the thought just struck a few moments ago, when you were kidding us about the two of us not being able to please you anymore, except as a team,” he admitted.
 
   He sat up in bed and turned to face her, adding, “But the more I do think about it, the more sense it makes. I really like Woz, and I think he likes me. I’m not jealous of him, and I don’t think he’s jealous of me. As a matter of fact, I’m pretty sure that he just loves watching me fuck his wife.”
 
   He spread his hands and continued. “Financially, it would be a boon to you two, and I can certainly afford it. Think about it, you’d get to live the way the super-rich live, right now, not years down the road, after you’re finally making the money to afford that sort of a lifestyle. And you could be saving up money while you were living like a pair of millionaires. Where is the downside to that?”
 
   No one said anything for long moments, each of them considering this radical, wild suggestion of Nick’s individually. At last, Woz said, “Well, if it didn’t work out, for one reason or another, I guess we could always go ahead and move into our own place, just like we’ve been talking about, babe.”
 
   Nick gave him a shark-like grin and nodded his assent. The two men looked over at Casey.
 
   She thought it over. This was typical Nick Daily audacity on display; the kind of bold, out-of-the-box thinking that had made him a multi-millionaire.
 
   Constant exposure to him and his methods these past weeks had taught her that this was true. He analyzed a situation, found a unique slant on it that no one else had seen, and then just went ahead, leaving all potential competitors in the dust, pondering what to do while Nick was busy taking action.
 
   Besides, she thought, Woz is right. We’ve been talking about moving for weeks now. If we do this, and it doesn’t feel right to the three of us for some reason, we can always move into our own place before any real harm is done.
 
   She made up her mind. It was time to be bold! 
 
   “So…my choice is to continue living in a rat-hole, or to live instead with two horny, studly, gorgeous guys in a fabulous mansion in Beverly Hills, all expenses paid?” she said at last, and then broke out into laughter. “Come on, fellas, talk about a no-brainer.”
 
   She giggled with delight and lay back on the pillows, throwing her arms open to both of them. In an instant, they were taking turns kissing her and sucking her breasts.
 
   Casey smiled, fully expecting to get fucked again, by both her men. She wasn’t wrong!
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Fourteen
 
   Saturday proved to be a busy day. After sleeping in that morning, and then enjoying a long, sensual fuck session that left all three of them extremely satisfied, Casey, Woz, and Nick got showered and dressed and on the move.
 
   While Nick and Casey carried armloads of clothing out to both big Mercedes sedans and filled the trunks and back seats with them, Woz took his old pick up down to a local moving store and bought a number of cardboard boxes, plus a few rolls of bubble-wrap. When he returned, they proceeded to fill the assembled boxes with pots, pans, dishes, knick-knacks, etc.
 
   Lastly, they loaded the food into boxes and then looked around the place one last time. Woz elected to take both large screen televisions, even though Nick had TV’s in most of the rooms in his mansion—they were fairly new and still state of the art—but decided, along with Casey, that all of their other old furniture should be donated to Goodwill. He promised her that he’d talk to the apartment manager next week and arrange it all.
 
   On the way back over to Beverly Hills, Casey stopped at the Post Office and filled out a change of address form, forwarding all of their mail to Nick’s, and dropped in the box. Then the three vehicles caravanned the rest of the way across town, over to Nick’s driveway, and backed in.
 
   All of the boxes containing things that Woz and Casey thought they might need for their new place, when they eventually got one—pots, pans, knick-knacks--were stacked against a wall in Nick’s three car garage. The food went in the house, along with all of the clothes.
 
   ****
 
   “This is a great room,” Casey said as she finished hanging her clothes up in the spacious walk-in closet of the bedroom she and Woz would be sharing while they lived under Nick’s roof.
 
   “I’m glad you like it, but I hope both of you will be spending a lot of nights down the hall, in the master bedroom, with me,” Nick told her with an expectant little grin.
 
   “You can pretty much count on that, boss,” she whispered, and then turned, put her arms around his neck, and gave him a scorching kiss.
 
   “Hey, you two, none of that until we get all of this stuff put away,” Woz said from behind them, a good-natured smile on his lips as he chided them.
 
   “God, what a slave driver I’m married to,” Casey whispered, breaking off the kiss. “And I was getting so horny, just then. If you hadn’t interrupted, darling, you’d be seeing me down on my knees about now, sucking Nick’s big cock for him again.”
 
   Woz’s smile quickly morphed into a leer as he stared at his pretty wife and considered what she’d just said. He murmured softly, “Well, I guess a little break never hurt anyone…”
 
   ****
 
   “Go slow, Nick, Jesus, that thing is so huge!” Casey hissed excitedly, her whole body shivering from lust, and from nervousness.
 
   The little break had lasted just over half an hour so far. Casey had gone down onto her knees in the closet and dropped Nick’s slacks and boxers around his shoe tops.
 
   Then she had licked all around his rapidly stiffening cock as Woz had watched, breathlessly. When she’d begun to suck him in earnest, her husband had joined them, his own jeans and jockey shorts now down around his own sneakers.
 
   Casey had jacked Woz’s dick with one hand, while she’d nursed on Nick’s, and then had traded off. Soon, both men had been smiling and taking turns feeding her their engorged cocks while the other one enjoyed her hand’s gentle stroking.
 
   Somehow, all three of them had ended up naked and down the hall, in the master bedroom. And that had led to Nick giving Casey a power-fucking that had rattled her bones and made her come, shrieking about what a stud he was, as Woz had watched with undisguised glee.
 
   Next, Woz had taken over and banged his wife’s come-filled pussy frantically, making her twist and moan and claw at him until he at last shot his own wad into her as she screamed his name while she orgasmed yet again. Nick had kneeled close to the rutting pair, eagerly stroking his huge cock back to full erection while he’d watched them fuck.
 
   Now, Nick had her up on her hands and knees and was trying to ease his monster dick into her ass for the very first time, as Woz caressed her dangling breasts and whispered encouragement. Nick had spent the last few minutes licking out her asshole and then tenderly lubing it up with big gouts of slick sex gel.
 
   “I don’t know if I can do this,” Casey murmured uneasily as the mammoth head stretched her anus open wider than it had ever gone before, “it’s just so fucking…big!”
 
   Just then, her pushed-open pucker relaxed a tiny bit more and Nick slid inside. Casey dug her nails into the bedspread and groaned.
 
   “Oh, God, go slowly, please! That fucker is huge!”
 
   “Don’t worry, baby, Nick won’t hurt you,” Woz whispered, tugging lightly at Casey’s sensitive nipples, twisting them as he spoke.
 
   Nick had his right hand under her belly and was teasing her clit with the pad of one finger. A furious flutter of pre-come sensation flickered from her nipples down into her clit and back up her spine again, to her tits. Her pussy opened and closed, as did her impaled ass, letting another two inches of Nick’s hardness glide into her.
 
   “Ohhhhhhhh, oh, there’s just so much!” Casey moaned as Nick waited for her sheath to flex again, and then fed another three inches of cock into it.
 
   “Just a little more, baby,” Woz urged his wife, watching as Nick gently pushed two more inches of the large-bore cylinder of hard flesh into her fully stretched opening.
 
   “Aggghhhhhhhh!” Casey groaned as the last bit of marble-hard prick meat slid into her.
 
   She felt Nick’s wiry pubic hair up against her ass cheeks and knew that she had every last inch of him shoved deep into her backdoor. God, what a lot of cock!
 
   “Do her gently, Nick,” Woz said, his blue eyes wide with excitement at seeing his Casey’s cute little butt so stuffed with dick meat. “Jesus, she’s so full!”
 
   Nick didn’t answer; he redoubled his efforts on her clit as Woz squeezed Casey’s big, downward-hanging breasts just the way she loved having it done. Nick’s Executive Assistant merely moaned loudly and held her body still as he began to tenderly work his massive cock in and out of her in slow, easy increments.
 
   So much cock! She thought desperately. But I’m doing it! I’m actually taking it up the ass from Nick, God help me!
 
   Her eyes, which had gone closed as the mighty prick had slowly pried its way into her, now fluttered open. She saw Woz staring raptly at her boss’s penetration of her anal entrance. He looked super-excited, slightly worried, and wildly happy—all at once!
 
   “God, I think that may be the hottest thing I’ve seen yet, Case,” he whispered to her. “You look so incredibly sexy, twisting that beautiful little butt of yours back onto that gigantic dick of his!”
 
    Casey opened her mouth to tell her husband that he was wrong, that she wasn’t moving her ass back to meet Nick’s gentle thrusts into her. But then she started, because, as she prepared to speak, she realized that she actually was hunching her hindquarters back onto Nick’s gliding cock meat!
 
   I’m fucking him back! She told herself, slightly shocked by her body’s rapid acclimation to getting something as big as Nick’s cock shoved into it. I really am!
 
   “Christ, but you’re a great fuck, Casey!” Nick gasped just then. “Not many girls can take an ass-drilling from a dick as big as mine, but then you’re not most girls, now are you, you fucking hottie?”
 
   A shudder of lust rippled through her body as Casey heard his enthusiastic praise of her wanton sexuality. She sighed.
 
   Nick’s super-cock was starting to feel sort of nice back there, the more she got used to being penetrated by it. And his expert manipulation of her clit, coupled with Woz’s teasing fingers on her nipples, now had her panting for more.
 
   The hot friction of her boss’s big dick gliding in and out of her tender anus just added to her arousal. After another minute or two of the stroking and sensual fucking, she moaned as her ass sheath sucked at Nick’s cock while her pussy walls fluttered wildly.
 
   “Oh, God, it’s starting to feel so nice!” she murmured. “You can do it a little faster, Nick. Fuck me just a tiny bit harder!”  
 
   Woz beamed down at her, twisting her nipples just a little more forcefully. He whispered, “What an incredibly hot woman you are, Case. I can’t believe Nick’s fucking your little butt with that monster of his and that you love every second of it!”
 
   She smiled up at him almost shyly and said, “Well, it is what you wanted to see, remember, baby boy?”
 
   Woz nodded, still grinning happily. “It sure is, babe. And God, does it look hot, watching you get it like this!
 
   Casey trembled; a huge shudder of pre-come joy flowing through her as she reveled in Woz’s watching her being such an out-and-out slut with her boss. She sighed again and really began to corkscrew her ass back to meet Nick’s now powerful thrusts, the noise from the front of his thigh’s steady slap against the back of hers filling the room.
 
   “I know what she’d like even more,” Nick panted after another minute or so of the steamy butt-fucking.
 
   He leered at Woz and whispered, “Lick her clit for her while I fuck your wife’s ass, man—this hot little mix of yours will eat that up!”
 
   He nodded toward the pillows at the headboard and told Woz, “I’m going to lie back against those while Casey rides my bone. You get on your stomach and eat her at the same time, and I’ll play with her nipples for her, while you’re licking her.”
 
   Woz didn’t answer; he just grinned even wider and nodded his assent. Casey felt herself being picked up by Nick, his arms going around her waist, his cock still driven all the way into her bottom. He turned onto his back and she came to rest with her ass atop his buried cock shaft.
 
   She got her feet set in a squatting position and began to bounce her butt up and down on his huge prick, skewering herself over and over again as Nick caught a bobbling tit in each hand and began to work on her nipples once more. Woz moved in between her thighs on his tummy and his long, limber tongue began to glide all over her very aroused clit.
 
   “Oh, oh, holy fuck, but that feels wonderful!” she sighed. “Lick it, baby, lick my hot clitty while Nick fucks me in the ass!”
 
   Woz went wild on her pussy, his tongue all over it, then sliding deep inside it, teasing her throbbing clit all the while. Casey closed her eyes and moaned as her pussy closed and then opened; her ass tunnel rippling right along with it around Nick’s sliding cock, her tits jumping in his grasp.
 
   Gonna’ come; she realized through the suddenly-building ecstasy, if they keep this up, my guys are going to make me come so great!
 
   “Oh, Nick, fuck me hard,” she gasped as the first contraction seized her a minute later. “You two bad boys are getting me off so fine!”
 
   Nick responded by really hammering his huge manhood up into her again and again. Woz plastered his mouth against her orgasming pussy lips and sucked--his tongue all over her exploding clit.
 
   “Ungh! Ungh! Oh, oh, oh fuck,” Casey grunted, the whole room taking on a red tinge as she climaxed furiously, “that’s it, fuck me, fuck me right up the ass!”
 
   She twisted and moaned and came spectacularly atop the driving cock, up against her husband’s lapping tongue, for what seemed like forever. Then, at last, Woz pulled his mouth away from her pulsing quim and straightened up.
 
   Smiling at her, his handsome face awash in her orgasmic juices, he gently pushed her back against Nick’s chest and centered his still very hard prick in the middle of her overflowing lower lips. Casey started to protest that she couldn’t do them both at once, and then she remembered that she’d let them double her not all that long ago. The only thing different today was that their positions were reversed; last time, Nick had been in her pussy and Woz up her ass.
 
   “Oh, you naughty boys,” she sighed as her husband nudged her open and slid inside, Nick still hard as he could be up her ass, “all you want to do is fuck your little Casey…all the time…now isn’t it?”
 
   She wrapped her arms around Woz as he started to do just that, thinking to herself that having two sexy, handsome men who wanted to her fuck so deliciously all the time wasn’t the worst thing that could happen to a girl by any means!
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Fifteen
 
   Seattle had been fun, so far. It was Wednesday night, well after six.
 
   Casey sat on the bed in her hotel suite and took the phone out of her purse. She’d been on the go with Carol Crenshaw since nine that morning.
 
   They’d met at Daily Holdings, Inc.’s northwest regional office, which wasn’t quite as plush as the headquarters office building where Casey worked, but was still pretty nice. It overlooked Puget Sound and was only a few blocks away from the famous Pike Place Market and the Aquarium. From Carol’s sixteenth floor office suite, Casey could see the ferries crossing the bay as the two of them worked through the long day.
 
   Now, after a full eight hours spent going over figures, touring several restaurants belonging to the small local chain Nick was considering buying, and generally exploring all of the ramifications such a deal might include, Casey felt tired, exhilarated, and just a tad homesick.
 
   She’d grown up in southern California and had never had the opportunity to travel much before this. Seattle was pretty, and very green, from all of the rain the city got every year.
 
   But it wasn’t home. And, now that she had a breather before Carol Crenshaw came by to take her to dinner, Casey found herself missing being at home, in Nick’s mansion, just lolling around, having a few drinks, watching television in the media room on the big couch with Woz and Nick.
 
   She grinned, realizing that a lot of what she missed was making out with Nick and then with Woz, letting them gradually strip her bare in the darkened media room, and then letting them take turns fucking her atop the plush couch.
 
   “Oh, I miss my boys!” she sighed, speed dialing home.
 
   “Hey, babe, how’s Seattle?” Woz asked after only one ring.
 
   She heard him shout across the room to Nick, “Its Casey, man!”
 
   “Tell her hello and then tell her to get her shapely little ass back to LA as soon as she can,” Casey heard Nick call back to Woz. “Tell her I ended up fucking you in the ass last night but that it just wasn’t as much fun as fucking her in the ass.”
 
   Woz laughed and said, “In your dreams, old man!”
 
   He waited a beat and then added, “Besides, some of the queer-boy bodybuilders at the gym where I work out really give me the eye sometimes, in the shower, when they don’t think I’m looking. I’d be a primo ass-fuck, and you know it, Nick.”
 
   Both of her men cracked up laughing at that, and Casey just shook her head at their juvenile banter, wishing she was there with them, taking part in the raucous back and forth. At last, Woz came back on and asked, “Seriously, Case, how is the restaurant deal coming? When are you flying back home?”
 
   “Friday evening, it looks like,” Casey said. “I should be finished up here by then.”
 
   Nick’s voice abruptly came on the phone, “How is it shaping up? Do the numbers still look encouraging?”
 
   “Well, hi, to you too,” Casey answered sardonically, gently chiding him for launching right into business without as much as a “hello” when he’d taken the phone from Woz. “And, yes, the numbers look good. The units themselves could be made into charming little places--sort of like a very hip neighborhood bistro that specializes in seafood—with just a few cosmetic changes to the decor. The name, ‘Crabby’s Beach Hut’, will definitely have to go, of course.”
 
   “Yeah, that’s a non-starter, for sure,” Nick agreed. “But I like what you said, something with ‘bistro’ in it just might work. Keep thinking about that. Brainstorm it with Crenshaw; she’s good at the creative stuff, coming up with clever names and such.”
 
   “Oh, I thought she only excelled at crunching numbers and sucking cock?” Casey teased him.
 
   “She’s good at that, too,” Nick shot back, “but I don’t promote anyone to run a division just because she can gobble dick with the best of them, or ride a cock. They have to be sharp at their jobs, too. So be sure to keep that in mind, Mrs. Wozniak, if you would?”
 
   Casey laughed, “Message received, boss. I’ll buckle down and do a sensational job on this deal, and then I’ll come home and fuck you senseless—how does that sound?”
 
   “Now you’re talkin’, kid,” Nick laughed into the phone.
 
   Glancing over at the digital clock by the bed, Casey noted that it was edging on toward six-thirty. Carol Crenshaw would be here soon to take her to dinner.
 
   “What are you two miscreants up to tonight, without me being there to keep an eye on you and make sure you stay out of trouble?” she asked.
 
   “Believe it or not, I’m watching the Lakers pre-season game with Woz in the media room,” Nick replied. “I rarely take the time to watch sports anymore, but hanging around with this big jock of yours seems to be rubbing off on me. We’re definitely going to a few games this year at the Staples Center when you get back and the regular season starts. I checked and I do have a skybox there. A trucking company I bought last year owned it and we kept it, for entertaining clients.”
 
   “That sounds great, babe,” Casey said, smiling as she imagined her and Woz and Nick at a game, horsing around in the plush private suite as they watched the game, then going home and fucking like three crazed teenagers.
 
   “Where is Carol taking you for dinner?”
 
   “A place called ‘Il Bistro’, it’s not French, it’s more of an Italian bistro setting, but the food is supposed to be great and Carol thought we could get some ideas about the décor in our little chain of seafood cafes from looking it over.”
 
   “Sounds good; the big boy and I had a Kitchen Sink pizza from Salvatore’s delivered,” Nick said. “We’re eating it and drinking some Stella Artois beers while watching the game. Now that is a delicious way to spend an evening!”
 
   “Yeah, those are good, all right,” Casey agreed, the Kitchen Sink from Los Angeles’s premier pizza chain, Salvatore’s, being one of Woz’s favorites. “But I hope you guys remember to run about six miles each in the morning to burn off all of that fat and cheese. Those pizza’s have enough different kinds of greasy meat on them to satisfy a timber wolf!”
 
   “Spoilsport,” Nick replied smugly, “you’re just jealous that you missed out.”
 
   Casey laughed. “You’re probably right. Well, take care, and keep my boy out of trouble, okay?”
 
   “Will do,” Nick said and then hung up.
 
   Casey put the phone back in her purse and went to do a last check of her hair and make up. Carol Crenshaw might have been a lot older than her, but she was still a stunning woman. And Casey was damned if she was going to look less than gorgeous tonight in her presence!
 
   ****
 
   “So, Nick liked the bistro-theme idea?” Carol Crenshaw said, sipping some more of her cocktail.
 
   “He did,” Casey answered, drinking a bit more of her martini, “or at least he seemed open to it. He suggested that I turn you loose on the concept. He’s of the opinion that you’re very creative when it comes to logos and picking marketable names and such.”
 
   “I am,” Carol said simply. “I’m more than just a nice set of tits and a pretty face, in case that’s what you thought.”
 
   Casey felt herself color, but she tried not to react one way or the other to the sexy Division Manager’s none too subtle jibe. She wasn’t about to let herself be buffaloed by this bitch!
 
   “It’s my understanding that Nick doesn’t promote people on the basis of how well they please him in bed…those who elect to sleep with him, that is,” Casey finally said diplomatically.
 
   Carol Crenshaw gave her a canny look and then burst out into laughter. “So, you are fucking him…good for you! I pegged you as a girl who was going somewhere with the company during that first interview. Congratulations.”
 
   Casey’s blush grew deeper. She could feel her cheeks burning.
 
   “Don’t be ashamed of giving in and sleeping with him,” Carol urged, “it was the smartest play you could have made.”
 
   She leaned forward and whispered, “Besides, isn’t it a blast? Nick is such an incredible fuck!”
 
   When Casey still didn’t answer—didn’t acknowledge that she was, indeed, now sleeping with Nick on a regular basis—Carol went on to add, in an even lower whisper, “Did he do that thing he does with his tongue and his fingertips to your clit and your g-spot yet? That’s a fucking killer move—I just love that!”
 
   Casey couldn’t help it, she giggled and then slowly nodded, admitting her guilt, “Yeah, it’s really something all right, isn’t it?”
 
   The ice now broken between them, the rest of the evening seemed to fly by. They discussed not only ideas for the size of the restaurant units, but thoughts on décor and potential names; as well as comparing notes on Nick’s sexual prowess.
 
   By the end of the evening, Casey felt as if she had a new friend and ally in the company. And they had a name-theme going that they both liked, The Bistro Down The Block, or possibly The Bistro Around The Corner, or maybe The Around-The-Corner Bistro.
 
   When they got back to the five star hotel where Casey was staying, she asked Carol if she wanted to have nightcap, and Carol said yes. Seated in the rear of the hotel’s all but deserted cocktail lounge, at a darkly-lit corner booth, the two of them had a final drink and continued their discussion of the proposed new restaurant chain and of mutual steamy experiences in Nick Daily’s big bed.
 
   “You just wait until winter is over and you and Nick can get together outside at night,” Carol told Casey, a knowing smile on her face. “Fucking Nick out by the pool, with of the lights of LA spread out beneath you—man, what a rush that is!”
 
   “That does sound pretty cool,” Casey allowed. “The view from his place is spectacular, even from inside…you know, from his bedroom?”
 
   “Oh, yeah,” Carol agreed with a wink, taking a sip of her cocktail, “I remember, believe me. I spent enough nights there, getting by brains rattled loose as he banged me straight up to heaven with that huge dick of his, while admiring the view!”
 
    The two of them laughed conspiratorially, and then Carol went on to add, “We should do that together this spring, when I’m down there for the manager’s meeting. That would be a blast!”
 
   When Casey looked confused, Carol asked her, “You do like girls, right? I mean, a gal who looks like you do must have had some girl-on-girl fun over the years?”
 
   Casey froze. Was Carol hitting on her?
 
   Carol gave her a canny look and then said, “Don’t tell me you’re shocked! I thought for sure a real beauty like you would have had a few girlfriends as lovers along the way.”
 
   She laughed softly and shook her head. Next, she asked, with amazement in her voice, “And Nick hasn’t brought up the idea of a three-way between you and him and another girl yet?”
 
   Casey didn’t know what to say to that, so she said nothing. She definitely didn’t want to tell Carol about the three-ways she’d already had with Nick and Woz—that was nobody’s business except hers and her two male lovers.
 
   “Nick must really be into you,” Carol said, sipping her drink, still eyeing Casey appraisingly. “He had another girl in bed with us after our second month together…said he thought I was great, but that he liked…variety.” 
 
   She smiled. “I didn’t really mind; I’ve always liked both girls and guys, clear back to junior high. Besides, the other girl he brought into the mix with us was Dorothy Renton, you met her. She was the other Division Manager you sat down with before you took the job. She’d been his E.A. before me; she was already on her way up the promotion ladder by then.”
 
   Casey did remember Dorothy Renton. She was tall and blonde and buxom, with enormous breasts, sparkling green eyes, and a very sure-of-herself manner.
 
   “Dottie’s delicious,” Carol confided with a naughty grin, “her pussy is sweet as a honey pot, and those tits of hers are spectacular, and all natural, too.”
 
   Carol laughed and whispered, “And can that girl ever lick a clit? God, what a tongue she’s got on her! And she can suck cock with the best of them, too. I never could manage to deep-throat every last inch of Nick’s whopper, but Dottie could!”
 
   Casey was shocked by what Carol was telling her. Not as shocked as she would have been a few months ago, before going to work for Nick, but shocked, nevertheless.
 
   I wonder if it’s because of the turn our relationship took when I introduced Woz into it? She thought. Maybe he hasn’t pushed the ‘other girl’ thing with me because we’re already in a threesome?
 
   An even bigger shockwave rippled through Casey’s consciousness. What if Nick eventually did suggest another girl join them in bed? Would that mean that Woz would be expected to fuck the other gal, too? Could Casey handle seeing that; Woz making love to another woman? And would Woz even want to make it with someone else?
 
   She nearly giggled out loud at her own naivety, after thinking that idea over for another moment. Was there a man alive who wouldn’t jump at the chance to fuck another hot-looking chick if his wife was okay with him doing so? 
 
   That was the question, actually. Would she be okay with Woz balling another woman right in front of her? Would it turn her on to see that, or would it be the start of the end of their marriage?
 
   Casey decided she’d have to think that over carefully, just in case it became a real scenario. After all, according to Carol, Nick really liked having two women in bed with him at the same time. He might revert back to form at any time.
 
   And what about me; Casey asked herself? Could she bring herself to make love to another woman, just to please Nick?
 
   Definitely something to ponder, she thought somewhat uneasily.
 
   


  
 

Chapter Sixteen
 
   “You’re suddenly awfully quiet, girlfriend,” Carol said.
 
   “I’m just thinking about what you said,” Casey answered truthfully. “I won’t lie to you, Carol; it’s a real shock to hear about Nick liking two girls in bed with him at once.”
 
   She shot the other woman a wry grin and said, “I mean; I know that having two hot women in bed with him at the same time is a standard male fantasy, so I’m not really that surprised. But I swear he hasn’t said a word to me about wanting to see me participate in something like that…at least not yet.”
 
    Carol reached out and placed her hand on Casey’s atop the table. A tiny spark of excitement crackled up Casey’s skin at the light touch of the other woman.
 
   “Could you do something like that, if he wanted you to?”
 
   Casey squirmed uncomfortably in the booth. Could she?
 
   It wasn’t as if she’d never been propositioned by a lesbian before. With her looks, girls who like other girls had been noticing her since she’d turned eleven and started to get boobs.
 
   But she’d never returned their interest. She’d been too busy trying to assure herself that she could be confident and sexy with boys, and later with men, to worry about trying out sex with other females as well.
 
   She looked over at Carol, who was about forty, in spectacular shape, curvy, and extremely pretty, with all of that cascading auburn hair and those penetrating blue eyes of hers. She thought to herself, if I were going to try girls, you wouldn’t be a bad place to start. You’re sensational looking, smart, funny, and sexy as hell!
 
   “I don’t know if I could do that or not,” she spoke aloud, finally answering Carol’s question, “I’ve never been all that attracted to other women, but I’m not repelled by the whole notion of it, either. I find you, for example, to be a very hot-looking woman, but I’m still not tempted to ask you upstairs for the night.”
 
   Carol laughed and then said, “Damn, that’s too bad, kid, because I think we’d both enjoy that, if you did, once you got over your fear of pussy-licking.”
 
   Casey chortled. “I’m not afraid of it.”
 
   She decided to have a little fun with Carol and went on to whisper teasingly, “Maybe I’m afraid I might like it a little too much, if I ever gave in and tried it!”
 
   Both women roared with laughter over that, and then Carol finished her drink and reached for her purse. She leaned over and gave Casey a quick peck on the cheek and said, “I’m looking forward to that manager’s meeting in LA this spring more than ever, now. We’ll see what Nick wants to do when the time comes; maybe the two of us will end up in bed together then, along with Nick.”
 
   Casey looked at her. They were still just inches apart after Carol’s sisterly cheek kiss. Carol impulsively leaned in and kissed her again, on the mouth this time, with lots of tongue!
 
   Jesus, this is kind of hot at that!  Casey thought, her tongue automatically sliding all over Carol’s, her nipples spiking almost instantly as the kiss went on.
 
   “Mmmmmmmmm, I thought so,” Carol said knowingly, the sly smile returning to her face as they finally broke apart. “I’ll see you in the morning, hot stuff, at the office, right at nine. We’ve got another busy day tomorrow.”
 
   As she scooted out of the booth and stood up, she turned and whispered softly, “And now, after that kiss, I can hardly wait to attend that meeting come this spring, cutie!”
 
   ****
 
   Casey spent a restless night, tossing and turning in her very comfortable king bed. She thought about Carol and what she’d said. She thought about Carol’s mouth on hers and how hot the other woman’s tongue had gotten her.
 
   Reaching down, touching her vagina, Casey felt how wet her lips were as she thought about Carol, and about Nick, and then about Woz—and all four of them in bed together! She hadn’t bothered with pajamas tonight, enjoying the sensual feel of the smooth sheets against her naked flesh.
 
   “God, I can’t believe I’m reduced to…to…jilling off!” she whispered aloud, slipping her middle finger into her juicy lips and starting to masturbate as she daydreamed about Carol, about Nick, about Woz—about a torrid four-way between the two couples!
 
   I’m over-sexed; she scolded herself, her other hand stealing up to tweak her nipples while she masturbated, all of this sex I’m having with Woz and Nick is turning me into a nymphomaniac! I never used to think about sex with other women at all, and now look at me, teasing my clitty while daydreaming about Carol and her nice tits and watching Woz fuck her and how much fun that might be…especially if Nick was fucking me right along side them as I watched!
 
   That wicked thought, of her riding Nick’s huge cock while her darling Woz banged his big boy into Carol, soon had Casey wriggling all over the bed, the covers now thrown back so that she could get herself off easier. She whipped her hips up off the bed and moaned, wishing Woz and Nick—and maybe, God help her…Carol--were here, in the room with her, watching her masturbate while she thought about them!
 
   “Oh, oh, fuck, what a little slut girl I’m getting to be,” she whined aloud as her pussy contracted sharply beneath her gliding, teasing finger, and her tits jerked hard, right in time with the contraction.
 
   Just a little more, she thought, just a few more strokes and I’m there!
 
   She thought of Carol, nude and in bed with her, and wondered if the older girl’s pussy tasted as sweet as hers did? Casey flashed back to the last time she’d tasted her own girl lube and come on Woz’s big prick, after he’d fucked her to a heavenly climax and then she’d sucked him off afterward.
 
   I hope hers tastes as nice as mine does, Casey thought, her breath coming in pants and gasps now, as she teetered on the brink of a monster orgasm, when I stick my tongue in her while Woz and Nick watch!
 
   That lurid thought did it. Casey squealed in ecstasy as her pussy went off hard and her tits jerked in unison.
 
   She knew, in that instant, that she was definitely going to try a bit of lesbian sex with Carol at some point, and probably soon!
 
   God, who the fuck is this hot new Casey and how did she become so bold? She asked herself as she came and came. And how did I get so lucky as to be her?
 
   ****
 
   Casey had to watch herself the next day around Carol. She kept trying to check out the gorgeous older woman’s stunning figure more closely, but she didn’t want to get caught leering.
 
   This is so wild! She thought several times that day as the two of them toured a few restaurant locations and chatted about refinements that each of them had come up with for the new chain’s theme and décor. I’ve never ogled another woman as a potential lover before…a few hot-looking men, in years past, sure. But never another gal—it is kind of fun at that!
 
   Carol was taking her to dinner at a really nice steakhouse that night; on her last night in town, and Casey was looking forward to it. She could see, the more she worked with Carol Crenshaw, why Nick had promoted her up through the ranks so rapidly.
 
   She’s not only a knockout; she’s bright, fast, and has a mind like a computer. The woman just bubbles over with ideas and creativity but, still, she never cuts you off, as if your ideas weren’t good enough to listen to.
 
   By the end of the day, the two women had a solid plan in place for the new chain. They would incorporate much of the menu from ‘Crabby’s Beach Hut’, while getting rid of the name, the cornball fake fishnets on the walls, along with the decorative plastic crabs. The basic kitchen layout would work perfectly just the way it was, with minimal changes, in the new units they would build. Only the dining room décor and furniture would need to be revamped.
 
   And each new unit would need to be a bit larger, of course, to accommodate the bar. Crabby’s sold wine and beer, but the Bistros would offer a full liquor bar in addition to a beer and wine list that was far superior to the cheap stuff Crabby’s fobbed off on its customers.
 
   That was going to be the secret to the new chain’s success: the profits on liquor sales. The food side would remain largely the same, price-wise, only going up a dollar or two on some menu items, allowing the dining room to turn a small, steady, but unspectacular profit.
 
   The real money would be made in the bar; from the hip young crowd they were targeting enjoying a cocktail or two while they waited for entry into the busy dining room. The Bistro would provide a very pleasant, almost elegant night out on the town for the twenty and thirty-something year old crowd of young singles intent on an inexpensive dinner date, and for the young married couple seeking a night out and away from the kids for just a few dollars more than a fast food dinner might have cost them.
 
   She and Carol had run the numbers and the projections, tweaking and refining them, and they were sure they had a winner to present to Nick. Casey was so jazzed by the end of the meetings that she could barely sit still!
 
     When the two of them split up at the end of the day, to freshen up and get ready for their dinner together that night, Casey almost gave Carol a good bye smack right on the lips, she was so happy with the way this deal was shaping up. She rode the elevator up to her room, stripped out of her clothes and took a long, hot shower, carefully shaving her legs, her pits, and her pussy again…just in case.
 
   She smiled at her image in the mirror as she dried off and asked the naked, hot-looking chocolate-eyed blonde in the glass, “Just in case…what?”
 
   Just in case I decide to ask Carol up for a nightcap in my room tonight, she answered herself honestly. Just in case we end up in that big bed in the other room together.
 
   Beginning to dry her hair, Casey told herself, for at least the twentieth time that day that sleeping with Carol wouldn’t really be cheating on Woz. Had Carol been a hot young guy or a handsome older man with a big dick and a cute smile—like Nick, for instance—then that would have been cheating. Sleeping with other girls didn’t count, or at least Casey didn’t feel like it should.
 
   Anyway, she intended to find out if Woz saw things that way, too. As soon as she was ready for dinner, before Carol picked her up, she was going to call Woz and Nick and lay the whole thing out for them and get their opinion.
 
   If they didn’t want her to give in and sleep with Carol, then she wouldn’t…probably! She grinned at her image in the mirror and then whispered, “Then again, I am in fucking Seattle. Who’s going to know?”
 
   Casey reveled in that fantasy for another moment and then let reality wash over her. 
 
   Carol would know.
 
   And Carol still slept with Nick at least a few times a year. Would she really respect her and Casey’s privacy during the inevitable pillow talk with Nick in between bouts of hot sex?
 
   Casey couldn’t afford to take that chance. If she went ahead with this little…experiment, it would have to be with Woz, and Nick’s, approval. Anything else might be just asking for both marital and career disaster!
 
   ****
 
   “Hey, babe, what are you two bozos up to tonight,” Casey asked Woz when he answered the phone on the third ring, “not more pizza, I hope?”
 
   “No, strictly healthy stuff tonight, angel,” Woz answered, “we had a couple of really primo chef’s salads with some hard boiled eggs, shrimp, lobster chunks, avocado, and about six kinds of greens; along with a really nice Chablis from Nick’s cellar, of course.”
 
   “Oh, of course, nothing but the best for my two sweeties,” Casey chided him gently, “God, Woz, you’re never going to want to move out of Nick’s; not with lobster in your salad and forty dollar bottles of wine with every meal.”
 
   “Well, not right away,” Woz said, sounding just a bit defensive about the lobster and the expensive wine. “But we drank beer last night, and even you and I could afford a pizza from Salvatore’s once in a while, back in our student days.”
 
   “And just what kind of beer was that again?” Casey persisted, having fun teasing Woz.
 
   “Okay, it was more expensive than the Bud I used to guzzle, I’ll give you that.”
 
   After a companionable moment of silence, Woz asked, “So, did you just call tonight solely to bust my balls, babe, or what?”
 
   Casey took a deep breath and then let it out. She asked, “Is Nick there?”
 
   “Yeah, he’s right here. Do you want to say hello?”
 
   “Why don’t you put that thing on the speaker-phone mode? I’ve got something that I want to talk over with both of you at once, okay?”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Seventeen
 
   “This place is wonderful,” Casey told Carol, glancing around the inside of the Capital Grille, at the oil paint portraits on the wall, and at the prints of men in period dress riding sleek horses, “it reminds me of one of those elegant old men’s clubs from the nineteenth century where women were banned.”
 
   “It’s a bit stodgy, I’ll give you that,” Carol replied with a big smile, “but their steaks are among the best in town.”
 
   “Mmmmmm, I love a good steak once in a while,” Casey replied, “and until just recently, when I got the job with Nick, my husband and I were far too poor to afford beef very often, especially prime cuts of steak like the ones I see coming out from the kitchen here.”
 
   “I remember,” Carol commiserated, “it’s been a long time since I got my graduate degree and became Nick’s E.A., but times were pretty lean for me before that, too.”
 
   The waiter came and brought their martinis just then, a Beefeaters on the rocks, with two olives, for Casey, and a Grey Goose vodka version of the same drink, sans olives, for Carol. The two women toasted each other, clicking rims.
 
   “To the Bistro,” Carol said, beaming.
 
   “To our success with it,” Casey said back, grinning just as broadly. “I think we’ve really got something here. I talked to Nick earlier tonight, and he’s just as excited about it as we are. Or at least he is so far.”
 
   The evening passed quickly after that, with both women having two more martinis each and then splitting an absolutely delicious, eighty-dollar bottle of cabernet sauvignon with their steaks, which were thick, tender, done to a turn, and utterly scrumptious. Casey wasn’t worried about getting tipsy tonight; tomorrow was just wrapping up details and finalizing the report to Nick before she flew out of town in the late afternoon.
 
   Besides, Carol had gone all out this evening. Not only was this lavish meal and the drinks going on her expense account, she had hired a limo and driver as well, so that both of them could have as many drinks as they wanted without worrying about driving around Seattle half in the bag and getting a Driving Under the Influence ticket.
 
   When they got back to the hotel at just before ten o’clock, Casey asked Carol if she wanted a nightcap. Shrugging, Carol said, “Sure, why not?”
 
   The stunning older woman’s face went from being at ease and completely relaxed to very inquisitive when Casey took her arm as they reached the cocktail lounge and gently, but firmly guided her past it and into the alcove where the elevators were. She pressed the up button and turned to Carol, saying, “I thought we’d be more comfortable in my room, having our drink together. There’s not a huge selection to choose from, but there is a mini-bar, and Nick is picking up the tab, after all, since this is a business trip.”
 
   Carol laughed and stepped into the car with her when it arrived moments later. Casey hit the button to her floor and a half a minute later, the doors opened again.
 
   “I think there are several of those tiny bottles of Grey Goose in the fridge, if you’d like another martini?” she said as she swiped the key card and opened the door to her suite.
 
   Carol closed the door, locked it, and turned toward her. Her blue eyes absolutely electric with excitement, she slipped both arms around Casey’s waist and pulled her in close.
 
   “I don’t want another drink as much as I want you, sweetheart,” Carol whispered, her voice urgent. “You’re one of the most gorgeous women I’ve ever seen in my life, and I’ve wanted you since the very first time I saw you, at that interview before you took the job.”
 
   “Well, what are you waiting for?” Casey asked her with a boldness that she wasn’t really feeling—mostly what she was feeling right at the moment was nervousness! “Why do you think we’re having our drink up here, instead of down in the lounge?”
 
   Carol’s arms went around her upper body and their lips met. Casey sighed as the other woman’s tongue slid into her mouth once again.
 
   After they broke apart that time, Carol took her cell phone out of her purse and dialed a number. When it answered, she said simply, “I won’t need the car for the rest of the night. I’ll take a cab home later.”
 
   Then she dropped the phone back into her purse, put it on the table by the door, and kissed Casey again.
 
   ****
 
   “God, your little clit is so damned cute! I just can’t seem to keep my tongue away from it!”
 
   Casey moaned and pushed her pelvis tighter against Carol’s heavenly mouth. She didn’t want Carol to keep that tongue away!
 
   Why would she? Carol Crenshaw was even better than Nick, when it came to eating pussy!
 
   “Lick it,” she begged, “oh, fuck, Carol, lick it just a little more and I’ll come for you again!”
 
   “Mmmmmm, how yummy,” Carol sighed, gliding her tongue all around the tiny pink pleasure button a few times and then saying, “your pussy juice is so sweet, Casey. I just love swallowing it for you!”
 
   Casey’s whole body jerked as her clit throbbed mightily, Carol’s magic tongue busy again. This was wonderful! She’d come three times already, and who know how many more sensational orgasms the very experienced older woman was going to coax out of her gushing pussy by morning?
 
   “Do it,” she pleaded, as Carol sucked and licked and mashed her lips against Casey’s slick lips, “oh, God, Carol, eat me! Suck my pussy and swallow my come, you hot bitch!”
 
   ****
 
   God help me, but I could get used to this! Casey thought, running her tongue up and down a moaning, sighing Carol Crenshaw’s beautiful, waxed-bare pussy lips. Her juice is as sweet as mine, and her little clit is just adorable—and so much fun to lick!
 
   “Oh, Casey, are you sure you’ve never done this before?” Carol groaned just then, pushing her lush hips up off the mattress and her pussy against Casey’s eager lips. “Jesus, what a talented little cunt-licker you are, baby!”
 
   I’m learning, Casey thought smugly, that’s obvious from the way Carol’s moving that big, sweet ass of hers all over the mattress as I lick her!
 
   And she wanted to learn. This was terrifically fun and exciting! Casey was rapidly discovering that she just adored making love to another woman. It was just as wonderful as having sex with a man, in its own way.
 
   Girls are so soft and cuddly and sweet all over, Casey told herself as she twirled her tongue around Carol’s erect little pink knob. Their nipples are sweet and their skin is so soft and smooth and lickable. And their pussies are as sweet as they can be!
 
   “Oh, fuck, Casey, I’m coming!” Carol gasped just then. “You’re making me come so great, you hot little pussy-licker!”
 
   Casey pressed her lips against Carol’s quivering twat lips and sucked out the juice, her tongue still all over the older girl’s clit. Carol’s gasp accelerated into a high-pitched squeal of joy, her body shivering as she came hard.
 
   ****
 
   “God, I love the way your tits bounce when we do this!” Carol sighed; eyeing Casey’s big, perfect globes shimmying on her chest as they ground their pussies together in a classic “trib” hook-up, their legs scissoring each other, their slick cunts gliding against one another, their clits mashed against slick pussy lips.
 
   “Ummmmmm, I love this,” Casey agreed, “but I love eating pussy even more!”
 
   “You talked me right into it,” Carol said, beaming. “Come here, baby, let’s sixty-nine for a while!”
 
   The two lovers slid out of the trib, embraced, kissed passionately for over a minute, and then Carol moved Casey onto her back and turned around on the big mattress, lowering her pussy down onto Casey’s eager mouth. Carol lowered her own lips down onto Casey’s gleaming-wet pussy opening and began to tongue and kiss it.
 
   “Oh, yeah,” Casey sighed, “this is heaven—doing each other at the same time!”
 
   “It’s even better when Nick’s got that huge dong of his shoved up your ass while you’re doing it, believe me, darling!”
 
   Casey shuddered, thinking about that, seeing it in her mind’s eye! She thought to herself, God, yes, I can see now why Nick likes two girls at once! That would be such a blast, getting anal from him while Carol ate me! What could be better?
 
   ****
 
   “I’m actually glad you’re going back to LA today,” Carol told Casey as she prepared to take her leave the next morning, at six-thirty, after the two of them had enjoyed endless sex together until three in the morning and had then spent the rest of the night cuddled under the covers, sleeping the untroubled sleep of the unrighteous.
 
   “Oh, why is that? Are you tired of me already, darling?” Casey asked her new lover with a sly grin.
 
   “No, I’ve grown too damned fond of you already,” Carol replied with a rueful little return smile. “My husband is very tolerant, but even he has his limits. If you lived up here, I’d be in bed with you so much he might finally divorce me.”
 
   Casey took her in her arms and the two of them shared a final, sweet kiss. When they finally stepped apart, Carol said, “I’ll see you in the office at nine, kiddo, all right?”
 
   “I’ll be there, tired but so happy!”
 
   Carol laughed and nodded her agreement. “My butt’s going to be dragging today, too, but I wouldn’t trade last night for anything. That was the best sex I’ve had in a long time, kitten.”
 
   Casey nodded back. “I’m having unbelievably good sex in LA right now, between Nick and my husband. They really keep me well-fucked and well-satisfied. But last night was special…it was my first time with a woman, and it was spectacular!”
 
   She leaned forward and kissed Carol on the cheek and whispered, “Thank you again for making it so wonderful for me.”
 
   ****
 
   What a trip this has been! Casey thought as she leaned her head back against the seat of the limo Carol had ordered to take her to the airport. I’ve got a winner of a report in my briefcase, I had the time of my life last night in bed with another woman, and I’m going home in triumph to Woz and Nick! What could be better?
 
   She smiled, just knowing that her two boys would be peppering her with questions, wanting all the details of her night with Carol. That would be such fun! She bet they fucked her like a pair of wild men as she teased them with every little nugget of information about her sensual, erotic, unbelievable night with her new female friend and lover in Seattle!
 
    I can hardly wait, she thought as the limo pulled up in front of her stop at SeaTac airport. Tonight should be a blast. Women are incredibly fun, but there’s a lot to be said for men, too.
 
   She thought about the differences as she made her way patiently through the check-in line and finally got into the VIP lounge. Women were soft and sexy and sweet. Their touch was light and delicate, and they knew just exactly what you, as a woman, were craving.
 
   Men, on the other hand, were hard—in all the right places, if you were lucky—and much more insistent, much more impatient. They just took you, sometimes; just gave it to you hard and deep and fast!
 
   Casey grinned and drank the coffee she’d ordered. Right now, hard and deep and fast sounded just right!
 
   And having not one, but two sexy studs at home waiting to give it to her meant a double dose of pure pleasure. She could hardly wait to get back to LA and her boys!
 
   ****
 
   Casey spotted Nick as she came into the main terminal. She glanced around next to him, looking for Woz’s head towering up above Nick’s but didn’t see him.
 
   “Where’s the big boy?” she asked when she got close enough to do so.
 
   Nick gathered her into his arms and kissed her passionately. On one level Casey loved that, but was slightly uncomfortable with it on another.
 
   The last thing they needed was some photographer who was working the airport recognizing Nick and taking a picture of him macking on her. It wouldn’t bother her or Woz, but it would set off a forest fire of gossip at the office and be hard to live down.
 
   “Woz had to teach a class tonight,” Nick explained when they broke apart. “The perils of management, I’m afraid. One of his instructors came down with the flu, so he had to take the class in his place.”
 
   Nick made a flamboyant arm gesture and then added, “So, here I am.”
 
   Casey grinned, “You should have called me and let me know. I could have taken a cab home. Your time is too valuable to waste picking people up at the airport, boss.”
 
   “People in general, yes,” he said, gallantly offering her his arm, “but for someone as important to me as you and Woz, I’ll always make time.” 
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Eighteen
 
   “I’ve been looking into the karate business since you’ve been away,” Nick said conversationally as he guided the big Mercedes in and out of traffic on the way to Beverley Hills.
 
   “Why on earth would you do that?”
 
   “Because Woz wants to buy the place where he works and expand it,” Nick explained breezily, as if simply everyone wanted to own their own karate school. “We’re thinking seven or eight total locations over the next few years, spread throughout the LA area.”
 
   Casey just looked at him. “Are you nuts? That would cost a fortune. Where are Woz and I going to get that kind of operating capital?”
 
   “From me, of course,” Nick explained casually, “not from Daily Holdings, Inc., but from me personally; we’re going to be partners in this little enterprise—Woz, you, and me.”
 
   “Why are you doing this?”
 
   Nick grinned, changing lanes again. He said, “Because it’s Woz’s dream. He’s a friend of mine; one of my very best friends, actually—I mean how many guys are good enough friends to share their wife with you, especially when the wife looks the way you do, Case? And I enjoy making my friends happy.”
 
   When she still didn’t say anything, Nick shrugged and told her, the big grin still in place, “Frankly, our new living arrangement is the most fun I’ve had in years. Woz installed a basket up on the garage the other day and before I knew it, he had me shooting hoops with him that evening…me, taking time out to shoot baskets! Can you believe that?”
 
   Casey smiled. “Not really, that’s kind of neat.”
 
   Nick nodded, his smile turning whimsical. “This is so different from the relationships I’ve had in the past, with my other E.A.’s. Having you two around all the time…it’s a blast.”
 
   He glanced over at her and added, “I know it’s just temporary; that you two will be moving out someday not far down the line, getting your own house and maybe raising a family together. But in the meantime, I’m having a ball with you guys.”
 
   She suddenly understood. Nick, despite all of his money, power, prestige in the business world, had been lonely.
 
   He’d never admit that, of course, but he had. She could see that now.
 
   “Plus the sex is unbelievable,” he added just then, with a little leer in her direction.
 
   ****
 
   “So how is this karate thing going to work?” she asked him as they swung into Beverly Hills proper.
 
   “Marketing, of course,” Nick told her smugly, “that’s all it’s going to take. I’ve been looking into this, and the first thing we’re going to do is move the school to a larger building, to accommodate more classes, and hire a couple of more instructors.”
 
   Casey frowned. “So far, you’re increasing our overhead by a bundle and not bringing in anything to offset it.”
 
   “The new instructors are going to be current tournament champions. That’s our edge. We’re going to advertise the hell out of the fact that our staff is not only all black belt, but championship caliber. Woz loves the concept. He’s even thinking about entering a few tournaments himself.”
 
   “We’ll see about that,” Casey said worriedly, not anxious to see her handsome husband all banged up from trading blows with other big men who were just as skilled at karate as he was.
 
   “Don’t worry,” Nick told her, “we won’t let Woz enter anything he hasn’t got an excellent chance of winning. And the schools will be a success. I’ve already started training Woz in the fine art of managing a small business effectively. The kid’s got a lot of promise—he’s not just some dumb jock.”
 
   Now it was Casey’s turn to grin. “No, he isn’t. Oh, thank you, Nick, I know owning his own dojo means the world to him!”
 
   “I’m glad to help,” he answered, turning on to their street, “like I said, you two are like family to me.”
 
   She reached over and put her hand on his crotch, tickling his limp cock through his trousers and boxers. “I’d watch that ‘family’ stuff if I were you, sweetie. We’re pretty a pretty incestuous trio, for a family, now aren’t we?”
 
   Nick laughed and turned the car into the drive, hitting the button above his visor that opened the garage door. They rolled inside, still laughing, and a giant figure stepped out from the bushes beside the open door and ran into the garage, coming up beside Nick’s door and yanking it open.
 
   “Hello, motherfucker, I’m here to finish our little chat,” Honeybear Wallace growled.
 
   Casey glanced over to her right and saw with relief that Woz’s old white pick up truck was parked in the far garage bay, just on the other side of her Mercedes. She jammed her hand into her purse, pulled out her phone and hit “1” on speed dial.
 
   When Woz said, “Hi,” she yelled, “We’re out in the garage, babe, and that crazy football guy is in here with us—Honeybear Wallace!” 
 
   “Who you callin’, bitch?” the Honeybear yelled, leaning into the car to grab Nick by his shoulders and try to drag him out of the drivers seat.
 
   The door leading into the garage from the house exploded open and Woz came through it at a trot. Honeybear let go of Nick and straightened up, muttering, “Oh, no, not this fucker again!”
 
   “Dude, you’re a slow learner,” Woz said, dropping into his stance as he neared the bigger man. “I guess I’m really going to have to kick your fat ass this time.”
 
   Nick popped his seat belt open and slid out of the car, there being barely enough room for him to exit, with Honeybear standing so close to the open door. He said quietly, “That won’t be necessary. Let’s settle this like grownups, Bear. Come inside with us, have a drink, and I’ll make you a brand new deal that I swear you’ll want to hear before any blows are exchanged, all right?”
 
   “Oh, no, I listened to all of your slick talk before,” Honeybear shook his big head negatively. “I’d rather get beat on by this big cocksucker again than get snookered by you another time, old man.”
 
   “No, snookering, I promise,” Nick said, clapping the much bigger man on his back, “Come in, hear my offer, and then Woz can kick the crap out of you again if you still want to do that.”
 
   Woz shot the big man a grin. He looked tight as a coiled spring, ready to do some serious damage.
 
   “Okay, let’s try it your way,” Honeybear said grudgingly at last, rubbing his broken nose gingerly, clearly remembering what had happened the last time he’d taken on Woz.
 
   ****
 
   “Frankly, I’m tired of this shit,” Nick said, handing the scotch and soda he’d requested across the bar to Honeybear Wallace.
 
   “So here’s my offer,” he went on, sliding the Crown Royal X-R on ice over to Woz, who sat two barstools down from his potential adversary, watching everything closely.
 
   “If you want, I’ll give the whole company back to you, tomorrow. But I’ll be withdrawing my financial support, of course, so you’ll be back to square one with no financing, no production facility, and no prospects for raising money for either.”
 
   Honeybear opened his mouth to protest, but Nick held up and hand and said, “No bullshit tonight, Bear. With the mess you made of running the thing before getting involved with me, no one is going to loan you a nickel, especially when the word gets around that Daily Holdings, Inc. took a pass on the deal. You’ll have your business back and be out of business—all in the same day.”
 
   The big man made a little growling sound back in his throat and Woz tensed, ready to strike. Nick continued calmly, “Or you can stick with the current deal and get rich with me. I’ve got just over five million invested so far, and we’re ready to hit the market hard this spring and summer—prime barbequing season—with a huge advertising campaign, in-store samples, and total market penetration in California and the western states. Next year, we go coast to coast, using what we learned this year on the west coast to tweak our campaign.”
 
   There was silence for a long moment. Casey sipped at her martini, sitting behind Woz and well away from the potential action, should there be any. Her heart was pounding.
 
   “I don’t have the figures here, but as I recall, we’re predicting break even by the middle of summer and a nice first year profit by the end of fall. Your cut of that, as per our agreement, would be at least a quarter of a million bucks by year’s end, with a potential of several million dollars in your pocket next year and every year after that.”
 
   Nick’s face hardened. “Or you can have the whole shebang back in the morning and be out of business by nightfall. The choice is yours.”
 
   He shook his head and added, “All I know is that I want this craziness to end. I’m tired of looking over my shoulder, wondering if I’m going to get slam-tackled the way Dinty Gibson did in that Packers game a couple of years back.”
 
   Honeybear Wallace’s face broke into a huge, slightly wistful-looking grin and he took a big sip of his scotch and soda. “Yeah, that was some tackle, wasn’t it? That was one of my best games, ever.”
 
   “Sure was,” Nick agreed, smiling again, “now, have we got a deal or not?”
 
   “Uh, well, sure…I guess,” the Bear said slowly, suddenly looking out of his depth and slightly embarrassed. “Uh, you know that quarter mil you were talking about? Do you think I could get a little advance on that? Things have been a little slow at the carwashes I own lately, so bill-paying money is getting tight.”
 
   Nick turned to Casey and said, “When we get to the office tomorrow morning, call accounting and authorize a payment of twenty thousand dollars at the first of every month to Mr. Shirley Wallace, will you, Case? Tell ‘em to call me if they have any questions; we’re charging it off against future dividends from Honeybear’s Honey-Meade Marinade.”
 
   “Shirley,” Woz asked in amazement? “Whoa, dude, no wonder you prefer Honeybear!”
 
    “That ain’t no shit!” the big man said with a shy grin, finishing his scotch in one big swallow. “It’s an old family name, but I mean…fuck…you know?”
 
   Everyone laughed, the tension now broken, and Nick made Honeybear another drink.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Epilogue
 
   “I’m beginning to get what you and Woz liked so much about being in bed together after you’d been over here, fucking me, Case,” Nick said, a large, anticipatory smile on his face.
 
   The three of them were naked and in his bed. Honeybear Wallace had finally gone home, half drunk and happy as he could be at ten, just a few minutes ago.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “I’m already half hard, just waiting to hear about last night; about what happened between you and Carol,” Nick said, throwing back the covers to reveal his partially erect cock.
 
   Casey giggled, “Only half…gees, Nick, Woz used to get stiff as a board, waiting to hear what you and I had been up to together.”
 
   “Maybe you could help with that,” he suggested, waggling his eyebrows at her.
 
   Casey slipped the covers down all the way to her knees, revealing her big, bountiful breasts and their aroused-looking little pink nipples, as well as her already wet pussy lips. She reached over and took Nick in hand, saying, “Just maybe I can, darling.”
 
   Looking over to her other side as she slowly stroked Nick to full hardness, she asked her husband, “What about you, baby boy? See anything you like?”
 
   Woz quickly ditched his covers also, baring his hard as it could be dick to his wife’s amused gaze. “You know it, babe. The three of us in bed together always gets me stiff. And I can’t wait to hear about you and that switch-hitting hottie in Seattle last night, either!”
 
   Casey smiled an enigmatic little smile and whispered, “Okay, then, story time; why don’t you boys move closer together, just leave a little room in between for me.”
 
   While she’d spoken, she’d let go of Nick’s now fully erect cock and gotten up onto her hands and knees. She’d moved out further onto the bed, so that the two men could scoot a bit closer to one another.
 
   When she had them where she wanted them, she knelt in between them and took a hard cock in each fist. Giving them her sexiest smile, she whispered, “First we kissed, of course. I’d never kissed another woman in my life, except for my mom and an aunt or two.”
 
   She let them think about that for a moment, her hands moving slowly up and down their cocks. Then she went on to add, “Carol’s right around forty, Woz, but she’s in super shape and, so fucking hot! She has beautiful auburn hair that she wears long, and incredibly sexy blue eyes, and a great set of tits, not to mention a pair of long, spectacular legs and a terrific ass.”
 
   Without another word, she leaned down and ran her tongue all around Nick’s cock head, her eyes flitting from his over to Woz’s as she licked. A very naughty smile on her face, she moved over to her husband’s dick and did the same.
 
   “Wha…What happened after the kiss?” Woz murmured, his cock jerking in her fist as he stared into her mischievous brown eyes.
 
   “We got in bed together, of course, silly, and stripped each other’s clothes off, making out like crazy all the time.”
 
   Nick sighed, clearly seeing all of that in his mind’s eye. “Carol’s super-hot, Woz, just like Casey said. The two of them making out, nude, would give a corpse a hard on!”
 
   Casey smiled over at him and nodded her agreement. “I was so wet, and then Carol sucked my titties just right while she fingered my pussy and I came so fucking hard. My throat was a little sore this morning from screaming so much last night.”
 
   Both men’s dicks did a little dance in her hands and Casey bent low again and gave each of them a low, slow, sensual sucking before continuing on with her story. She straightened back up and said, “And then she arranged me on my back and got in between my legs and kissed my pussy for the first time.”
 
   Woz moaned, “God, but I’d love to have seen that!”
 
   Casey flashed him an even naughtier smile and said, “Oh, I’m pretty sure you will, darling. Carol’s going to be here this spring for the big semi-annual manager’s meeting, and she’s already planning on her, and I, and Nick getting together, right in this very bed.”
 
   She looked over at Nick, who said, “Hot damn, you bet we will.”
 
   He turned to Woz and said, “And you’ll be here, too, of course, if Casey will allow it.”
 
   Woz looked stunned. “Why wouldn’t she?”
 
   “Because Carol loves men as much as she loves women,” Nick explained. “And if the four of us were in bed together, she’d not only eat Casey all night long and fuck me senseless…she’d want some of your cock, too, kid,; and I’m not sure whether or not Casey would be on board with that.”
 
   Casey pulled her mouth off her husband’s prick and smiled up at him. She’d started sucking it again while Nick spoke.
 
   “You bet I am,” she laughed. “I thought about it all the way back down here, on the plane. I’ve fucked Nick a couple of dozen times in front of you. It’s only fair that you get to fuck Carol a few times.”
 
   She ran her tongue all around Woz’s cock again and then whispered hotly, “Besides, I think it would be a super turn on to ride Nick’s big cock while you were banging Carol. The two of you would be fantastic together, baby; I actually can’t wait to see it!”
 
   Woz moaned and looked as if he was about to go off in her hand, as he imagined that. Nick said, “You might not have to wait until spring to see it, either. I read Carol’s preliminary reports on the restaurant deal, and it looks so good that I’m thinking of having her come down here for the week, next week, to cement things into place and get the buy-out bid together on that chain.”
 
   He gave them his big shark’s grin and said, “She’ll be staying here for the week, with us, at the house, if she comes down, children, so get ready for some four-way fun.”
 
   “Oh, yeah,” Woz sighed, “just fuckin’ yeah—this place keeps getting hotter and hotter! We may never move.”
 
   ****
 
   Yes, yes, yes, this is what I love! This is why I’m so glad to be home! Casey thought as Nick’s mammoth cock stretched her open from in back, hamming relentlessly into her pussy sheath and right across her swollen-with-desire clit.
 
   She couldn’t give voice to her joy, because her mouth and throat were stuffed full of Woz’s prick meat, her tongue gliding all around him as she sucked and he fucked her lips like a second pussy. She was on her hands and knees in the bed, and Woz knelt in front of her, squeezing her dangling tits just right as she got doubled, front and rear, pussy and mouth.
 
   Carol’s coming next week, and Woz is so jazzed about buying the dojo with Nick, and my big restaurant deal is going so damned great!
 
   She swallowed a big mouthful of her husband’s sweet pre-come and smiled around his sliding cock. Did it get any better than this, living in a mansion for free, having two guys who loved her giving her everything she needed, all the time, with Carol as a little extra treat, plus some other hot girls that Nick would no doubt be sending her way over the coming months—her and Woz’s way, actually! She found that she could barely wait.
 
   God, but this is the life! She thought, sucking harder, feeling her pussy ramp up to orgasm as Nick fucked it so deliciously. I wouldn’t change a thing!
 
    
 
    
 
   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.
 
   Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book. 
 
   That's because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.
 
   Like this book? Hate It? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I'd love to hear from you, either way.
 
    
 
   CKR
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